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Introcluction 


I T IS not only foiLunate but fitting that the Modem Li- 
brary should include the chief work of that most mod- 
em poet, Geoffrey Chaucer. The first of English poets, he 
was also the most intimate. That intimacy or immediacy 
makes him close to Shakespeare, Goethe, Wordsworth, 
Whitman — in short, with those who were great humanists 
as well as great artists. 

Chaucer’s varied life equipped him to express not merely 
the minutiae of life (it is doubtful whether any other poet 
so enjoyed the rich details of common existence) but its 
range and vigor. It was a vigorous and dramatic world in 
which Chaucer lived, the world of Froissart and Petrarch, 
of the battle of Cr^cy and the Black Death, of Rienzi and 
Sir John Mandeville, of Wycliffe and Wat Tyler's rebel- 
lion, of the three great pestilences and the Vision of Piers 
Plowman. Chaucer was born about ii>340, the son of a Lon- 
don brewer and, though few of the biographical “facts” are 
authentic, contemporary documents and Chaucer's own ac- 
counts generally agree on the following: At seventeen, he 
was page to Elizabeth de Burgh, Countess of Ulster; at 
twenty, he was taken prisoner in Brittany when Edward III 
-invaded it; at twenty-seven, he received an annuity as “valet 
of the king’s chamber”; three years later he was' employed 
by his royal master as a sort of courtly commercial traveler. 
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His foreign missions became more and more frequent. He 
negotiated for peace with France; concluded a business 
treaty in Genoa; made three trips to Italy, on one of which 
he heard from Petrarch the tale of the patient Griselda, re- 
told by the Clerk of Oxford during the Canterbury pilgrim- 
age. At thirty-four, he was appointed a comptroller in the 
customs, a position he held for ten years. At forty-six, he 
sat in Parliament as a Knight of Kent. At fifty, he was one 
of the supervisors in charge of the king's works at West- 
minster, at the Tower of London, repairing St. George's 
chapel and the banks of the Tliamcs. In his early fifties, he 
was made forester of North Petherton Park, Somersetshire. 
From that time until his death, Chaucer — and his finances 
— suffered from the vagaries of politics. A grant of twenty 
pounds per annum (this was in 1394) was not sufficient to 
give him security, and in 1 398 wc hear of "‘letters of pro- 
tection" to save him from arrest for debt. A year later when 
Henry Bolingbroke (the son of his old protector, John of 
Gaunt) gained the throne as Henry IV, Chaucer rccci\'cd 
a new and larger pension. But he did not live long vTiough 
to enjoy it. A year after the accession, he fell ill (“there ii 
still extant," says Lipscomb gently, ""a kind of ode com- 
posed in his last agonies which very plainly pro\ es that his 
senses were perfectly sound") and never rallied. He died 
October 25, 1400, 

Even this sparse chronology reveals the many-sidedness 
of the man and suggests that, in those hours when Chaucer 
the politician became Chaucer the poet, imagination rose 
from reality. Technickn to his finger tips though he was, 
Chaucer knew that man cannot live by art alone. In almost 
everything that he wrote, fantasy was restrained by reason; 
poetic flight assumed authority by proceeding from deter- 
mined fact. Chaucer has been celebrated for his power of 
narration by all the editors from Tyrwhitt, who ""modern- 
ii.d" him in 1775 to the Reverend Professor Skeat whose 
seven volumes appeared from 1894 to 1897. But it is not 
the Tales which have earned Chaucer the title of ""the fa- 



thcr of English poetry and perhaps the prince of it”; it is 
not his imitation of the Decameron nor his use of Boccac- 
cio's plots which established him. Other men have embel- 
lished and redecorated the fabliau, legends and poetic fa- Ro- 
bles current in his day. Many stories that comprise “The action 
Canterbury Tales” were “inspired” by the great Italian ro- 
mancer; others were commoner property. “The Man of 
Lawe’s Tale” is taken from Gower who was not the in- 
ventor of it; “The Clcrkc’s Tale” (already mentioned) was ^ 
borrowed from Petrarch; “The Frankelcyn's Tale” was 
founded on an old Breton song; “'Fhc Doctour's Talc” 
came from Livj-. the “Rhyme of Sir Thopas” is a free bur- 
lesque of the old metrical romances; “The Manciple's 
laic” (often disputed as an authentic w’ork of Chaucer's) 
is Ovid’s fable of Coronis; “The Talc of the Nonne’s 
Priest” owes somclliiiig to .^iSop and still more to a collec- 
tion of la\'s by Marie, a French poetess; “The Tale of the 
Nonne” is an almost verbatim translation from the life of 
St. Cccilin in the Golden Legend by Jacobus januensis. 

These arc the raw stuffs Chaucer used, the materials on 
which he worked. They are no more the secret of his genius 
than the sc\en-linc stanza and the heroic couplet he in- 
vented, a form afterwards molded so dexterously by Pope 
and Drydcn. The secret lies in Chaucer's vivid and (in the 
strict sense) vulgar appreciation, in his accurately apprais- 
ing eye and car, in the swift certainty of his characteriza- 
tion, in his broad appetites, in what might be summed up 
as his inordinate love of earth and all things that occupy it. 

The “Prologue” alone proves this.* Here, lightly but in- 
delibly sketched, arc a set of rapid characterizations that, 
though later amplified, arc not surpassed by the Talcs 
themselves. It is CN’ident that Chaucer wants his dramatis 
personas to rc\'eal their individualities through their owm 
words and actions, but the brief portraits in the “Prologue” 

'arc as searching as they arc succinct. The range is nation- 
wide; every class of English society is depicted; pe.iOns and 
politics, humility and humor, religion and robustiousness 
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are mingled and contrasted. Eveiything delights him, eveiy- 
thing wins his just affection: the daisy, “the emperice and 
flour of floures”; the large, rude host of the Tabard Inn; the 
Reve, that “sclendre colerik man”; the dainty Nun whose 
“gretteste ooth was by Seynt Loy”; the Monk “that loved 
venerye,” with his bridle jingling in the wind; every small 
fowl making melody that “slepen al the night with open 
ye.” 

The Tales cany their own argument and this is no time 
to appraise what has been too often praised for me to pro- 
fane it. Nor is this the plaec to analyze Chaiieer’s metric 
nor his use of the East Midland dialect which, due to 
Chaucer’s flexible mastery, became the national language. 
It is Chaucer, first of all, who emerges from the midst of 
his creations. Greater than his characters, transcending his 
influence on diction and drama, he comes among us with 
unbounded vitality, gross, delicate, lavishly inclusive. Like 
Whitman, he seized “the descending man and raised him 
with resistless will,” singing “of life, immense in passion, 
pulse and power.” No poet has ever done more. 


Louis Unternieyer 
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The Prologue 


Here higinneth the Bookhf the 'f 'ales of Gaunterhiiry 


W HAN that Aprillc with his shourcs sotc 

Tlic droghte of Marche hath pcrccd to the rote, 
And fiathed every vcyn6^ in swic b licour 
Of^ which vertu engendred is the flour; 

WiiaiTZcphirus ecl^vith his swete breeth 
inspired hath in ever}'^ hQlt> and jxceth— — . 

The tendre croppes, and the yongc sonne 
Hath in the Ram his halfe cours y-ronne. 

And snialc fowlcs inakcn mclodyc, 

‘That slcpen al the night with open vc,. 

(So priketh hem nature in hir corages)-: 

'Than longcn folk to goon on pilgrimages 
(And palmers for to seken straungc strondcs 
To feme halwcs, couthc in sondry londcs; 

And specially, from e\ cry shitgj ende 
Of Engelond, to Caunterbury they wende, 

The holy blisful martir for to seke, 

That hem hath holpen, whan that they were seke. 

Bifel that, in that scson on a day. 

In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay 
Redy to wenden on niy pilgrimage 
To Caunterbury with ful devout corgge, 
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At night was come in-to that hostelry^ 

Wei nyne and twenty in a companye. 

Of sondry folk, by avenj ;pre y -falle 
In felawshipe, and pilgrims were they alle, 
“That toward Cauntcrbury wolden ry dc; 

The chambres and the stables weren J5/yde^ 
And wel we weren esgd atte beste. 

And shortly, whan tne sonne was to reste. 

So hadde I spoken with hem ever^on. 

That 1 was of hir felawshipe an^iy 
And made forward erly for to ryse. 

To take our wey,^her as I yow dcvysc. 

But nabheles, ^yl I have tyme and space 
^r that I ferther in thi^ talc pac^ 

(Me thinketh it acordaunt to fesoun; 

^To telle yow al the condieioun 
•^Opech of hem, so as it semed me. 

And whiche they weren, and of what degree; 
ApdJiek in what array that they were inne; 
And at a knight than wol I first biginne. 

A Knight ther was, and that a worthy man 
That fro the tyme that he first bigan 
To ryden out, beloved chivalrye, 

Trouthe and honour, fredom and curteisye. 
Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre. 

And therto hadde he riden (no man ferre) 

As wel in Cristendom as hethenesse. 

And e\^er honoured for his worthinesse. 

At Alisaundre he was, whan it was wonne; 
Ful ofte tyme he hadde the bord bigonne 
Aboven alle naciouns in Pruce. 

In Lettow hadde Ke reysed and in Ruce, 

No Cristen man so ofte of his degree. 

In Gernade at the sege eck hadde heb^ 

Of Algezir, and riden in Belmarye.^"*^ 

At Lyeys was he, and at Satalye, 

Whan they were wonne; and in the Crete See 
At many a noble aryve hadde he be. 

At mortal batailles nadde he been fiftene. 

And foughten for our feith at Tramissene 



In listes thryes, and ay siayn his fo. 

This ilke worthy knight had been also 
Somtyme with the lord of Palatye, 

Ageyn another hethen in Turkye: 

And evermore he hadde a sovcreyn prys. 

And though that he were worthy, he was wys, 
And of his port as meke as is a mayde. 

He never yet no vileinye ne saydc 
In al his lyf, un-to no mancr wight. 

H e was a verrav parfit^entil knight . 

But for to tellen yow of his array. 

His hors were gode, but he was nat gay. 

Of fustian he wered a gipoun 
Al bismotcrcd with his habergeoun; 

For he was y-come from his viagc. 

And wente for to doon his pilgrimage. 

With him ther was his sonc, a yohg Squyer, 

A lovyere, and a lusty bachelor, 

With lokkes crulle, as they were leyd in presse 
Of twenty yeer of age he was, I gesse. 

Of his stature he was of evene lengthe, 

And wonderly deliver, and greet of strengthe. 

And he had been somtyme in chivachye, 

In Flaundres, in Artoys, and Picardye, 

And born him wel, as of so litel space, 

In hope to stonden in his lady grace. 

Embrouded was he, as it were a mede 
Al ful of fresshc floures, whyte and rede. 

Singinge he was, or floytingc, all the day; 

He was as fresh as is the month of May. 

Short was his goune, with sieves longe and wyde. 
Wel coude he sitte on hors, andiaire ryde. 

He coude songes make and wel endyte. 

Juste and cek daunce, and wel purtreyc and wryte. 
So hote he lovede, that by nightertale 
He sleep namore than dooth a nightingale. 
Curteys he was, lowly, and servisable. 

And carf bifom his fader at the table. 

A Yeman hadde he, and servaunts tiamo 
At that tyme, for him liste ryde so; 



And he was clad in cote and hood of grene; 

A sheef of pecok-arwcs brighte and kene 
Under his belt he bar ful thriftily; 

(Wei coudehe dresse his takel yemanly: 

His arwes drouped noght with fethercs lowe) , 
And in his hand he bar a mighty bowe. 

A not-hced hadde he, with a broun visage. 

Of wode-craft wel coude he al the usage. 

Upon his arm he bar a gay bracer. 

And by his syde a swerd and a bokeler. 

And on that other syde a gay daggerc, 

Hamcised wel, and sharp as point of spere; 

A Cristofre on his brest of silver shene. 

An horn he bar, the bawdrik was of grenc; 

, A forstcr was he, soothly, as I gesse. 

Ther was also aNonne, a Prioresse, 

That of hir smyling was ful simple and coy; 

Hir gretteste ooth was but by seynt Loy; 

And she was eleped madame Eglcntyne. 

Ful wel she song the service divyhe, 

Entuned in hir nose ful semely; 

And Frensh she spak ful fairc and fetisly, 

After the scole of Stratford atte Bowe, 

For Frensh of Paris was to hir unknowe. 

’At mete wel y-taught was she with-alle; 

She leet no morsel from hir lippes fallc, 

Ne wette hir fingres in hir sauce depe. 

Wel coude she carie a morsel, and wel kepe. 
That no drope ne fille up-on hir brest. 

In curteisye was set ful muche hir lest. 

Hir over lippe wyped she so dene. 

That in hir coppe was no ferthing sene 
Of grece, whan she dronken hadde hir draughte. 
Ful semely after hir mete she raughte, 

And sikerly she was of greet disp'ort. 

And ful plesaunt, and amiable of port. 

And peyned hir to countref^ chere 
Of court, and been estat]||!i of manere, 

And to ben holden digb& of reverence. 

But, for to spekeijJlDf hir, conscience. 



She was so charitable and so pitous, 

She wolde wepe, if that she sawc a mous 
Caught in a trappe, if it were deed or bledde. 

Of smale houndes had she, that she fedde prolocub 

With rosted flesh, or milk and wastel-breed. 

But sore weep she if oon of hem were deed, 

Or if men smoot it with a yerde smerte: 

And al was conscience and tendre herte. 

Ful semely hir wimpel pinched was; 1 1 

Hir nose tretys; hir eyen greye as glas; 

Hir mouth ful smal, and ther-to softe and reed; 

But sikcrly she hadde a fair forheed; 

It was almost a spanne brood, I trowe; 

For, hardily, she was nat undergrowe. 

I"ul fetis v/as Iiii •■'lokc, as I was war. 

Of smal coral aboute hir arm she bar 
A peire of bedes, gauded al with grene; 

And thcr-on heng a broche of gold ful shene. 

On which ther was first write a crowned A, 

And after, A mor vincit omni a. 

Another Nonne with hir hadde she, 

^Tiat was hir chapeleyne, and Preestes three. 

/N A Monk ther was, a fair for the maistrye, 

An out -rydcrC y that lovede vcncrye; 

manly man, to been an abbot able. 

Ful many a dcyjit^e hors hadde he in stable: 

And, whan he rood, men mightc his brydel here 
pinglen in a whistling wind as clcre, 

And(€e^s loude as dooth the chapel-belle 
Ther as this lord was keper of the celle. 

The reule of seint Maure or of seint Bcneit, 

By-cause that it was old and som^dcl streit, 

^ITiis ilke monkc leet oldc thinges pace. 

And held after the newe world the space. 

He ^af n at of that text a p ulled hen . 

That seith, that hunters been naFholy men; 

Ne that a monk, whan he is cloijtcdees 
Is lykned til a fish that is wateriees: 

This is to seyn, a monk out of his cloistre. 

But thilke text held he nat worth an oistre; 
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And 1 seyde, his opinioun was good. 

^What sh^e he studic» and make himselven wood, 
"TJpon a book in cloistre alwey to poure. 

Or swipkcn with his handcs, and laboure. 

As Austin bit? How shal the world be served? 

Lat Austin have his swink to him reserved, 
niicrefore he was a pricajpur aright, 

Grehoundcs hehadde, as swifte as fowel in flight 
Of priking and of hunting for the hare 
Was al his lu^for no cost wolde he spare. 

J seigh his sieves piirfilcd at the bond 
With grys, and that the fyneste of a lohd; 

And, for to festne his hood under his chin 
He hadde of gold y-w r ogh t a curious pin: 
^Ove-knotte in the gretler endTHer was..# 

His heed was balled, that slioon as any glas. 

And cck his face, as he had been anoint. 

He was a lord ful fat and in good point; 

His eycn stepe, and rollinge in his heed, 

Tliat stemed as a forneys of a leed; 

^is ^es SQuple, his hors in greet estat. , 

Wow certeinly he was a fair prclat; , 

He was nat pale as a for-pyned goost. 

A fat swan loved he best of any roost. 

His palfjey was as broun as is a berye. 

AJF Rpi ther was, a wantgj^a^nd a merye, 

A [imitour, a ful soleij^e man. 

4n alle the ordres foure is noon that can" 

So muche of daliaimce and fair langage . 

"iTe hadde maadTurmany a manage 
Of yonge wommen, at his owne cost. 

Un-to his ordre«he was a noble post. 

Ful wel biloved and famulier was he 
With frank^J^s over-al in his contree, 

And eek with worthy wommen of the toun; 

For he had power or confessioun. 

As seyde him-self, more than a curat, 

For of his ordre he was licentiat. 

Ful swete ly hr conforiiinim/ 

■Rnd plesaunt was his absolucionj^ 



He was an esy man to pcnaunce 
Ther as he wiste to han a good pita^jiee; 

For unto a povre ordre for to yive 
I^igne that a man is wel y-shrive. 

T or if he yaf, he dorste make avaunt. 

He wjste that a man was repcntaunt. 

For many a man so hard is of his herte, 
lie may nat wepe al-thogh him sqre_snifirte» 
Th erf ore, in stcde of weping and preyeres, 
Men mopt yeve silver to the povre frcres. 

Ilis tipet was ay farsed ful of knyves^ 

And pinncs, for to yevcn fairg wyygx. < 

And certainly he hadde a mcry note; 

Wcl coude he singe and pleycn on a rote. 

Of yt^iigcs he bar ijtterly the prys. 

Jlis nekke whyt was as the flour-de-lys; 
Thcr-to he strong was as a champioun. 
lie knew the tavemes wel in every toun, 

And cvcrich hostler and tappester^ 

Bet than a laz^or a beggestere; 
for iin-to swicn a worthy man as he 
Acorded nat, as by his facultce, 

To have with seke lazars aqucyntaunce. 

It is nat honest, it may nat avaunce:^ 

For to delen with no swich pjgratfl^ 

But al with riche and sellers of vitaille.“ 

And over-al, ther as profit sholde aryse, 
Curteys he was, and lowly of ser\7se. 

g ficr nas no man no-wher so vertuous, 
e was the beste beggere in his hous; 

And yaf a certcyn ferme for the ^aunt; 

Noon of his bretheren cam ther in his haunt; 
For thogh a widwe hadde noght a sho, 

So plesaunt was his ‘In priiicipio,' 

Vet wolde he have a ferthing, er he wente. 
His purchas was wel bettre than his rente. 
And rage he coude, as it were right a whelpe. 
In love-dayes ther coude he muchel helpe. 
For there he was nat lyk a cloisterer. 

With a thredbar cope, as is a povre scoler, 
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But he was lyk a inaistcr or a pope. 

Of double worsted was his semi-cope. 

That rounded as a belle out of the presse. 
Somwhat he lipsed, for his wantowncsse, 

To make his English swete up-on his tonge; 
And in his harping, whan that he had songe. 
His cycn twinkled in his heed aright. 

As doon the sterres in the frosty night. 

This worthy limitour was clepcd Huberd. 

A Marciiant was ther with a forked herd. 
In mottclec, and hye on horse he sat. 

Up-on his heed a Flaundrish bever hat; 

Ilis botes clasped faire and fetisly. 

Ilis resons he spak ful solcmpnely, 

Souninge alway th'cncrccs of his winning. 

He woldc the sec were kept for any thing 
Bitwixe Middclburgh and Orewcllc. 

VVcl coude he in eschaiingc shccldcs sellc. 
This worthy man ful wel his wit bisette; 

Ther wistc no wight that he was in dette, 

So estatly was he of his govcrnaunce. 

With his bargaynes, and with his chevisaunce. 
For sothe he was a worthy man with-allc, 
But,sooth to scyn, I noot how men him callc. 

A Ci.F.RK ther was of Oxenford also, 

Tliat un-to logik haddc longc y-go. 

As Icne was his hors as is a rake. 

And he nas nat right fat, I undertake; 

But loked holwe, and tlicr-to soberly. 

Ful thredbar w^as his overest coiirtcpy; 

For he had geten him yet no benefyee, 

Nc was so worldly forM:o have offycc. 

For him was lever have at his beddes heed 
Twenty bokes, clad in blak or reed. 

Of Aristotle and his philosophye, 

Than robes riche, or fithele, or gay sautrye. 
But al be that he was a philosophre. 

Yet haddc he but litcl gold in cofre; 

But al that he mighte of his freendcs hente. 
On bokes and on Icrninge he it spente. 



And bisily gan for the soiiles prcyc 
Of hem that yaf him wher-with to scolcye. 

Of studie took he most cure and most hede. 
Noght o word spak he more than was nede. 
And that was seyd in forme and reverence. 

And short and quik, and fill of hy sentence. 
Soiiningc in moral vertu was his spcchc. 

And gladly woldc he lerne, and gladly tcche. 

A Skrceant of the Lawe, war and wys, 
Tliat often haddc been at the parvys, 

71icr was also, fill riche of excellence. 

Discreet he was, and of greet reverence: 
lie scnicd swich, his woides weren so wysc. 
justyce he was ful often in assysc, 

By pal:nrc, ..n l by plcyn eommissioun; 

Tor his science, and for his heigh renoun 
Of fees and robes haddc he many oon. 

So greet a purchasour was no-wher noon. 

A1 was fee simple to him in effect, 

Ilis purchasing mightc nat been infect, 
No-wlier so bisy a man as he thcr nas. 

And yet he semed bisicr than he was. 

In termes haddc he caas and domes allc, 

I’hat from the tyme of king W^illiain were falle. 
llicrto he coiidc endyte, and make a thing, 
'I’hcr coude no wight pinchc at his wrs^ting: 
And every statiit coude he plcyn by rote. 

He rood but hoomly in a mcdlee cote 
Girt with a ccint of silk, with barres sinalc; 

Of his array telle I no Icngcr tale 
A Frankei.eto was in his compaaye; 

Whyt was his herd, as is the ckiyesye. 

Of his complexioun he was sangw'Vii: 

Wcl loved he by ttie morwe a sop in wj'n. 

^o liven in dclyt was ever his wonc, 

‘I'or he was Epicurus ownc sonc. 

That heeld opinioun, that pleyn dclyt 
Was verraily fclicjtfic pajfyt 
An housholdcrc, and that a grcct,^vas he, 

Scint Julian he was in his con tree. 
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His breed, his ale', was alwey after oon; 

A bettre eij^faed man was no-wher noon. 
With-oute bake mete was never his hous^ 

Of fish and flesh, and that so plentyous. 

It snewed in his hous of mete and drinke. 

Of alle deyntees that men coude thinke. 

After thejiondry sesons of the ycer. 

So chaunged he his mete and his soper.-^ ' 

Ful many a fat partnch hadde he in mewe. 
And many a breem and many a luce in stewe. 
Wo was his cook, but-if his sauce were 
Poyngynt and sharp, and redy al his geje. , 

His table dormant in his hallc alway 
Stogd redy covered al the longc day. 

At sessiouns ther was he lord and sire; 

Ful ofte tyme he was knight of the shire. 

An anlaa and a gip^ al of silk- ^ 

Heng at his girdelTwhyt as morne milk. 

A sleeve hadde he been, and a countour; 

Was no-wher such a worthy vavasour^ 

An Haberdassher and a Carpenter, 

A Webbe, a Dyere, and a Tapicer, 

Were with us eek, clothed in o livcrce. 

Of a solempne and greet fraternitce. 

Fuf fresh and newc hir gere apyked was; 

Hir knyves were y-chaped noght with bras, 

But al with silver, wroght ful dene and weel, 
Hir girdles and hir pouches every-deel. 

Wei semed ech of hem a fair burgeys. 

To sitten in a yeldhalle on a deys. 

Everich, for tlie wisdom that he can, 

Was shaply for to been an alderman. 

^For catei hadde they y-nogh and rente, 

' And eek hir wyves wolde it wel assente; 

And elles certein were they to blame. 

It is ful fair to been y-clept ‘ma dame/ 

And goon to vigily& al biforc. 

And have a mantel royalliche y-bore 

A Cook they hadde with hem for the nones. 
To boille the chiknes with the marybones, 



And poudre-marchant tart, and galingale. 

Wei coude he knowe a draughte of London ale. 
He coude roste, and sethc, and broille, and frye, 
Maken mortrcux, and wel bake a pye. 

But greet harm was it, as it thoughte me, 

That on his shine a mormal haddc he; 

For blankmanger, that made he with the beste. 

A Shipman was ther, woning fer by weste: 

For aught I woot, he was of Dertemouthe. 
lie rood up-on a rouncy, as he couthe. 

In a gowne of falding to the knee. 

A daggere hanging on a laas haddc he 
Aboutc his nckke under his arm adoun. 

The hote somer had maad his hewe al broun; 

And, Ccileiiiiy, he was a good felawe. 

Ful many a draughte of wyn had he y-drawe 
From Burdeux-ward, whyl that the chapman sleep. 
Of nyce conscience took he no keep. 

If that he faught, and haddc the hycr bond. 

By water he sente hem hoom to every lond. 

But of his craft to rekene wel his tydes, 

His stremes and his daiingers him bisydes. 

His herberwe and his mone, his lode-menage, 

Ther nas noon swich from Hullc to Cartage. 

Hardy he was, and wys to undertake; 

With many a tempest hadde his herd been shake. 
He knew wel alle the havenes, as they were. 

From Gootlond to the cape of Finistere, 

And every cryke in Britayne and in Spayne; 

His barge y-cleped was the Maudelayne. 

With us ther was a Doctour of Phisyk, 

In al this world ne was ther nclon him lyk 
To speke of phisik and of surgerye; 

For he was grounded in astronomye. 

He keptc his pacient a ful greet del 
In hourcs, by his magik naturel. 

Wel coude he fortunen the ascendent 
Of his images for his pacient. 

He knew the cause of evcrich maladye. 

Were it of hoot or cold, or moiste, or drye. 
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And where engendred, and of what humour-, 

He was a verrey parfit practisour. 

The cause y-knowe, and of his harm the rote. 
Anon he yaf the seke man his bote. 

Ful redy hadde he his apothecaries, 

To sende him drogges and his letiiaries. 

For ech of hem made other for to winne; 

Hir frendschipe nas nat newe to biginne. 

Wei knew he th'olde Esculapius, 

And Deiscorides, and eek Rufus, 

Old Ypocras, Haly, and Galien; 

Serapion, Razis, and Avicen; 

Averrois, Damascicn, and Constantyn; 

Bernard, and Gatesden, and Gilbertyn. 

Of his diete mesurable was he. 

For it was of no superfluitce, 

But of greet norissing and digestible. 

(His studie was but litel on the bible. 

In sangwin and in pcrs he clad was al, 

Lyned with taffata and with scndal;. 

And yet he was but csy of dispep<5e; 

He kepte that he wan in pcstili^ce. 

For gold in phisik is a cordi^rl, 

.TJerfore he lovede gold in special.^ 

good Wyf was ther of bisyde Bathe, 

But she was som -del d£ cf> and that was scatlijs* 

Of clooth-making she hadde swiche^an hauQt^ 
She passed^hem of Ypres and of Gaunt. - ^ . 

In al the parisshe wyf ne was ther noon 
That to th' offring bifore hir sholde goon; 

And if ther dide, ccrtcyn, so wrooth was she. 
That she was out of die charitec. 

Hir coverchiefs ful fyne were of ground; 

I dorste swere they weycd^enjtcn pound - 
That on a Sonday were upon hir heed. 

HirJjpsen weren of fyn scarlet reed, 

"T^ul streite y-teyd, and shoos ful moiste and newe. 
Bold was hir face, and fair, and reed of 
She was a worthy womman al hir ly\:e^ 
Housbondes at chirche-dore she hadde fyve. 



Withouten other companyc in yoiithe; 

Jut th^ crof nedeth nat to speke as nouthe/ 

And thryes hadde she been at Jciusalcm; 

She hadde passed many a straungc streem; 

At Rome she hadde been, and at Boloignc, 

In Galice at scint Jame, and at Coloigne. 

She eoude muche of wandring by the weyey 
Gat-tot hed was she, soothly for to seye. 

Up-on an am^je esily she sat, 

^Y-wimplcd w^and on hir heed an hat 
As brood as is a bokcler or a targe; 

A foot-mantel aboute hir hipes large. 

And on hir feet a paire of spores sharpe. 

In felaws^hip wel eoude she laughe and carpe. 
Of remeclyes oi love she knew perehaunce^ 

For she eoude of that art the olde daunce. 

A good man was ther of religioun. 

And was a povre Persoun of a toun; 

But riehe he was of holy thoght and werk. 

He was also a lerned man, a clerk, 

That Cristes gospel trcwely wolde preche; 

His parisshens devoutly wolde he teche. 

Bcnignc he was, and wonder diligent, 

And in adversitee ful pacient; 

And swieh he was y-preved ofte sythes. 

Ful looth were him to cursen for his tythes, 

But rather wolde he yeven, out of doutc, 

Un-to his povre parisshens aboute 
Of his offring, and eek of his substauncc. 

He eoude in litel thing han suffisaunce. 

Wyd was his parisshe, and houses fer a-sonder, 
But he nc lafte nat, for rcyn iic thonder. 

In siknes nor in mesehief, to visyte 

The ferreste in his parisshe, muehe and lyte, 

Up-on his feet, and in his hand a staf. 

&^is noble ensample to his sheep he yaf, 

^at first he wroghte, and afterward he taughte; 
Out of the gospel he tho wordes eaughtc; 

And this figure he added eek ther-to. 

That if gold ruste, what shal iren do? 
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For if a preest be foul, on whom we truste. 

No wonder is a lewed man to rustc; 

And shame it is, if a preest take keep, 

A shiten shepherde and a ctene sheep. ' 

Wei oghte a preest ensamplc for to yive. 

By his clennesse, how that his sheep shold live. 

He sette nat his benefice to hyre. 

And leet his sheep encombred in the myre. 

And ran to London, un-to seynt Poules, 

To seken him a chaunterie for soulcs, 

"Or with a bretherhed to been withholde; 

Butdwelte at hoom, and kepte wel his folde. 

So that the wolf ne made it nat miscarie; ' 

He was a shepherde and no mcrcenarie. 

And though he holy were, and vertuous. 

He was to sinful man nat despitous, 

Ne of his speche daungerous ne digne. 

But in his teching discreet and benigne. 

To drawen folk to heven by fairnessc 
By good ensample, was his bisinesse: 

But it were any personc obstinat, 

What-so he were, of heigh or lowe estat. 

Him wolde he snibben sharply for the nones. 

A bettre preest, I trowe that nowher noon is. 

He wayted after no pompc and reverence, 

Ne maked him a spyced conscience, 

But Cristes lore, and his apostles twelve. 

He taughtc, and first he folwed it himsclve. 

With him ther was a Plowman, was his brother. 
That hadde y-lad of dong ful many a fothcr, 

A trewe swinker and a good was he, 

Livinge in pees and parfit charitee. 

God loved he best with al his hole hertc 
At alle tymes, thogh him gamed or smerte. 

And thanne his neighebour right as himselve. 

He wolde thresshe, and ther-to dyke and delve, 

For Cristes sake, for every povre wight, 

Withouten hyre, if it lay in his mig^t. 

His tythes payed he ful faire and wel, ^ 

Bot^e of his propre swink and his cate 

*ar - ■ ^ 




In a tabard he rood upon a mere. 

Thcr was also a Revc and a Millere, 

A Somnour and a Pardoner also, 

A Maunciple, and my-self; there were namo. k'tA logwf 

The Miller was a stout carl, for the nones, 

Ful big he was of braun. and eek of bone s; 

'Fhat proved wcl, for over-al thcr he cam. 

At wrastling he wolde have alwey the ram. 

He was short-sholdred, brood, a thikkc knarre, 2 1 

Tlier nas no dorc that he nolcle heve of harre, 

Or breke it, at a renning, with his heed. 

His herd as any so we or fox w as rcod. 

Alia tncr-to brood, as though it were a spade. 

Up-on the rop right of his nose he hade 
"TTwerfeTandThcr-on stood ¥tuTt onicres, 

Rcedlis tlic bifstlcs 6T a sowes 
■fTTs nos^thuTes hlalcc were ancT wyc(^ 

A swerd and bokcler bar he by his syde; 

His mouth as greet was as a greet forncys. 
lie was a janglcre and a go liardcys, fU c 
AncTthat was most ofsinne and harlotrycs. 

W'cl coude he stclcn corn, and tollcn thryes; 

And yet he hadde a thorn be of gold, pardee. 

A whyt cote and a blew hood wered he. 

A baggepype wcl coude he b lowe an^ownor 
And therAvith-ariic broghtcHrouI of townc. 

"""Ar g cnt i i ^lluNCiPLE was tlier oF a temple; 

Of which achatoiirs mightc take cxemple 

For to be wyse in bying of vitaille 

1' or whether that he payde, or took by taille, 

Algatc he way ted so in his achat. 

That he was ay biforn and in good stat. 

Now is nat that of God a ful fair grace. 

That liwich a Icwcd mannes wit shal pace 
The wisdom of an heep of lerned men? 

Of maistres hadde he mo than thiyes ten, 

That were of lawe expert and curious; 

Of which there were a doseyn in that hou^ 

Worthy to been stiwardcs of rente and Iona 
Of any lord that is in Engelond, 
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To make him live by his propre good, 

In honour dettelees, but he were wood, 

Or live as scarsly as him list desire; 

And able for to helpen al a shire 
In any cas that mighte falle or happc; 

And yit this maunciple sette hir aller cappe. 

The Re ve was a sclcndrc colerik man, 
Hisl)crd was shave as ny as ever he can. 

His hcer was by his ercs round y-shorn. 

His top was dokked lyk a preest biforn . 

¥u\ longe were hiilc^es, and ful Icnc, 

Y-lyk a staf, ther was no calf y-scnc. 

Wei coude he kepc a gerner and a binne; 

Ther was noon aiiditour coude on him winne. 
Wei wiste he, by the droghte, and by the rcyn, 
Tlic yelding of his seed, and of his greyn. 

His lordes sheep, his ncct, his dayeryc, 

His swyn, his hors, his stoor, and his pultrye. 
Was hoolly in this reves governing. 

And by his covenaunt yaf tlie rekening, 
SinJjiat his lord was twenty yeer of age; 

ITier coudu no man bridge Him in armrage. 
Ther nas baillif, nc herdc, ne other hync. 

That he ne knew his sleigh tc and his co^ne; 
They were adrad of him, as of the deeth. 

Ilis woning was ful fair up-on an hceth. 

With grene tres shadwed was his place. 

He coude bettre than his lord purchacc. 

Ful riche he was astored privcly, 

I lis lord wcl coude he plesc n subtilly, 

'To yeve and lene him ot liis ovvhe good, 

And have a thank, and yet a cote and hood. 

In youthe he Icrncd haddc a good mister; 

He was a wel good wrighte, a carpenter. 

I'his reve sat up-on a ful good stot. 

That was al pomely grey, and highte Scot. 

A long surcote of pers up-on he hade. 

And by his syde he bar a rusty blade. 

Of North folk was this reve, of which I telle, 
Bisyde a t^un men clepcn Baldcswelle. 



'I’ukkcd he was, as is a frcrc, aboiitc, 

And ever he rood the hindrestc of our route. 

A SUMNUUk was ther with us in that pla^ 
That hadde a fyr-reed chcrubinnes face. 

For sa wcefl eem he was, with eyen narwe. 

As hoot he was, and lecherous, as a sparwc; ‘ 
With scalled browes blake, and.pilcdj^crd;^ 

Of his visage children wcrc^fcrd!^^ 
ThjCLJia^jjiiik-silvcr, litarge, ne bnmsfoc)T^>^ 
Boras, ceruce, ne oille of tarjie noon, 

Ne oyncment that woldc dense and byte, 

T’hat him mighje hclpcn of his whclkcs wliyte. 
Nor of the knobbes sittingc on his chekes. 

Wcl loved he garlcck, oynons. and cck Ickcs,^ 
And foi ro urinkcn strong wyn, reed as blood. 
Than woldc he speke, and erve as he were w ood. 
And whan that he wel dronken hadde the wyn, 
Than woldehe speke no word but Latyn. 

A fewe termes hadde \^e, two or three, 

'riiat he had lerncd out of som decree; 

No wonder is, he herde it al the day; 

And eek ye knowen wcl, how that a jay 
Can elepen *\\^ttc/ as well as can the pope. 

But who-so coude in other thing him giopc, 
Thanne hadde he sj±nt al his philosophye; 

Ay woldc he cryc. 

He was a gcntil harlot and a kindc; 

A bettre fchiwe sholde men noght findc. 
lie woldc suffre, for a quart of wyn, 

^ good fclawc to have his conciibyn 
A twclf-mo n th, and excuse him a tte ful lc: 
r iiT^vely'a'^iirch eek coude he pnllc. 

And if Jie fond o-wher a good fclawe. 

He woldb tcchcn him to have non awe, 

Ti^swich cas, of the erchcdckncs curs^ 

Bytdf a mannes soule were in his purs; 

For in his purs he sholde y-punisshed be. 

Turs is the erchcdckncs hcllc,^ scyde he.] 

But wel I woot he Ived right in dede; 
t)f "Cursing oghte ech gilty man him drede— 
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For curs wol slee, right as assoilling saveth — 
And also war him or a signiScavit 
In daunger hadde he at his owne gyse^ 

TTie yonge girles of the diocyse^ 

And Knew mr counsell, and wasal hir reed. 

~A gerland hadde he set his heed, 

As greet as it were for an alc-stake; 

A bokcler hadde he^naad him of a cake. 

With him ther rood a gentil Pardoner 
Of Rouncival, his freend and his compeer —. 
That streight was comen fro the court of Ronie. 
Ful loude he song, " Com hider, love, to me J 
This somnour bar toliim a stit biir^oiim 
Was never trompe of half so greet a soiin.^d 
’ This pardon er hadde heer as velow as wc x. 

smotne it Iieng, as dooth a strike of ffex; 

6y ounces henge his lokkes that fic hadde, 

^d ther-with he his shuldres overspradde 
But fhinne it lay, by colpons oon and oon; 

But hood, for jolitee, ne wered fie noon, 

For it was trussed up in his walet. 

Him thoughte, he rood al of the newe jet; 
Dischevele, save his cappe, he rood al bare. 
Swiche glaringe eyen hadde he as an hare. 

A vemicle hadde he sowed on^iis cappe. 

"His walet lay bifom him in his lappe, 

Bret'ful of pardoun come from Rome al hoot. 

A voys he hadde as smal as hath a goot. 

No herd hadde he, ne never sholde have, 

• As smothe it was as it were late y-shave; 

I trowe he were a gelding or a marc. 

‘ But of his craft, fro Berwik into Ware, 

For in his male Jhe ha dde a p ilw e- bcer.. 

Which that, h^seyde, was oHrlady vcyl: 

He seyde, he hadde a gobet of the seyl 
That sSy nt Peter hadd^ whan that he wefit e 
Up-on fe^ee. til Jesu Crist him hentc . 

He hadde a croys of latoun, ful ot stone^ 

And in a glas he hadde pigges bones. 



But with thise relikes, whan that he fond 
A povrc person dwelling up-on lond. 

Up-on a day he gat him more moncye 

Tlian that tlic person gat in monthes tweyc. prolocub 

And thus, w ilh feyned flateryc and japes, 
lie made the p.^rson and tlic peplc his apes. 

But trcv\( ly to tellcn, atte laste, 

He was in chirclic a noble ecclesiastc. * 

Wei eoude he rede a lessoun or a stqrie, 25 

But aldcrbest he song an offertoric; 

For wel he wistc, whan that song was songe 
lie mustc preehc, and wel affyle his tonge. 

To winne silver, as he ful wel eoude; 

Therforc h^' song so meriely and loude; 

Now have I told you shortly, in a elause, 

Tli’eslat, th 'array, the nombre, and eek the eause 
Why that assembled was this eompan)c 
In Southwerk, at this gentil hostelryc, 

Thai hightc the '’labard, faste by the Belle. 

But now is tj nic to yow for to telle 
How that we baren us that ilke night. 

Whan we were in that hostelrye alight. 

And after wol I telle of our viage, 

And al the remenaunt of our pilgrimage. 

But first I pray yow, of your eurtcisye, 

Tliat ye n'arcttc it nat my vileinye, ^ 

Thogh that I plcynly speke in this matere, 

To telle yow hir wordcs and his chere; 

Nc thogh I speke hir wordes properly. 

For this ye knowen al-so wel as I, 

Who-so shal telle a tale after a min. 

He moot reheree, as ny as ever he ean, 

Everieh a word, if it be in his ehai^e> 

Al speke he never so rudeliche and large; 

Or ellcs he moot telle his tale untrewe. 

Or feyne thing, or finde wordes newe. 

mginnil^^ he were Tiis brother; 

tic moot as wel seye^wora as*alioflllSf; 

Crist spake him-self ful brode in holy writ, 

And wel ye woot, no vileinye is it. *' 



Eck Plato seith, who-so that can him red c^ 
he wordes mote be co^n to tlic 
Also 1 prey yow to toryeve it me, 

A1 have I nat set folk in hir degree 

Here in this tale, as that they sholde stonde; 

My wit is short, yc may wel understonde. 

Greet ehere made our hoste us evcrichon. 
And to the soper sette us anon; 

And served us with vitaille at the bestc. 

Strong was the wyn, and wel to drinke us leste. 
A semely man our hoste was with-alle 
For to han been a marshal in an halle; 

A large man he was with eyen stepe, 

A fairer burgeys is ther noon in Chepe : 

Bold of his speche, and wys, and wel y-taught. 
And of manhod him lakkede right naught. 

Eek therto he was right a mery man. 

And after soper pleyen he bigan. 

And spak of mirthe amonges othcre thinges. 
Whan that we haddc maad our rckeninges; 
And seyde thus: ^Now, lordinges, trewely. 

Ye been to me right welcome hertely: 

For by my trouthe, if that I shal nat lye, 

I nc saugh this yeer so mery a companyc 
At ones in this herberwe as is now. 

Fayn wolde I doon yow mirth e, wiste I how. 
And of a mirthe I am right now bithoght, 

'Fo doon yow ese, and it shal costc noght. 

Ye goon to Caunterbury; God yow spede, 
Tlie blisful martir quyte yow your mede. 

And wel I woot, as ye goon by the weye, 

Ye shapen yow to talen and to pleye; 

For trewely, confort ne mirthe is noon 
To ryde by the weye doumb as a stoon; 

And therfore wol I maken yow disport. 

As I seyde erst, and doon you som confort. 
And if yow lyketh alle, by oon assent. 

Now for to stonden at my judgment. 

And for to werken as I shal yow seye, 
To-morwe, whan ye ryden by the weye. 



Now, by my fader soule, that is deed, 

But ye be merye, I wol yeve yow myn heed. 

Hold up your bond, withouten more speche.' 

Our counscil was nat longe for to seche; 

Us thoughtc it was noght worth to make it wys, 

And graunted him withouten more avys, 

And bad him scye his verdit, as him leste. 

Xordinges,' quod he, 'now herkneth for the beste; 
But tak it not, I prey yow, in desdeyn; 

"rhis is the poynt, to speken short and plcyn, 
lliat cch of yow, to shortc with your weye. 

In this viage, shal telle talcs tweye. 

To Caunterbury-ward, I mene it so. 

And hom-«^nrd he shal tcllen othcrc two. 

Of avcnturcs lhat whylom han bifallc. 

And which of yow that bereth him best of alle, 

That is to seyn, that tellctli in this cas 
Talcs of best sentence and most solas, 

Shal ha\ e a soper at our allcr cost 
Here in this place, sitting by this post, 

Whan that we come agayn fro Caunterbury. 

And for to make yow the more mery, 

I wol my-sclvcn gladly with yow ryclc. 

Right at inyii ownc cost, and be your gyde. 

And vvho-so wol my jiigcmcnt withseye 
Shal payc al that we spenden by the weye. 

And if ye vouchc-sauf that it be so, 

Tel me anon, with-outen wordes mo. 

And 1 wol erly shape me thcrforc.’ 

V\'ith fill glad herte, and preyden him also 
'ITis thing was graunted, and our othes swore 
That he wold >’Ouchc-sauf for to do so. 

And that he woklc been our governour. 

And of our talcs jiige and reportour, 

And sctlc a soper at a certeyn pr\'s; 

And we wold reulcd been at his devys, 

In heigli and lowc; and thus, by oon assent, 

^Vc been acorded to his jugement. 

And ihcr-np-oii the wyn was fet anon; 

We dronken. and to rcste wente eehon. 
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With-outen any longer taryinge- 
A-morwe, whan that day bigan to springe^ 

Up roos our host, and was our allcr^ok, 

And gadrede us togidre, alle in a flok, 

And forth wc riden, a litel more than pas, 

Up-to the watering of seint Thomas. 

And there our host bigan his hors areste, 

And seyde; 'Lordinges, herkneth, if yow leste. 

Yt woot your forward, and I it yow reeorde. 

If even-song and morwe-song aeorde, 

Lat see now who shal telle the firste tale. 

As ever mote I drinke wyn or ale, 

Who-so be rebel to my jugement 
Shal paye for al that by the weye is spent. 

Now draweth eut, er that we ferrer twinne; 

He whieh that hath the shortest shal biginne. 

Sire knight,' quod he, 'my maister and my lord 
Now draweth eut, for that is myn acord. 

Cometh necr,' quod he, 'my lady priorcsse; 

And ye, sir clerk, lat be your shamfastnesse, 

Ne studieth noght; ley hond to, every man.' 

Anon to drawen every wight bigan. 

And shortly for to tcllcn, as it was. 

Were it by aventure, or sort, or cas, 

•The sothe is this, the cut fil to the knight. 

Of which ful blytiie and glad was every wighi; 

And telle he mostehis tale, as was resouii. 

By forward and by composicioun. 

As ye han herd; what nedeth wordes mo? 

And whan this gode man saugh it was so, 

As he that wys was and obedient 
To kepe his forward by his free assent, 

He seyde: 'Sin I shal beginne the game. 

What, welcome be the cut, a Goddes name! 

Now lat us ryde, and herkneth what I seye.' 

And with that word we riden forth our weye; 

And he bigan with right a mery chere 
His tale anon, and seyde in this manerc. 

Here endeth the prolog of this book; and here big^nneih the 
first tale, which is the Knightes Tale 



The Knightes Tale 


latnqiie domus Scithice f?ost aspera gentis 

Prelia, laurigero, &c. [Statius, Theh. xii. 519.] 


W ii Yi.OM, as olde stories tcllen us, 

I’hcr was a duk that highte Theseus; 

Of Athcnes he was lord and governour, 

And in his tyme swich a conquerour. 

That gretter was thcr noon under the sonne. 
Ful many a riche con tree haddc he wonne; 
What with his wisdom and his chivalrye, 
lie conquered al the regne of Femcnye, 

That whylorn was y-clepcd Scithia; 

And weddede the quene Ipolita, 

And broglite hir hoom with him in his contree 
With muchel glorie and greet solempnitee. 
And cck hir yonge sustcr Emclye. 

And thus with victorie and with melodye 
Letc I this noble duk to Athencs ryde, 

And al his boost, in armes, him bisyde. 

And certes, if it nere to long to here, 

T wolde han told yow fully the manere. 

How wonnen was the regne of Femenye 
By Theseus, and by his chivalrye; 

And of the grete bataille for the nones 
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Bitwixen Athencs and Amazones; 

And how assegcd was Ipolita, 

The faire hardy qiiene of Scithia; 

And of the feste that was at hir weddinge. 

And of the tempest at hir hoom-cominge; 

But al that thing I moot as now forbcrc. 

I have, God woot, a large fccld to ere. 

And wayke been the oxen in my plough. 

The remcnant of the tale is long y-nough. 

I wol nat letten cek noon of this route; 

Lat every felawe telle his talc aboutc, 

And lat sec now who shal the soper winne; 

And thcr I Icfte, I wol ageyn biginne. 

This duk, of whom I make mcncioun. 

When he was come almost unto the toiin. 

In al his wcle and in his mostc pr^dc, 

He was war, as he caste his eye asyde, 

Wher that thcr kneeled in the hyc weye 
A companye of ladies, tweye and tweye, 

Ech after other, clad in clothes blakc; 

But swich a cry and swich a wo they make. 

That in this world nis creature livingc, 

That herdc swich another weymen tinge; 

And of this cry they nolde ne\ cr stenten, 

Til they the icynes of his brydcl henten. 

What folk ben ye, that at myn lu)Oin-cominge 
Perturben so my feste with cr\'iiigc?' 

B uod Theseus, ‘have ye so greet cnvyc 
f myn honour, that thus coinplcyne and cryc? 
Or who hath yow misboden, or offended? 

And tellcth me if it may been amended; 

And why that ye ben clothed tluis in blak?' 

The eldest lady of hem allc spak, 

When she haddc swowned with a dccdly ciicre. 
That it was routhc for to seen and here. 

And scyde: ‘Lord, to whom Fortune liad yiven 
Victoric, and as a conquerour to liven. 

Noght greveth us your glorie and your honour: 
But we biseken mercy and socour. 

Have mercy on our wo and our distrcssc. 



Som drope of pitee, thurgh thy gentilesse, 
Up-on us wrecched wommcn lat thou falle. 

For certes, lord, ther nis noon of us alle. 

That she nath been a duchesse or a quene; 
Now be we caitifs, as it is wel sene: 

Thanked be Fortune, and hir false wheel. 

That noon cstat assureth to be week 
And certes, lord, t'abyden your presence, 

Here in the temple of the goddesse Clemenee 
We han been waytinge al tliis foiirtcnight; 
Now help us, lord, sith it is in thy might. 

I wrecche, which that wepe and waillc thus. 
Was whylom wyf to king Capancus, 

Tliat starf at Tlicbcs, cursed be that day! 

And allc we, Ihat been in tliis array. 

And maken al this lamcntacioim. 

We lostcn alle our housbondcs at that toim, 
Whyl that the sege thcr-aboutc lay. 

And yet now th’oldc Creon, wcylaway! 

The lord is now of 'llicbcs the citcc, 

Fulfild of ire and of iniqiiitcc, 

He, for despyt, and for his tirannye, 

'Jo do the dede bodyes vilcinyc, 

Of alle our lordes, wdiichc that ben slawe. 

Hath alle the bodyes on an heep y-drawe, 

And wol nat suffren hem, by noon assent. 
Neither to been y-biiried nor y-brent, 

But maketh houndes ete hem in despyt.' 

And with that word, w'ith-outcn more resj'^yt. 
They fillcn gruf, and ciy'dcn pitonsly. 

‘Have on us wrecched wommcn som mercy. 
And lat our sorwe sinken in thyn hcrtc.' 

Tliis gcntil duk doun from his courser sterte 
With herte pitous, whan he herde hem ‘^peke. 
Him thoughte that his herte wolde breke. 
Whan he saiigh hem so pitous and so mat. 
That whylom weren of so greet cstat. 

And in his armes he hem alle up hente. 

And hem conforteth in ful good entente; 

And swoor his ooth, as he was trewe knight, 
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He wolde doon so fcrfortlily his might 
1^-on the tyraunt Creon hem to wreke, 

That al the peple of Grece, sholde speke 
How Creon was of Tlieseus y-served, 

As he that hadde his deeth ful wel deserved. 

And right anoon, with-outen more abood, 

His baner he desplaycth, and foorth rood 
To Thebes-ward, and al his host bisyde; 

No neer Athenes wolde he go ne ryde, 

Ne take his ese fully half a day. 

But onward on his wey that night he lay; 

And sente anoon Ipolita the quenc. 

And Emelye hir yonge sustcr shene, 

Un-to the toun of Athenes to dwcllc; 

And forth he rit; ther nis namore to telle. 

The rede statue of Mars, with spere and targe. 
So shyneth in his whyte baner large, 

That alle the fecldes gliteren up and doun; 

And by his baner born is his penoun 
Of gold ful riche, in which ther was y-bete 
The Minotaur, which that he slough in Crete. 
Thus rit this duk, thus rit this conquerour. 

And in his host of chivalrye the flour. 

Til that he cam to Thebes, and alighte 
Faire in a feeld, ther as he thoghte fightc. 

But shortly for to speken of this thing. 

With Creon, which that was of Tliebes king, 

He faught, and slough him manly as a knight 
In pleyn bataille, and putte the folk to flight; 

And by assaut he wan the citee after. 

And rente adoun bothe wal, and sparre, and rafter; 

And to the ladyes he restored agayn 

The bones of hir housbondes that were slayn, 

To doon obsequies, as was tho the gyse. 

But it were al to long for to devyse 
The grete clamour and the waymentinge 
That the ladyes made at the brenninge 
Of the bodyes, and the grete honour 
That Theseus, the noble conquerour, 

Doth to the ladyes, whan they from him wente; 



But shortly for to telle is myn entente. 

Whan that this worthy duk, this Theseus, 
Hath Creon slayn, and wonne Thebes thus, 
Stille in that feeld he took al night his reste. 
And dide with al the contrec as him leste. 

To ransake in the tas of bodyes dedc, 

Hem for to strepe of barneys and of wede, 

The pilours diden bisinesse and cure, 

After the bataille and disconfiture. 

And so bifel, that in the tas they founde, 
Thurgh-girt with many a grevous blody wounde, 
Two yonge knightes ligging by and by, 

Botlie in oon armes, wroght ful richely. 

Of whiche two, Arcita hight that oon. 

And tha!; oil*. i knight hight Palamon. 

Nat fully quike, ne fully dedc they were. 

But by hir cote-armures, and by hir gere. 

The heraudes knewe hem best in special. 

As they that weren of the blood royal 
Of Tlicbes, and of sustren two y-born. 

Out of the tas the pilours han hem torn. 

And han hem caried softe un-to the tente 
Of I’heseus, and he ful sone hem sente 
To Athenes, to dwellen in prisoun 
Perpetuclly, he nolde no raunsoun. 

And whan this worthy duk hath thus y-don, 

He took his host, and hoom he rood anon 
With laurer crowned as a conquerour; 

And there he liveth, in joye and in honour, 
Termc of his lyf; what nedeth wordes mo? 

And in a tour, in angwish and in wo, 

Dwcllcn this Palamoun and eek Arcite, 

For evermore, ther may no gold hem quyte. 

This passeth ycer by yeer, and day by day. 

Til it fil ones, in a morwe of May, 

That Emelye, that fairer was to sene 
Than is the lile upon his stalke grene. 

And fressher than the May with floures newe — 
For with the rose colour stroof hir hewe, 

I noot which was the fairer of hem two — 



Er it were day, as was hir wonc to do, 

She was arisen, and al rcdy dight; 

For May wol have no slogardye a-night. 

The sesoun priketh every gentil herte. 

And maketh him out of his sleep to sterte, 

And scith, "Ayrs, and do thyn observaunce/ 

This makcd Emelye have remembraunce 
To doon honour to May, and for to ryse. 
Y-clothcd was she fresh, for to dcvyse; 

Hir yclow hccr was broyded in a tresse, 

Bihinde hir bak, a yerde long, I gcssc. 

And in the gardin, at the sonnc up-ristc, 

She walketh up and doun, and as hir listc 
She gadercth flourcs, party whyte and rede. 

To make a sotil gerland for hir hede. 

And as an aungel hevcnly she song. 

The grctc tour, that was so thikke and strong. 
Which of the castel was the chief dongcoun, 
(Ther-as the knightes weren in prisoun. 

Of whiche I tolde yow, and tcllcn shal) 

Was evene joynant to the gardin-wal, 

Thcr as this Emelye hadde hir plcyinge. 

Bright was the sonne, and clecr that morvA cninge, 
And Palamon, this woful prisoner, 

As was his wonc, by leve of his gayler. 

Was risen, and romed in a chambre on heigh. 

In which he al the noble citee scigh. 

And eek the gardin, ful of braunches grene, 
Ther-as this fresshe Emelye the shene 
Was in hir walk, and romed up and doun. 

This sorweful prisoner, this Palamoun, 

Goth in the chambre, roming to and fro. 

And to him-self compleyning of his wo; 

That he was bom, ful ofte he seyde, ‘alas!' 

And so bifel, by aventure or cas. 

That thurgh a window, thikke of many a banc 
Of yren greet, and square as any sparre, 

He caste his eye upon Emelye, 

And ther-with-al he bleynte, and cryde ‘al' 

As though he stongen were un-to the herte. 



And with that cry Arcite anon up-sterte. 

And scydc, 'Cosin myn, what eyleth thee, 

7’hat art so pale and deedly on to sec? 

Why crydestow? who hath thcc doon offence? 
r or Goddes love, tak al in paciciice 
Our prisoiin, for it may non other be; 

Fortune hath yeven us this adversitee. 

Sorn wikkc aspect or disposicioun 
Of Satiirne, by sum constcllacioun. 

Hath yeven us this, al-though wc haddc it sworn 
So stood the hcven whan that we w’cre born; 

Wc mostc endure it: this is the short and pleyn 
This Palamon answerde, and scyde ageyn, 
'Cosyn, ror sothc, of this opinioun 
Tliou . '. eyn imaginacioun. 

/riiis prison caused me nat for to cr\'e. 

But I v^ as hurt right now thurgh-out myn ye 
Tn to myn herte, that wol my banc be. 

The f aim esse of that lady that I see 
Yond in the gardin romcn to and fro, 

Is cause of al my crying and my wo. 

I noot wher she be womnian or goddesse; 

But Venus is it, soothly, as I gcssc." 

And ther-w'ith-al on knees doun he fil. 

And seyde: 'Venus, if it be thy w^il 
Yow in this gardin thus to transfigure 
Bifore me, sorweful wrecche creature. 

Out of this prisoun help that wc may scapen. 

And if so be my dcstince be shapen 
By cterne word to dyen in prisoun. 

Of our linage have som compassioun. 

That is so lowe y-broght by tirannye.' 

And with that word Arcitc gan espye 
Wher-as this lady romed to and fro. 

And with that sighte hir beautcc hurte him so, 
That, if that Palamon was wounded sore, 

Aricte is hurt as muche as he, or more. 

And with a sigh he seyde pitously: 

‘The fresshe beautee slcetn me sodeynly 
Of hir that rometh in the yonder place; 
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And, but I have hir mercy and hir grace. 

That I may seen hir atte leeste weye, 

I nam but deed; ther nis namore to seye/ 
This Palamon, whan he tho wordcs herde, 
Dispitously he loked, and answerde: 
'Whether seistow this in emest or in pley?' 

'Nay," quod Arcite, 'in ernest, by my fey! 
God help me so, me list ful yvele plcyc." 

This Palamon gan knitte his browes tweye: 
'It nere," quod he, 'to thee no greet honour 
For to be fals, nc for to be traytour 
To me, that am thy cosin and thy brother 
Y-swom ful depe, and each of us til other. 
That never, for to dyen in the peyne. 

Til that the deeth departe shal us tweyne. 
Neither of us in love to hindren other, 

Ne in non other cas, my leve brother; 

But that thou sholdest trewely forthren me 
In every cas, and I shal forthren thee. 

This was thyn 00th, and myn also, certeyn; 

I wot right wel, thou darst it nat withscyn. 
TTius artow of my counscil, out of doiite. 

And now thou woldcst falsly been aboute 
To love my lady, whom I love and serve. 

And ever shal, til that myn herte stcr\ e. 

Now certes, fals Arcite, thou shalt nat so. 

I loved hir first, and tolde thee my wo 
As to my counseil, and my brother sworn 
To forth re me, as I have told biforn. 

For which thou are y-bounden as a knight 
To helpen me, if it lay in thy might. 

Or elles artow fals, I dar wel scyn." 

This Arcite ful proudly spak ageyn, 

*11100 shalt," quod he, 'be rather fals than I; 
But thou art fals, I telle thee utterly; 

For par amour I loved ir first er thow. 

What wiltow seyn? thou wistest nat yet now 
Whether she be a womman or goddesse! 
111501 is affeccioun of holinesse. 

And myn is love, as to a creature; 



For which I tolde thee niyn avcntiire 
As to my cosin, and my brother sworn. 

I pose, that thou lovedest hir biforn; 

Wostow nat wel the oldc clcrkes sawe, 

ITiat ‘‘who shal yeve a lover any lawe?'' 

Love is a gretter lawe, by my pan, 

TTian may be yeve to any erthly man. 

And therefore positif lawe and swich decree 
Is broke al-day for love, in cch degree. 

A man moot ncdcs love, maugrcc his heed, 
lie may nat fleen it, thogh he sholde be deed, 

A1 be she mayde, or widwc, or dies wyf. 

And cck is nat lykly, al tliy lyf, 

'Fo stonden in hir grace; nainore shal I; 

For wcl thou weost thy-sc iven, vcrraily. 

That thou and I be dainpned to prisoun 
Perpctuclly; us gayncth no raiinsoun. 

We stryve as dide tlic houndcs for the boon. 

They fouglitc al day, and yet hir part was noon; 
nier cam a kyte, whyl that they W'crc wrothe, 

And bar awey the boon bitwixe hem bothc. 

And thcrforc, at the kinges court, my brother, 

Ech man for him-sclf, ther is non other. 

Love if thee list; for I love and ay shal; 

And soothly, Icvc brother, this is al. 

Here in this prisoun mote wc endure. 

And evcrich of us take his avcnturc.' 

Greet was the stiy'f and long bitwixe hem tweye, 
If that I haddc Icyscr for to scye; 

But to th' effect. It happed on a day, 

(To telle it vow as shortly as J may) 

A worthy duk that highte Perotheus, 
lliat felawc was un-to duk Theseus 
Sin thilke day that they were children lyte. 

Was come to Athenes, his felawc to visyte. 

And for to plcye, as he was wont to do, 

For in this world he loved no man so: 

And he loved him as tenderly ageyn. 

So wel they loved, as oldc bokes seyn, 

Tliat whan that oon was deed, sothly to telle. 



His felawe wentc and soghte him doun in helle: 
But of that story list me nat to wryte. 

Duk Perotheus loved wel Arcite, 

And hadde him knowe at Thebes yeer by yere; 
And fynally, at requeste and preyere 
Of Perotheus, with-oute any raunsoun, 

Duk Theseus him leet out of prisoun. 

Freely to goon, wher that him listc over-al. 

In swich a gyse, as I you tcllcn shal. 

This was the forward, pleynly for t'endyte, 
Bitwixen Theseus and him Arcite: 

That if so were, that Arcite were y-founde 
Ever in his lyf, by day or night or stoundc 
In any contree of this Theseus, 

And he were caught, it was acorded thus, 

That with a swerd he sholde lese his heed; 

Ther nas non other remedye ne reed, 

But taketh his Icve, and homward he him spedde; 
Let him be war, his nekkc lyth to wedde! 

How greet a sorwe suffreth now Arcite! 

The decth he feleth thurgh his herte symte; 

He wepeth, waylcth, cryeth pitoiisly; 

To sleen him-self he wayteth prively. 

He seyde, 'Allas that day that I was born! 

Now is my prison worse than biforn; 

Now is me shape eternally to dwcllc 
Noght in purgatoric, but in helle. 

Allas! that ever knew I Perotheus 
For dies hadde I dwelled with Theseus 
Y-fetcred in his prisoun cver-mo. 

Than hadde I been in blisse, and nat in wo. 

Only the sighte of hir, whom that I serve. 
Though that I never hir grace may deserve, 
Wolde han sufSsed right y-nough for me. 

O dere cosin Palamon,' quod he, 

'Thyn is the victorie of this aventurc, 

Ful blisfully in prison maistow dure; 

In prison? certes nay, but in paradys! 

Wel hath fortune y-tumed thee the dys, 



That hast the sighte of hir, and I th’absence. 
For possible is, sin thou hast hir presence, 

And art a knight, a worthy and an able, 

That by som cas, sin fortune is chaungeable. 
Thou mayst to thy desyr som-tyme atteyne. 
But I, that am exyled, and bareyne 
Of allc grace, and in so greet despcir. 

That thcr nis erthe, water, fyr, ne cir, 

Ne creature, that of hem maked is. 

That may me hclpe or doon contort in this: 
Wei oughte I sterve in wanhope and distresse; 
Farwel my lyf, my lust, and my gladncsse! 

Allas, why plcyncn folk so in commune 
Of purvcyaunce of God, or of fortune. 

That yf’. etl. fill oftc in many a gyse 
W el bettre than they can hem-self devysc? 
Som man desyreth for to han riehesse. 

That cause is of his mordre or greet siknesse. 
And som man wolde out of his prison fayn, 
'Ihat in his hous is of his mcynce slayn. 
Infinite harmes been in this matere; 

Wc witen nat what thing we preyen here. 

We faren as he that dronke is as a mous; 

A dronke man wot wcl he hath an hous, 

But he noot which the rightc wey is thider. 
And to a dronke man the wey is slider. 

And certes, in this world so faren wc; 

Wc seken faste after felicitec, 

But wc goon wrong ful often, trewcly. 

Til us may we seyen allc, and namely I, 

That wende and hadde a greet opinioun. 

That, if I mighte escapen from prisoun, 

Than hadde I been in joyc and perfit hele, 
Thcr now I am exyled fro my wele. 

Sin that I may nat seen you, Emelye, 

I nam but deed; ther ms no remedye.' 

Up-on that other syde Palamon, 

Whan that he wiste Arcite was agon, 

Swich sorwe he maketh, that the grete ton- 
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Resouneth of his youling and clamour. 

The pure fettres on his shines grete 
Weren of his bittre salte teres wete. 

‘Allas!’ quod he, ‘Arcita, cosin myn. 

Of al our stryf, God woot, the fruyt is thyn. 
Thow walkcst now in Thebes at thy large, 

And of my wo thou yevest litel charge. 

Thou mayst, sin tiiou hast wisdom and manhede, 
Assemblen alle the folk of our kinredc, 

And make a werre so sharp on this citee. 

That by som aventure, or some tretee. 

Thou mayst have hir to lady and to wyf. 

For whom that I mot nedes lese my lyf. 

For, as by wey of possibilitee, 

Sith thou art at thy large, of prison free. 

And art a lord, greet is thyn avauntage. 

More than is myn, that sterve here in a cage. 

For I mot wepe and wayle, whyl I live. 

With al the wo that prison may me yive. 

And eek with peyne that love me yiveth also, 
That doubleth al my torment and my wo.’ 
Ther-with the fyr of jelousye up-sterte 
Wrth-inne his brest, and hente him by the herte 
So woodly, that he lyk was to biholde 
Tlie box-tree, or the asshen dede and colde. 

Tho seyde he; 'O cruel goddess, that governe 
This world with binding of your word cterne. 
And wryten in the table of athamaunt 
Your parlement, and your eteme graunt. 

What is mankinde more un-to yow holde 
Than is the sheep, that rpuketh in the folde? 

For slayn is man right as another beste. 

And dwelleth eek in prison and areste. 

And hath siknesse, and greet adversitee. 

And ofte tymes giltelees, pardeel 
What govemaunce is in this prescience. 

That giltelees tormenteth innocence? 

And yet encreseth this al my penaunce. 

That man is bounden to his observaunce, 

For Goddes sake, to letten of his wille. 



Ther as a beest may al his lust fulfille. 

And whan a beest is deed, he hath no peyne; 
But man after his deeth moot wepe and plcyne, 
Though in this world he have care and wo: 
With-outen doute it may stonden so. 

Th' answere of this I lete to divynis, 

But wel I woot, that in this world gret pyne is. 
Allas! I see a serpent or a thcef. 

That many a trewe man hath doon mescheef, 
Goon at his large, and wher him list may turne. 
But I mot been in prison thurgh Saturne, 

And cck thurgh Juno, jalous and cck wood, 
ITiat hath destroyed wel ny al the blood 
Of "Ilicbcs. with his waste w'allcs wyde. 

And Vei»us siccth me on that other syde 
For jelousye, and fere of him Arcite.' 

Now wol I stintc of Palamon a lyte. 

And lete him in his prison stille dw^elle, 

And of Arcita forth I wol yow telle. 

Tlie somcr passeth, and the nightes longe 
Encrcscn double wysc the peynes strongc. 
Botlie of the lovere and the prisoner. 

I noot which hath the wofiillcre mcstcr. 

For shortly for to seyn, this Palamoun 
Perpetuelly is dampned to prisoun. 

In cheynes and in fettres to ben deed; 

And Arcite is exyled upon his heed 
For ever-mo as out of that contree, 

Ne never-mo he shal his lady see. 

Yow loveres axe I now this questioun. 

Who hath the worse, Arcite or Palamoun? 
That oon may seen his lady day by day. 

But in prison he moot dwclle alway. 

That other wher him list may ryde or go. 

But seen his lady shal he never-mo. 

Now demeth as yow liste, ye that can, 

For I wol telle forth as I bigan. 


Explicit prima Pars 



Sequiiur pars secunda 
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Whan that Arcite to Thebes comen was, 

Ful ofte a day he swelte and scyde ‘alias/ 

For seen his lady shal he never-mo. 

And shortly to concluden al his wo, 

So muche sorwe had never creature 

That is, or shal, whyl that the world may dure. 

His sleep, his mete, his drink is him biraft, 

That lene he wex, and drye as is a shaft. 

His eyen holwe, and grisly to biholde; 

His hewe falwe, and pale as asshen coldc. 

And solitarie he was, and ever allone. 

And wailling al the night, making his mone. 

And if he herde song or instrument. 

Then wolde he wepe, he mighte nat be stent; 

So feble eek were his spirits, and so lowe. 

And ehaunged so, that no man eoude knowe 
His speche nor his vois, though men it herde. 

And in his gere, for al the world he ferde 
Nat oonly lyk the loveres maladye 
Of Hereos, but rather lyk manye 
Engendered of humour malencolyk, 

Biforen, in his cclle fantastyk. 

And shortly, turned was al up-so doun 
Bothe habit and eek disposieioun 
Of him, this woful lovere daun Arcite. 

What sholde I al-day of his wo endyte? 

Whan he endured hadde a yeer or two 
This cruel torment, and this peyne and wo. 

At Thebes, in his contree, as I seyde. 

Up-on a night, in sleep as he him leyde. 

Him thoughte how that the winged god Mereurie 
Bifom him stood, and bad him to be murye. 

His slepy yerde in bond he bar uprighte; 

An hat he werede up-on his heres brighte. 

Anayed was this god (as he took keep) 

As he was whan that Argus took his sleep; 

And seyde him thus: T’ Ath^nes shaltou wende; 
Ther is thee shapen of thy wo an ende.' 



And with that word Arcitc wook and sterte. 

‘Now trewely, how sore that me smertc/ 

Quod he, ‘t' Ath^nes right now wol I fare; 

Ne for the drede of deeth shal I nat spare 
To see my lady, that I love and serve; 

In hir presence I recche nat to sterve/ 

And with that word he caughte a greet mirour. 
And saugh that chaunged was al his colour. 

And saugh his visage al in another kindc. 

And right annon it ran him in his minde, 

That, sith his face was so disfigured 
Of maladye, the which he hadde endured. 

He mighte wcl, if that he bar him lowe. 

Live in Ath^nes ever-more unknowc. 

And seen iuciy wcl ny Jay by day. 

And right anon he chaunged his array. 

And claddc him as a povre laborer. 

And al allone, save oonly a squyer. 

That knew his privetee and al his cas. 

Which was disgysed povrely, as he was, 

T’ Ath^nes is he goon the nexte way. 

And to the court he wente up-on a day. 

And at the gate he profreth his senyse. 

To drugge and drawc, what so men wol devyse. 
And shortly of this matcrc for to scyn, 

He fil in office with a chambcrlcyn, 

The which that dwelling was with Emclyc; 

For he was wys, and coiidc soon aspye 
Of every servaunt, which that sen eth here. 

Wei coiide he hewen wode, and water here. 

For he was yong and mighty for the nones. 

And ther-to he was strong and big of bones 
To doon that any wight can him de\yse. 

A yeer or two he was in this servyse. 

Page of the chambre of Emclyc the brighte; 

And ‘Philostratc' he seide that he highte. 

But half so wcl biloved a man as he 
Ne was thcr never in court, of his degree: 

He was so gentil of condicioun. 

That thurghout al the court was his renoun. 



TTiey scyden, that it were a charitec 
Tliat Tlicseus wolde enliaunccn his degree, 

And putten him in worshipful servyse, 

Thcr as he mightc his vertu exccrcyse. 

And thus, with-inne a whyle, his name is sprongc 
Bothe of his dedes, and his goode tonge, 

That llieseus hath taken him so ncer 
'rhat of his chambre he made him a squyer. 

And yaf him gold to mayntene his degree; 

And eek men broghte him out of his contree 
From yeer to yeer, ful prively, his rente; 

But honestly and slyly he it spente. 

That no man wondred how that he it hadde. 

And three yeer in this wyse his lyf he ladde, 

And bar him so in pees and eek in werre, 

Tlier nas no man that Theseus hath derre. 

And in this blisse lete I now Arcite, 

And speke I wol of Palqmon a lyte. 

In derknesse and horrible and strong prisonn 
lliis seven yeer hath seten Palamoun, 

Forpyned, what for wo and for distresse; 

Who feleth double soor and hevinessc 
But Palamon? that love dcstreyneth so, 

That wood out of his wit he gooth for wo; 

And eek therto he is a prisoner 
Perpctuclly, noght oonly for a yeer. 

Who coude ryme in English properly 
His martirdom? for sothe, it am nat I; 

Therefore I passe as lightly as I may. 

It fel that in the seventhe yeer, in May, 

The thridde night, (as olde bokes seyn. 

That al this storie tellen more pleyn,) 

Were it by aventurc or destinee, 

(As, whan a thing is shapen, it shal be,) 

That, sone after the midnight, Palamoun, 

By helping of a freend, brak his prisoun. 

And fleeth the citce, faste as he may go; 

For he had yive his gayler drinkc so 
Of a clarree, maad of a certevn wyn. 

With nercotikes and opie of Thebes fyn. 



That al that night, thogh that men wolde him shake. 
The gayler sleep, he mighte nat awake; 

And thus he fleeth as faste as ever he may. 

The night was short, and faste by the day. 

That nedcs-eost he moste him-selvcn hyde, 

And til a grove, faste ther besyde. 

With dredful foot than stalketh Palamoun. 

For shortly, this was his opinioun, 

'I 'hat in that grove he wolde him hyde al day. 

And in the night than wolde he take his way 
To 'Thebes-ward, his frecndcs for to preye 
On Theseus to hclpc him to werreyc; 

And shortly, outlier he wolde lese his lyf. 

Or winnc’^ Fniclye un-to his wyf; 

'riiis is th' eficct and his entente pleyn. 

Now wol I tome un-to Arcite ageyn, 

That litcl wiste howny that was his care, 

Til that fortune had broght him in the snare. 

The bisy larkc, messager of day, 

Salueth in hir song the morwe gray; 

And fyry Phebus ryseth up so brigbte, 

ITiat al the orient laugheth of the lighte. 

And with his stremes dryeth in the greves 
The silver dropes, hanging on the leves. 

And Arcite, that is in the court royal 
With Theseus, his squyer principal. 

Is risen, and loketh on the myric day. 

And, for to doon his observaunce to May, 
Rcmcmbring on the poynt of his desyr. 

He on a courser, sterting as the fyr. 

Is riden in-to the feeldes, him to pleye, 

Out of the court, were it a myle or tweye; 

And to the grove, of which that I yow tolda 
By aventure, his wey he gan to holde. 

To maken him a gerland of the greves. 

Were it of wodebinde or hawethorn-leves. 

And loude he song ageyn the sonne shene: 

'May, with alle thy floures and thy grene, 

Wel-come be thou, faire fresshe May, 

I hope that I som grene gete may.' 
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And from his courser, with a lusty herte, 

In-to the grove ful hastily he sterte. 

And in a path he rometh up and doun, 

Ther-as, by aventure, this Palamoun 
Was in a bush, that no man mighte him see, 
For sore afered of his deeth was he. 

No-thing ne knew he that it was Arcite: 

God wot he wolde have trowed it ful lytc. 

But sooth is scyd, gon sithen many yeres. 

That 'fccld hath cycn, and tlie wode hath cres.' 
It is ful fair a man to here him evene. 

For al-day meteth men at unset stevene. 

Ful litel woot Arcite of his felawe. 

That was so ny to herknen al his sawc. 

For in the bush he sitteth now ful stille. 

Whan that Arcite had romed al his fille. 

And songen al the roundel lustily, 

In-to a studic he fil sodcynly. 

As doon thisc lovercs in hir queynte geres. 

Now in the croppe, now doun in the breres, 
Now up, now doun, as boket in a wcllc. 

Right as the Friday, soothly for to telle. 

Now it shyneth, now it reyneth faste. 

Right so ean gery Venus ovcrcastc 
•The hertes of hir folk; right as hir day 
Is gerful, right so chaungeth she array. 

Sclde is the Friday al the wyke y-lyke. 

Whan that Arcite had songc, he gan to syke. 
And settc him doun with-outen any more: 

' Alasl' quod he, ‘that day that I was bore! 

How longc, Juno, thurgh thy crueltee, 

Woltow werreyen Tliebcs the citce? 

Allas! y-broght is to confusioun 

The blood royal of Cadme and Amphioun; 

Of Cadmus, which that was the firste man 
That Thebes bulte, or first the toun bigan. 

And of the citee first was crouned king. 

Of his linage am I, and his of-spring 
By verray ligne, as of the stok royal: 

And now I am so caitif and so thral. 



That he, that is my mortal enemy, 

I serve him as his squyer povrely. 

And yet doth Juno me wel more shame, 

For I dar noght biknowe myn owne name; 

But ther-as I was wont to highte Areite, 

Now highte I Philostrate, noght worth a myte. 
Allas! tliou felle Mars, alias! Juno, 

Thus hath your ire our kindrede all fordo, 

Save only me, and wreeehed Palamoun, 

That Theseus martyreth in prfsoun. 

And over al this, to sleen me utterly. 

Love hath his fyry dart so brenningly 
Y-stiked thurgh my trewe eareful herte, 

'riiat shapen was my deeth erst than my sherte. 

Ye sleen me with your eyen, Emelye; 

Ye been the eause wherfor that I dye. 

Of al the remenant of myn other eare 
Ne sette I nat the mountaunee of a tare. 

So that I eoude don aught to your plesaunee!' 

And with that word he fil doun in a traunee 
A long tyme; and after he up-sterte. 

This Palamoun, that thoughte that thurgh his herte 
He felt a eold swerd sodeynliehe glyde, 

For ire he quook, no longer wolde he byde. 

And whan that he had herd Arcites tale, 

As he were wood, with faee deed and pale. 

He sterte him up out of tlie buskes thikke. 

And seyde: ‘Areite, false traitour wikke. 

Now artow hent, that lovest my lady so. 

For whom that I have al this peyne and wo. 

And art my blood, and to my counscil sworn, 

As I ful ofte have told thee hecr-biforn. 

And hast by-japed here duk Theseus, 

And falsly ehaunged hast thy name thus; 

I wol be deed, or elles thou shalt dye. 

Thou shalt nat love my lady Emelye, 

But I wol love hir only, and namo; 

For I am Palamoun, thy mortal fo. 

And though that I no wepne have in this plaee. 

But out of prison am astert by graee. 
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I drede noght that outher thou shalt dye. 

Or thou ne shalt nat loven Emelye. 

Chees which thou wilt, for thou shalt nat asterte/ 
This Arcite, with ful despitous herte, 

Whan he him knew, and hadde his tale herd. 

As fiers as leoun, pulled out a swerd. 

And seyde thus: ‘by God that sit above, 

Nere it that thou art sik, and wood for love, 

And cek that thou no wepne hast in this place, 
Thou sholdest never out of this grove pace. 

That thou ne sholdest dycn of myn bond. 

For I defyc the seurtee and the bond 
Which tliat tliou seyst that I have maad to thee. 
What, verray fool, think wcl that love is free, 

And I wol love hir, maugre al thy might! 

But, for as muche thou art a worthy knight. 

And wilnest to darreyne hir by bataylc, 

Have hecr my trouthe, to-morwc I wol nat fayl 
With-outen witing of any other wight. 

That here I wol be founden as a knight. 

And bringen hameys right y-nough for thee; 

And chees the beste, and levc the worstc for me 
And mete and drinke this night wol I bringc 
Y-nough for thee, and clothes for thy beddinge. 
.And, if so be that thou my lady winne, 

And slee me in this wode ther I am inne, 

Thou mayst wel have thy lady, as for me/ 

This Palamon answerde; ‘I graunte it thee.' 

And thus they been departed til a-morwe, 

When cch of hem had leyd his feith to borwe. 

O Cupide, out of alle charitee! 

O regne, that wolt no felawe have with thee! 

Ful sooth is seyd, that love ne lordshipe 
Wol noght, his thankes, have no felaweshipe; 
Wel finden tliat Arcite and Palamoun. 

Arcite is riden anon un-to the toun. 

And on the morwe, er it were dayes light, 

Ful prively twt) barneys hath he dight, . 

Bothe suffisaunt and mete to darreyne 
The bataille in the feeld bitwix hem tweyne. 



And on his hors, allone as he was born, 

He caricth al this barneys him biforn; 

And in the grove, at tyme and place y-set, 

This Arcite and this Palamon ben met. 

Tho chaungen gan the color in hii face; 

Right as the hunter in the regne of Trace, 

That stondeth at the gappe with a spere, 

Whan hunted is the leoun or the here. 

And hereth him come russhing in the greves. 
And breketh bothc bowes and the Icves, 

And thinketh, 'hcer cometh my mortel enemy, 
With-oute failc, he moot be deed, or I; 

For outhcr I mot slecn him at the gappe. 

Or he mot slccn me, if that me mishappe:' 

So ferden in chaunging of hir hewe. 

As fer as everich of hem other knewe. 

Thcr nas no good day, ne no salrnng; 

But streight, with-outen word or rehersing, 
Everich of hem halp for to armen other. 

As freendly as he were his owne brother; 

And after that, with sharpe speres stronge 
They foynen ech at other ivonder longe. 

Tliou mighest wene that this Palamoun 
In his fighting were a wood leoun. 

And as a cruel t^gre was Aicitc: 

As wildc bores gonne th\^ to smyte. 

That frothen whyte ai foWm fefir ire wood. 

Up to the ancle foghte thfcy in hir blood. 

And in this wyse I Icte hem fighting dwelle; 

And forth I wol of Theseus yow telle. 

The destinee, ministre general. 

That executeth in the world over-al 

The purveyaunce, that God hath seyn biforn, 

So strong it is, that, though the world had sworn 
The contrarie of a thing, by ye or nay, 

Vet somtyme it shal fallen on a day 

That falleth nat eft with-inne a thousand yere. 

For certeinly, our appetytes here. 

Be it of werre, or pees, or hate, or love, 

Al is this reuled by the sighte above. 
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This mene T now by mighty Theseus, 

That for to honten is so desirous, 

And namely at the grete hcrt in May, 

That in his bed ther daweth him no day, 

That he nis clad, and redy for to ryde 

With hunte and horn, and houndes him bisyde. 

For in his hunting hath he swich delyt, 

That it is al his joye and appetyt 
To been him-self the grete hertes bane: 

For after Mars he serveth now Diane. 

Cleer was the day, as I have told er this, 

And Theseus, with alle joye and blis. 

With his Ipolita, the fayre quene. 

And Emclye, clothed al in grcnc. 

On hunting be they riden royally. 

And to the grove, that stood fill faste by. 

In which ther was an hert, as men him tolde, 

Duk Theseus the streighte wey hath holde. 

And to the launde he rydeth him ful right. 

For thider was the hert wont have his flight, 

And over a brook, and so forth on his wcyc. 

Tliis duk wol han a cours at him, or tweye. 

With houndes, swiche as that him list comanndc. 

And whan this duk was come un-to the launde, 
' Under the sonne he loketh, and anon 
He was war of Arcite and Palamon, 

That foughten breme, as it were bores two; 

The brighte swerdes wenten to and fro 
So hidously, that with the leeste strook 
It seemed as it wold feele an 00k; 

But what they were, no-thing he ne woot. 

This duk his courser with his spores smoot. 

And at a stert he was bitwix hem tv^'o, 

And pulled out a swerd and cryed, 'ho! 

Namore, up peyne of losing of your heed. 

By mighty Mars, he shal anon be deed. 

That smyteth any strook, that I may seen! 

But telleth me what mister men ye been. 

That been so hardy for to fighten here 
With-outen juge or other officere. 



As it were in a listes royally?' 

This Palamon answerdc hastily 
And seyde: ‘sire, what nedeth wordes mo? 

We have the deeth deserved bothe two. 

Two wofiil wrecches been we, two caytyves, 
lliat been encombred of our ownc lyves; 

And as thou art a rightful lord and jiige, 

Ne yeve us neither mercy ne refuge. 

But sice me first, for seyntc charitcc; 

But sice my fclawe eek as wcl as me. 

Or slec him first; for, though thou knowc it lyte, 
ITiis is thy mortal fo, this is Arcite, 

That fro thy loud is banished on his heed, 

For which he hath descrv'cd to be deed. 

For this is h ' tVint cam un-to thy gate, 

'And ssyde, that he hightc Philostratc. 

Thus hath he japed thee ful many a yecr, 

And thou has maked him tliy chief squyer: 

And this is he that loveth Emclye. 

For sith the day is come that I shal dye, 

I make pleynly my confessioun, 

Tliat I am thilke woful Palamoun, 

'riiat hath thy prison broken wikkcdly. 

I am thy mortal fo, and it am I 
Ihat loveth so hote Emclyc the brighte, 

That I wol dye present in hir sighte. 
llicrforc I axe deeth and my juwyse; 

But sice my fclawe in the same wyse. 

For bothe han we dcserv'cd to be slayn.' 

This worthy duk answerdc anon agayn. 

And seyde, ‘This is a short conclusioun : 

Youre owne mouth, by your confessioun. 

Hath dampned you, and I wol it rccorde, 

It nedeth noght to pync yow with the corde. 

Ye shul be deed, by mighty Mars the rede!' 

Tlie queue anon, for \ erray wommanhede, 
Gan for to wepe, and so dide Emclye, 

And alle the ladies in the compayne. 

Gret pitee was it, as it though te hem alle, 

Tliat ever swich a chaunce sholde falle; 
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For gentil men they were, of greet estat. 

And no-thing but for love was this dcbat; 

And sawe hir blody woundes wyde and sore; 
And alle cryden, bothe lassc and more, 

‘Have mercy, lord, up-on us woinmcn allc!' 
And on hir bare knees adoun they fallc, 

And wolde have kist his feet ther-as he stood, 
Til at the laste aslakcd was bis mood; 

For pitcc rennctli sone in gentil herte. 

And though he first for ire qiiook and sterte. 
He hath considered shortly, in a clause, 

The trespas of hem bothe, and eck the cause: 
And al-though that his ire hir gilt accused 
Yet in his reson he hem bothe excused; 

As thus: he thoghte wel, that every man 
Wol hclpc him-sclf in love, if that he can. 
And eek delivere him-self out of prisoun; 

And eek his herte had coinpassioun 
Of wommen, for they wepen ever in oon; 

And in his gentil herte he thoghte anoon. 

And softe un-to himself he scyde: ‘fy 
Up-on a lord that wol have no mercy, 

But been a Icoun, bothe in word and dede. 

To hem that been in rcpentauncc and drede 
As wel as to a proud despitous man 
That wol iiiayntcync that he first bigan! 

Tliat lord hath litcl of discrecioun, 
lliat in swich cas can no du isioun. 

But weyeth pryde and hum blcsse after oon/ 
And shortly, whan his ire is thus agoon. 

He gan to loken up with eycn lightc, 

And spak thise same wordcs al on highte: — 
‘The god of love, a! bcnedicite, 

How mighty and how greet a lord is he! 

Ayeins his might ther gayneth none obstacles. 
He may be cleped a god for his miracles; 

For he can maken at his owne gyse 
Of everich herte, as that him list devyse. 

Lo hcer, this Arcite and this Palamoun, 

That quitly weren out of my prisoun, 



And mighte han lived in Thebes royally. 

And witen I am hir mortal enemy. 

And that hir deeth lyth in my might also; 

And yet hath love, maugree hir cyen two, 
Y-broght hem hider bothe fdl to dye! 

Now loketh, is nat that an heigh folyc? 

Who may been a fool, but-if he love? 

Bihold, for Goddes sake that sit above, 

Se how they blede! be they noght wel arrayed? 
lliiis hath hir lord, the god of love, y-payed 
Hir wages and hir fees for hir servyse! 

And yet they wenen for to been fill wysc 
Tliat serven love, for aught that may bifalle! 

But this is yet the beste game of allc. 

That she, whom they han this jolitee, 

Can hem ther-for as muchc thank as me: 

She woot namore of al this hote fare. 

By God, than woot a eokkow or an hare? 

But al mot been assayed, hoot and cold; 

A man mot been a fool, or yong or old; 

I woot it by my-self ful yore agoon: 

For in my tyme a sewant was I oon. 

And therfore, sin I knowe of loves peyne, 

And woot how sore it can a man distreyne. 

As he that hath ben caught ofte in his las, 

I yow foryeve al hoolly this trespas. 

At rcqiicstc of the queue that kneleth here. 

And cck of Emelye, my suster dere. 

And ye shul bothe anon un-to me swere, 

TTiat never-mo ye shul my con tree dere, 

Nc make werre up-on me night nc day. 

But been my freendes in al that ye may; 

I yow foryeve this trespas every del/ 

And they him swore his axing fay re and wel, 
And him of lordshipe and of mercy preyde. 

And he hem graunteth grace, and thus he seyde: 

‘To speke of royal linage and richesse. 

Though that she were a quene or a princesse, 
Ech of yow bothe is worthy, doutelees, 

To wedden whan tyme is, but nathelees 
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1 spekc as for my suster Emelye, 

For whom ye have this stryf and jcloiisye; 

Ye woot your-self, she may not wedden two 
At ones, though ye fightcn ever-mo: 

That oon of yow, M. be him looth or leef. 

He moot go pypcn in an i\y-leef; 

"Hiis is to seyn, she may nat now han bothe, 

A1 be ye never so jeloiis, ne so wrothe. 

And for-thy I yow putte in this degree. 

That ech of yow shal have his dcstincc 
As him is shape; and herkiieth in what wyse; 
Lo, heer your ende of that I shal dcvysc. 

My wil is this, for plat conclusioun, 
With-outen any replicacioun, 

If that yow lykctli, tak it for the beste, 

^rhat everich of yow shal gon wlicr him Icste 
Frcly, with-outen raunson or daunger; 

And this day fifty wykes, fer nc ncr, 

Everich of vow shal bringe an hundred knighfi 
Armed for listes up at allc rightes, 

A1 redy to darreyne hir by bataille. 

And this bihote I yow, with-outen faille, 
Up-on my trouthe, and as I am a knight, 

That whether of yow bothe that hath might. 
This is to seyn, that whether he or thou 
May with his hundred, as I spak of now, 

Slccn his eontrarie, or out of listes dryve. 

Him shal I yeve Emelya to wyve, 

To whom that fortune yeveth so fair a grace. 
Tlic listes shal I maken in this place. 

And God so wisly on my soulc rewc. 

As I shal even juge been and trewe. 

Ye shul non other ende with me maken. 

That oon of yow ne shal be deed or taken. 

And if yow thinketh this is wel y-sayd, 

Seyctli your avys, and holdeth yow apayd. 

This is your ende and your conclusioun.' 

Who loketh lightly now but Palamoun? 
Who springeth up for joye but Arcite? 

Who couthe telle, or who couthe it endyte. 



Tlic joye that is maked in the place 
Whan Theseus hath doon so fair a grace? 

But doun on knees wente every mancr wight, 

And thanked him with al her hertc and might. 
And namely the Thebans oftc sythc. 

And thus with good hope and with herte blythe 
Tlicy take hir levc, and horn-ward gonne they ryde 
To "lliebes, with his olde walles wyde. 

Explicit secufida pars 

Sequitur pars tercia 

I trowc men wolde deme it necligence, 

If I forycL*. tu ^ i^en the dispcnce 
Of ITicseus, that goth so bisily 
To maken up the listes royally; 

That swich a noble theatre as it was, 

I dar wcl scyn that in this world thcr nas. 

'Fhc circuit a mylc was aboute, 

Walled of stoon, and diched al with-oute. 

Round was the shap, in mancr of compas, 
k'ul of degrees, the heightc of sixty pas. 

That, whan a man was set on o degree, 

He letted nat his fclawe for to sec. 

Est-ward thcr stood a gate of marbcl whyf-. 
West-ward, right swich another in the opposit. 
And shortly to concliidcn, swich a place 
Was noon in erthc, as in so litcl space; 

For in the lond thcr nas no crafty man. 

That geometric or ars-metrik can, 

Nc piirtreyour, ne kcrv'cr of images. 

That Theseus nc yaf him mete and wages 
7’hc theatre for to maken and dev\'se. 

And for to doon his ryte and saciifyse, 

Te est-ward hath, up-on the gate above. 

In worship of Venus, goddesse of love, 

Don make an auter and an oratorie; 

And west-ward, in the mindc and in memo 
Of Mars, he maked hath right swich another, 
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That coste largely of gold a fother. 

And north-ward, in a touret on the wal. 

Of alabastre whyt and reed coral 
An oratorie riche for to see, 

In worship of Dyane of chastitee, 

Hath Theseus don wroght in noble wyse. 

But yet hadde I foryeten to devyse 
The noble kerving, and the portreitures. 

The shap, the countenaunce, and the figures. 
That weren in thise oratories three. 

First in the temple of Venus maystow see 
Wroght on the wal, ful pitous to biholde, 
The broken slepes, and the sykes coldc; 

Tlie sacred teres, and the waymenting; 

The fyry strokes of the desiring. 

That loves scrvaiints in this lyf enduren; 

The othes, that hir covenants assuren; 
Pleasaunce and hope, desyr, fool-hardincssee, 
Beautee andyouthe, bauderie, richesse, 
Charmes and force, lesinges, flaterye. 
Dispense, bisynesse, and jelousye. 

That wered or yelwe goldes a gerland. 

And a cokkow sitting on hir hand; 

Festes, instruments, caroles, daunccs, 

Lust and array, and alle the circumtaunccs 
Of love, whiche that I rekne and rekne shal. 
By ordre weren peynted on the wal, 

And mo than I can make of mencioun. 

For soothly, al the mount of Citheroun, 

Ther Venus hath hir principal dwelling. 

Was shewed on the wal in portreying. 

With al the gardin, and the lustinesse. 

Nat was foryeten the porter Ydelnesse, 

Ne Narcisus the faire of yore agon, 

Ne yet the folye of king Salamon, 

Ne yet the grete strengthe of Hercules — 

Th' cnchauntements of Medea and Circes — 
Ne of Tumus, with the hardy fiers corage. 
The riche Cresus, caytif in servage. 

Thus may ye seen that wisdom ne richesse. 



Beautee ne sleiglite, strengthc, ne hardinesse, 

Ne may with Venus holde champartye; 
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Why sholdc I noght as wel eck telle yow al 
The portreiture, that was up-on the wal 
With-inne the temple of mighty Mars the rede? 
Al peynted was the wal, in Icngthc and brede, 
Lyk to the estres of the grisly place, 

That hightc the grctc temple of Mars in T race, 
In thilke colde frosty regioun, 

ITicr-as Mars hath his sovercyn mansioun. 

First on the wal was peynted a foreste. 

In which ther dwellcth neither man ne beste, 
With knotty knarry bareyn tre& olde 
Of stubbes sharpe and hidous to biholde; 

In which thcr ran a rumbel and a swough. 

As though a storm sholde bresten every bough: 
And downward from an hille, under a bentc, 
Ther stood the temple of Mars armipotente, 
Wrught al of burned steel, of which thentree 
Was long and streit, and gastly for to see. 

And ther-out cam a rage and such a vese. 

That it made al the gates for to resc. 

The northern light in at the dores shoon. 


For as hir list the world than may she gyc. 
Lo, alle thise folk so caught were in hir las. 
Til they for wo ful ofte seyde ‘alias!’ 
Suffyeeth heer ensamples oon or two. 

And though I coude rekne a tliousand mo. 

The statue of Venus, glorious for to see. 
Was naked fleting in the large sec. 

And fro the navclc doun all covered was 
With wawes grcnc, and brightc as any glas. 
A citole in hir right hand hadde she. 

And on hir heed, ful semely for to see, 

A rose gciland, fresh and wel smcllingc; 
Above h'" hir dowvcs flikeringe. 
Biforn hir stood hir sone Cupido, 

Up-on his shuldrcs winges hadde he two; 
And blind he was, as it is ofte sene; 

A bowc he bar and arwes brightc and kene. 
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For windowe on the wal nc was ther noon, 
Thurgh which men mighten any light disccrne. 
The dores were alle of adamant etcme, 
Y-clenched overthwart and endelong 
With iren tough; and, for to make it strong, 
Every piler, the temple to sustenc. 

Was tonne-greet, of ircn bright and shene, 
/Ther saugh I first the dcrkc imagining 
Of felonye, and al the compassing; 

The cruel ire, reed as any glcde; 

The pykepurs, and eek the pale drede; 

The smyler with the knyf under the cloke; J 
The shepne brenning with the blake smoke; 
The treson of the mordring in the bedde; 

The open werre, with woundcs al bibleddc; 
Contek, with blody knyf and sharp manace; 

Al ful of chirking was that sory place. 

The slccre of him^sclf yet saugh I ther. 

His hertc-blood hath bathed al his beer; 

Tlie nayl y-driven in tlic shodc a-night; 

Tlie coldc deeth, with mouth gaping upright. 
Amiddes of the temple sat mcscliaiincc, 

With disconfort and sory contcnauncc. 

Yet saugh I woodnesse laughing in his rage; 

' Armed complcint, out-hces, and fiers outrage. 
The careyne in the bush, with throtc y-corve: 

A thousand slayn, and nat of qualm y-storve; 
The tiraunt, with the prey by force y-raft; 

The toun destroyed, ther was no-thing laft. 

Yet saugh I brent the shippes hoppestcres; 

The hunte strangled with the wildc beres: 

The sowe freten tlie child right in the cradel; 
The cook y-scalded, for al his longe ladcl. 
Noght was foryeten by th’infortune of Marte; 
The carter over-riden with his carte. 

Under the wheel ful lowe he lay adoun. 

Ther were also, of Martes divisioun, 

The harbour, and the bocher, and the smith 
That forgeth sharpe swerdes on his stith. 

And al above, depeynted in a tour. 



Saw I conquest sittinge in greet honour, 

With the sharpe swerde over his heed 
Hangingc by a sotil twynes threed. 

Depeynted was the slaughtre of Julius, 

Of grete Nero, and of Antonius; 

A1 be that thilke tyme they were unborn. 

Yet was hir deeth depeynted ther-bifom. 

By manasinge of Mars, right by figure; 

So was it shewed in that portreiture 
As is depeynted in the sterres above. 

Who shal be slayn or elles deed for love. 
Suffyeeth oon ensample in stories olde, 

I may not rckne hem alle, thogh I woldc. 

The statue of Mars up-on a eartc stood, 
Armed, and linked grim as he were wood; 

And over his heed ther shynen two figures 
Of sterres, that been eleped in scriptures, 

Tliat oon Puella, that other Rubeus. 

'Phis god of armes was arrayed thus: — 

A wolf ther stood biforn him at his feet 
With cyen rede, and of a man he cet; 

With sotil pencel was depeynt this storie. 

In redoutinge of Mars and of his glorie. 

Now to the temple of Diane the chaste 
As shortly as I can I wol me haste. 

To telle yowal the dcscripcioun. 

Depeynted been the wallcs up and doun 
Of hunting and of shamfast chastitec. 

Ther saiigh I how woful Calistopcc, 

Whan that Diane agreved was with here. 

Was turned from a womman til a berc, 

And after was she maad the lodc-sterre; 

Thus was it peynt, I can say yow no ferre; 

Hir sonc is cck a sterre, as men may see. 

^'I'hcr saugh I Dane, y-turned til a tree, 

I mcne nat the goddesse Diane, 

But Penneus doughter, which that highte Dane. 
Ther saugh I Attheon an hert y-maked. 

For vengeaunce that he saugh Diane al nak; 

I saugh how that his houndcs have him caugiit. 
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And freten him, for that they knewc him naught. 
Yet peyntcd was a litel forther-moor, 

How Atthalante hunted the wilde boor. 

And Mcleagre, and many another mo, 

For which Diane wroghte him care and wo. 

Thcr saugh I many another wonder storie, 

The whiche me list nat drawen to memorie. 

This goddesse on an hert ful hye seet. 

With smale houndes al aboutc hir feet; 

And underncthe hir feet she haddc a mone, 
Wcxing it was, and sholdc wanie sonc. 

In gaude grcnehir statue clothed was, 

With bowe in honde, and arwes in a cas. 

Ilir cyen caste she ful lowe adoun, 

Thcr Pluto hath his derke regioun. 

A womman travailinge was hir biforn. 

But, for hir child so longe was unborn, 

Ful pitously Lucyna gan she callc, 

And scyde, 'help, for thou mayst best of alle.' 
Wcl couthe he peynten lyfly that it wroghte, 
With many a florin he the hewes boghte. 

Now been thise listes maad, and Theseus, 

That at his grctc cost arrayed thus 
The temples and the theatre evciy del, 

Whan it was doon, him lyked wonder wel. 

But stinte I wol of Tliescus a lyte, 

And speke of Palamon and of Arcite. 

Tlie day approcheth of hir rctourninge, 

That everich sholde an hundred knightes bringe. 
The bataille to darreyne, as I yow tolde; 

And til Ath^nes, hir covenant for to holde, 

Hath everich of hem broght an hundred knightes 
Wel armed for the werre at alle rightes. 

And sikcrly, ther trowed many a man 
That never, sithen tliat the world bigan. 

As for to speke of knighthod of hir bond. 

As fer as God hath maked see or lond, 

Nas, of so fewe, so noble a companye. 

For every wight that lovede chivalrye. 

And wolde, his thankes, han a passant name. 



Hath preyed that he mightc ben of that game; 

And wel was him, that ther-to chosen was. 

For if thcr fille to-morwe swich a cas, 

Ye knowen wel, that every lusty knight, the 

That loveth paramours, and hath his might, Knightes 

Were it in Engclond, or elles-wherc, tale 

They wolde, hir thankes, wilnen to be there. 

To fighte for a lady, ben* cite! 

It were a lusty sighte for to see. 6l 

And right so ferden they with Palamon. 

With him ther wenten knightes many oon; 

Som wol ben armed in an habergeoun. 

In a brest-plat and in a light gipoun; 

And somme woln have a peyre plates large; 

And soiT»T,.( ^vnln have a Pruce shcld, or a targe; 

Somme woln ben armed on hir Icggcs weel, 

And have an ax, and somme a mace of steel, 
llicr nis no newe gysc, that it nas old. 

Armed were they, as I have you told, 

Everich after his opinioun. 

ITier maistow seen coming with Palamoun 
Ligurge him-self, the grete king of Trace; 

Blak was his herd, and manly was his face. 

'Phe cercles of his eyen in his heed. 

They glowcdcn bitwixe yelow and reed: 

And lyk a griffon loked he aboutc. 

With kempe hcres on his browes stoutc; 

His limes grete, his braunes harde and stronge. 

His shuldrcs brode, his armes rounde and longe. 

And as the gyse was in his con tree, 

Ful hye up-on a char of gold stood he. 

With foure whyte boles in the trays. 

In-stede of cotc-armure over his harnays. 

With nayles yelwe and brighte as any gold. 

He hadde a beres skin, col-blak, for-old. 

His longe heer was kembd bihinde his bak. 

As any ravenes fether it shoon for-blak: 

A wrethe of gold arm-greet, of huge wighte. 

Upon his heed, set ful of stones brighte. 

Of fyne rubies.and of dyamaunts. 
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Aboute his char thcr wcnten whytc alaunts, 
Twenty and mo, as grctc as any steer, 

To hunten at the leoim or the deer. 

And folwed him, with mosel faste y-bounde. 
Colors of gold, and torcts fylcd rounde. 

An hundred lordcs hadde he in his route 
Amicd ful wel, with hertes sternc and stoute. 

With Areita, in stories as men finde. 

The grete Emetreus, the king of Inde, 

Up-on a stede bay, trapped in steel. 

Covered in cloth of gold diaprea weel. 

Cam ryding lyk the god of armes, Mars. 

His cote-armure was of cloth of Tars, 

Couched with pcries whytc and rounde and grete 
His sadel was of brend gold newe y-bctc; 

A mantelet upon his shuldre hangingc 
Bret-ful of rubies rede, as fyr sparklinge. 

His crispc heer lyk ringes was y-ronne, 

And that was yclow, and glitcred as the sonne. 
His nose was heigh, his cyen bright citiyn, 

His lippes rounde, his colour was sangwyn, 

A fewe fraknes in his face y-spreynd, 

Betwixen yelow and somdel blak y-meynd, 

And as a leoun he his loking caste. 

Of fyve and twenty yecr his age I caste. 

His herd was wcl bigonne for to springe; 

His voys was as a trompe thundcringe. 

Up-on his heed he wered of laiircr grene 
A gerland fresh and lusty for to sene. 

Up-on his hand he bar, for his deduyt. 

An cgle tame, as eny lilie whyt. 

An hundred lordes hadde he with him there, 

A1 armed, sauf hir heddes, in al hir gcrc, 

Ful richcly in alle maner thinges. 

For trusteth wcl, that dukes, erics, kinges. 

Were gadered in this noble companyc. 

For love and for cncrees of chivalryc. 

Aboute this king ther ran on every part 
Ful many a tame leoun and Icpart. 

And in this wyse thise lordes, alle and some. 



Ben on the Sonday to the citee come 
Aboutc pryme, and in the toun alight. 

This Theseus, this duk, this worthy knight, 
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Or whi Cj*. ^1. Jii can dauncen best and singe, 

Nc who most fclingly speketh of love: 

Wliai liaukcs sitten on the pcrclic above. 

What Iioundcs liggen on the floor adoiin : 

Of al this make I now no mciicioun; 

But al th'cffect, that thinketh me the beste; 

Now comth tiie poynt, and herkneth if yow leste. 

The Sonday night, er day bigan to springe. 
When Palamon the larke herde singe. 

Although it ncrc nat day by hourcs two. 

Yet song the larke, and Palamon also. 

With holy hertc, and with an heigh corage 
He roos, to wenden on his pilgrimage 
Uii-to the blisful Citherca benigne, 

I mcnc Venus, honurable and cligne. 

And in hir hourc he walkcth forth a pas 
Un-to the listes, thcr hir temple w^as, 

And doim he kneleth, and with humble chere 
And herte soor, he scyde as ye shiil here. 

‘Fairestc of faire, o lady myn, Venus. 

Doughtcr to Jove and spouse of Viilcanus, 

Thou gladcT of the mount of Cithcroun, 

For thilke love thou haddest to Adoun, 

Have jntee of my bittre teres snierte, 

And tak myn humble preyer at thyn hertc. 

Allas! I nc have no langage to telle 


Whan he had broght hem in-to his citee, 
And inned hem, everich in his degree. 

He festeth hem, and dooth so greet labour 
To esen hem, and doon hem al honour. 
That yet men weneth that no mannes wit 
Of noon cstat nc coude amenden it. 

The minstralcye, the service at the feste, 
The grctc yiftes to the mostc and leste. 

The riche array of 'Phescus palcys, 

Ne who sat first nc last up-on the deys. 
What ladies fairest been or best daunsingc, 
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Your vcrtu is so greet in hcvene above^ 

That, if yow list, I shal wel have my love. 

Thy temple wol I worshipe cvermo. 

And on thyn autcr, wher I ryde or go, 

I wol don sacrifice, and fyres bete. 

And if ye wol nat so, my lady swctc. 

Than preye I thee, to-mon^^e with a spere 
That Arcita me thurgh the herie here. 

» Thanne rekke I noght, whan I have lost my lyf. 
Though that Arcita winne hir to his wyf . 

This is tireffect and ende of my preycrc, 

Yif me my love, thou blisful lady derc.' 

Whan th’orisoun was doon of Palamon, 

His sacrifice he dide, and that anon 
Ful pitously, with alle circumstaunces, 

A1 telle I noght as now his observaunces. 

But atte laste the statue of Venus shook. 

And made a signe, wher-by that he took 
That his preyere accepted was that day. 


Th’effcctcs ne the torments of myn helle; 

Myn herte may myne harmes nat biwreye; 

I am so confus, that I can noght scye. 

But mercy, lady bright, that knowest wed 
My thought, and secst what hannes that I feel, 
Considere al tliis, and rewe up-on my sore. 

As wisly as I shal for evermore, 

Emforth my might, thy trewe servant be. 

And holdcn werre alwey with chastitec; 

That make I myn avow, so ye me helpe. 

I kepe noght of armes for to yelpe, 

Ne I ne axe nat to-morwc to have victorie, 

Ne renoun in this cas, ne veync glorie 
Of pris of armes blowen up and doun. 

But I wolde have fully posscssioun 
Of Emelye, and dye in thy servyse; 

Find thou the maner how, and in what wyse. 

I rccchc nat, but it may bettre be. 

To have victorie of hem, or they of me. 

So that I have my lady in mync armes. 

For though so be that Mars is god of armes. 



For tliogh the signe shewed a delay. 

Yet wiste he wcl that graunted was his bone; 

And with glad herte he wente him hoom ful sone. 

The thridde houre inequal that Palamon 
Bigan to Venus temple for to goon. 

Up roos the sonne, and up roos Emelye, 

And to the temple of Diane gan hye. 

Hir maydcns, that she thider with hir ladde, 

Ful redily with hem the fyr they hadde, 
Th'encens, the clothes, and the remcnant al 
That to the sacrifyce longen shal; 

Tlic homes fiillc of meth, as was the gyse; 

Thcr laklxd noght to doon hir sacrifysc. 

Smoking the temple, ful of clothes faire. 

This Eiiiclyc, with herte dchonairc, 

Ilir body wessh with water of a welle; 

But how she dide hir ry'te I dar not telle. 

But it be any thing in general; 

And yet it were a game to heren al; 

To liiin that mencth w'el, it w'crc no charge: 

Bui; it is good a man ben at his large. 

Ilir brighte heer was kempt, untressed al; 

A corounc of a grcnc ook cerial 
Up-on hir heed was set ful fair and mete. 

I’wo fyres on the autcr gan she bete, 

And dide hir tliinges, as men may biholde 
In Stacc of Tlicbcs, and thise bokes olde. 

Wlian kindled w'as the fyr, with pitous chere 
Un-to Diane she spak, as ye may here. 

'O chaste goddesse of the wodes grene. 

To whom bothe heven and erthe and see is sene, 
Quenc of the regne of Pluto derk and lowe, 
Goddesse of maydens, that myn herte hast knowe 
Ful many a yeer, and woost what I desire, 

As keep me fro thy vengeaunce and thyn ire. 

That Atthcon aboughte cruelly. 

Chaste goddesse, w'cl wostow that I 
Desire to been a mayden al my lyf, 

Ne never wol I be no love ne wyf. 

I am, thou woost, yet of thy companye 
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A mayde, and love hunting and vcncrye, 

And for to walken in the wodes wilde, 

And noght to been a wyf, and be Avith childe. 
Noght wol I knowe company c of man. 

Now help me, lady, sith ye may and can. 

For tho thre fonnes that thou hast in thee. 
And Palamon, that hath swich love to me, 
And eek Arcite, that loveth me so sore. 

This grace I preye thee with-outc more. 

As sende love and pecs bitwixe hem two; 

And fro me turne awey hir hertes so, 

That al hir hote love, and hir desyr. 

And al hir bisy torment, and hir fyr 
Be queynt, or turned in another place; 

And if so be tliou wolt not do me grace. 

Or if my dcstince be shapen so. 

That I shal nedes have oon of hem two. 

As sende me him that most dcsireth me. 
Bihold, goddesse of clene chastitce. 

The bittre teres that on my chekes fallc. 

Sin thou are mayde, and keper of us alle. 

My maydenhede thou kepe and wcl conscrvfe. 
And whyl I live a mayde, I wol thee serve.' 

The tyres brenne up-on the auter clcrc, 
^hyl Kmclye w^as thus in hir preyere; 

.But sodeinly she saugh a sighte queynte. 

For right anon oon of the fyres queynte. 

And quiked agayn, and after that anon 
Tliat other fyr was queynt, and al agon; 

And as it queynte, it made a whistclingc. 

As doon thise wete brondes in hir brenninge, 
And at the brondes ende out-ran anoon 
As it were blody dropes many oon; 

For which so sore agast was Emclyc, 

That she was wcl ny mad, and gan to crye, 
For she ne wiste what it signifyed; 

But only for the fere thus hath she cryed. 

And weep, that it was pitee for to here. 

And ther-with-al Diane gan appere, 

With bowe in bond, right as an hunteresse. 
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And forth she wcnte, and made a vanisshinge 
For which this Emclye astoned was. 

And seyd( . amountcth this, alias! 

I piittc me in thy protcccioun, 

Diane, and in thy disposicioun/ 

And hooin she gooth anon the nexte weye. 
This is th'cffcct, thcr is namore to seye. 

The nexte houre of Mars folwinge this, 
Arcite iin-to the temple walked is 
Of ficrsc Mars, to doon his sacrifyse, 

With alle the rytcs of his paycn wyse. 

With pitous hcrte and heigh devocioun, 
Right thus to Mars he seyde his orisoun : 

"O stronge god, that in the rcgnes colde 
Of Trace honoured art, and lord y-holde, 

And hast in every regne and every lond 
Of armes al the brydcl in thyn bond. 

And hem fortunest as thee list de\7se. 

Accept of me my pitous sacrifyse. 

If so be that my youthe may deserve, 

And that my might be worthy for to serve 
Thy godhedc, that I may been oon of thvnc, 
TTian preye I thee to rewe up-on my pyne. 
For thilke peyne, and thilke hote fyr. 

In which thou whylom brendcst for desyr. 
Whan that thou usedest the gretc beautec 
Of fayre yonge fresshe Venus free, 

And haddest hir in armes at thy wille, 


And seyde: 'Doghter, stint thyn hcvincsse 
Among the goddes hyc it is affermed. 

And by cterne word write and conformed. 
Thou shalt ben wedded un-to oon of tho 
That han for thee so muchel care and wo; 
But un-to which of hem I may nat telle. 
Farwel, for I ne may no lengcr dwelle. 

Tlie fyres which that on myn auter brenne 
Shul thee declarcn, er that thou go henne, 
Thyn aventure of love, as in this cas.' 

And with that word, the arwes in the cas 
Of the goddesse clatcren faste and ringe. 



Al-though thee ones on a tyme misfillc 
Whan Vuleanus had eaught thee in his las, 
And fond thee ligging by his wyf, allasi 
For thilke sonve that was in thyn hertc. 

Have routhe as wel up-on my peyncs sincrte. 

I am yong and unkonning, as thou wost, 

And, as I trowe, with love offended most. 
That ever was any lyves ereaturc; 

For she, that dooth me al tliis wo endure, 

Ne reccheth never wlicr I sinke or fletc. 

And wcl I woot, er she me mercy hete, 

I moot with strengthe winne hir in the plaee; 
And wcl I woot, withouten help or grace 
Of thee, ne may my strengthe noght availlc. 
Than help me, lord, to-morwc in my bataille. 
For thilke fyr that whylom brente thee. 

As wcl as thilke fyr now brenneth me, 

And do that I to-morwe have victoric. 

Myn be the travaille, and thyn be the gloric! 
Thy so\’crcin temple wol I most honouren 
Of any place, and alwey most labouren 
In thy plesaunce and in thy craf tes strongc. 
And in thy temple I wol my baiier honge. 
And allc the annes of my companyc; 

And evere-mo, un-to that day I dye, 

Eterne fyr I wol biforn thee finde. 

And eek to this avow I wol me bindc: 

My herd, myn hcer that hongeth long adoiin. 
That never yet ne feltc off ensioun 
Of rasour nor of shere, I wol thee yivc. 

And been thy trewe servant whyl I live. 

Now lord, have routhe up-on my sorwes sore, 
Yif me vietorie, I aske thee namore/ 

The preyere stint of Arcita the stronge. 
The ringes on the temple-dore that honge, 
And eek the dores, clatcreden ful faste. 

Of which Arcita som-what him agaste. 

The fyres brende up-on the auter brighte. 
That it gan al the temple for to lighte; 

And swete smel the ground anon up-yaf. 



And Arcita anon his hand up-haf, 

And more encens in-to the ryr he easte. 

With othere rytes mo; and atte laste 
The statue of Mars bigan his hauberk ringe. 

And with that soun he horde a murmuringe 
Ful lowe and dim, that sayde tlius, 'Victorie': 
For which he yaf to Mars honour and glorie. 

And thus with joye, and hope wcl to fare, 

Arcile anon un-to his inne is fare, 

As fayn as fowel is of the brightc sonne. 

And right anon swich stryf thcr is bigonne 
For thilke graunting, in the hevcnc above, 
Bitwixe Venus, the goddesse of love, 

And Mars, the sterne god armipotente, 

I’hat Junil.* bisy it to stentc; 

Til that the pale Saturnus the colde, 

That knew so manye of aventurcs olde. 

Fond in his oldc experience an art, 

'Fhat he ful sone hath plcscd every part. 

As sooth is sayd, elde hath greet avantage 
In cldc is bothe wisdom and usage; 

Men may the oldc at-renne, and noght at-rede. 
Saturne anon, to stinicn stryf and drede, 

A1 be it that it is agayn his kynde. 

Of al this stryf he gan remedie fynde. 

'My dcre doghter Venus,' quod Saturne, 

'My cours, that hath so wyde for to turne. 

Hath more power than wot any man. 

Myn is the drenching in the see so wan; 

Myn is the prison in the derke cote; 

Myn is the strangling and hanging by the throte; 
T'he murmure, and the cherles refclling, 

Tlic groyning, and tlie pryvee empoysoning: 

I do vengeance and plcyn correccioun 
Whyl I dwellc in the signe of the Leoun. 

Myn is the mine of the hye hallcs, 

ITie falling of the toures and of the walles 
Up-on the mynour or the carpenter. 

I slow Sampsoun in shaking the piler; 

And myne be the maladyes colde, 
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The derke tresons, and the castes olde; 

My loking is the fader of pestilence. 

Now weep namorc, I shal doon diligence 
lliat Palamon, that is thyn ownc knight, 

Shal have his lady, as thou hast him hight. 
Though Mars shal hclpe his knight, yet nathelecs 
Bitwixe yow thcr moot be some tyme pees, 

A1 be ye noght of o complexioun, 

That causeth al day swich di\'isioun. 

I am thin ayel, redy at thy willc 

Weep thou namore, I w ol thy lust fulfille.' 

Now wol I stinten of the goddes above. 

Of Mars, and of Venus, goddesse of love. 

And telle yow, as plcynly as I can, 

The grete effect, for which that I bigan. 

Explicit tercia pars 

Sequitur pars quarta 

Greet was the feste in Athenes that day. 

And eek Hit lusty scson of that May 
Made every wight to been in swich plesauncc, 
That al that Monday justen they and daunce, 
.And spenden it in Venus heigh servyse. 

But by the cause that they sholdc rysc 
Erly, for to seen the grete fight, 

Unto hir reste wente they at night. 

And on the morwe, whan that day gan springe, 
Of hors and barneys, noysc and clateringc 
Thcr was in hostelrycs al aboutc; 

And to the paleys rood thcr many a route 
Of lordes, up-on stcdcs and palfreys. 

Ther maystow seen devysing of herneys 
So uncouth and so riche, and wroght so weel 
Of goldsmithrie, of browding, and of steel; 

The shecldcs brighte, testers, and trappurcs; 
Gold-hcwen helmes, hauberks, eote-armures; 
Lordes in paraments on hir courseres, 

Knights of retenue, and eek squyeres 



Nailinge the speres, and helmes bokelingt, 

Gigginge of sheeldes, with layneres lacinge; 

Thcr as need is, they weren no-thing ydel; 

The fomy stedcs on the golden brydel 
Gnawinge, and faste the armurers also 
Willi fyle and hamer prikingc to and fro; 

Yemen on fote, and communes many opn 
With shortc staves, thikke as they may goon; 

Pypes, trompes, nakers, clariounes. 

That in thebataillc blowen blody sounes; 

Tlie ]ialeys fill of pcples up and doun, 

Ilecr three, ther ten, holding hir questioun, 

Divyningc of thisc Theban knightes two. 

Somme scyden thus, soinmc scyde it slial be so; 
Somme h'^Mcn with him with the blake herd, 

Somme with the balled, somme wdth the tliikkc-herd; 
Somme sayde, he loked grim and he woldc fightc; 

He hatli a sparth of twenty pound of wighte. 

Thus was the halle ful of divyningc, 

Loiige after that the sonne gan to springe. 

'I'lie grctc Theseus, that of his sleep awaked 
\\^ith niinstralcyc and noysc that was maked. 

Held yet the chambre of his paleys riche, 

Til that the Tlicbaiic knightes, bothe y-lichc 
Honoured, were into the paleys fet. 

Duk Theseus was at a window set. 

Arrayed right as he w'crc a god in tronc. 

The pcplc preesseth thidcr-ward ful sone 
Him for to seen, and doon heigh reverence, 

And cck to herkne his hcstaiid his sentence. 

An heraud on a scaffold made an ho. 

Til al the noysc of peple was y-do; 

And whan he saugh the peple of noysc al stillc, 

Tho showed he the mighty dukes w^illc. 

'The lord hath of his heigh discrccioun 
Considered, that it w^crc dcstruccioun 
To gentil blood, to tighten in the gyse 
Of mortal bataille now in this empryse; 

Wherfore, to shapen that they shul not dve. 

He wol his firste purpos modifye. 
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No man therfor, up p^e of los of lyf, 

No maner shot, ne pollax, ne short knyf 
Into the listes sende, or thidcr bringe; 

Ne short swerd for to stoke, with poynt bytinge. 
No man ne drawe, nc here it by his syde. 

Ne no man shal un-to his felawe lyde 
But o qpurs, with a sharp y-grounde spere; 
Foyne, if him list, on fote, him-self to were. 

And he that is at meschief, shal be take. 

And noght slayn, but be broght un-to the stake 
That shal ben ordeyned on either syde; 

But thider he shal by force, and ther abyde. 

And if so falle, the chieftayn be take 
On either syde, or ellcs sice his make. 

No lengcr shal the turneyinge laste. 

God spede yow; goth forth, and Icy on faste. 
With long swerd and with maces fight your fille. 
Goth now your wey; this is the lordes wille.' 

The voys of peple touchede the hevene. 

So loude cryden they with mery stevene: 

‘God save swich a lord, that is so good. 

He wilneth no dcstruccioun of blood!' 

Up goon the trompes and the melodye. 

And to the listes rit the companye 
By ordinAunce, thurgh-out the citee large. 
Hanged with clotli of gold, and nat with sarge. 
Ful lyk a lord this noble duk gan ryde, 

Thise two Thebanes up-on either syde; 

And after rood the quene, and Emelye, 

And after tliat another companye 
Of oon and other, after hir degree. 

And thus they passen thurgh-out the citee, 

And to the listes come they by tyme. 

It nas not of the day yet fully pryme. 

Whan set was Theseus ful riche and hye, 

Ipolita the quene and Emelye, 

And other ladies in degrees aboute. 

Un-to the seetes preesseth al the route. 

And west-ward, thurgh the gates under Marte, 
Arcite and eek the hundred of his parte, 



With bancr rccd is entred right anon; 

And in that selve moment Palamon 
Is under Venus, est-ward in the place, 

With baner whyt, and hardy chere and face. 

In al the world, to seken up and doun, 

So even with-outen variacioun, 

Ther ncre swichc companyes tweye. 

For ther nas noon so wys that coude seye. 

That any hadde of other avauntage 
Of worth incsse, ne of estaat, nc age. 

So even were they chosen, for to gcssc. 

And in two renges faire they hem dresse. 

Whan that hir names rad were evcrichoon. 

That in hir nombre gyle were tlicr noon, 

Tho weic. ilic ^ates sTiet, and cryed was loude: 

'Do now your devoir, yonge knightes proude!' 

Tlie heraudes Icfte hir priking up and doun; 
Now ringen trompes loude and clarioun; 

Ther is namore to seyn, but west and est 
In goon the speres ful sadly in arest; 

In goth the sharpe spore in-to the syde. 

Ther seen men who can juste, and who can ryde; 
Ther shiveren shaftes up-on shccldcs thikkc; 

He feleth thurgh the hertc-spoon the prikke. 

Up springen speres twenty foot on hightc; 

Out goon the swerdes as die silver brighte. 

The helmcs they to-hewen and to-shrede; 

Out brest the blood, with sterne stremes rede. 
With mighty maces the bones they to-breste. 

He thurgh the thikkeste of the throng gan threste. 
Ther stomblen stedes stronge, and doun goth al. 
He rolleth under foot as dooth a bal. 

He foyneth on his feet with his tronchoun. 

And he him hurtlcth with his hors adoun. 

He thurgh the body is hurt, and sithen y-takc, 
Maugree his heed, and broght un-to the stake. 

As forward was, right ther he mostc abyde; 
Another lad is on that other syde. 

And som tyme dooth hem Tlicseus to reste, 

Hem to refresshe, and drinken if hem leste. 
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Ful ofte a-day han thise Thebaiics two 
Togidrc y-mct, and wroght his fclawc wo; 
Unhorsed hath ech other of hem tweye. 

Ther nas no tygre in the vale of Galgophcye. 
Whan that hir whelp is stole, whan it is lyte. 
So eruel on the hunte, as is Areite 
For jelous herte upon this Palamoun: 

Ne in Behnaryc ther nis so fel leoiin. 

That hunted is, or for his hunger wood, 

Ne of his praye desircth so the blood. 

As Palamon to slecn his fo Areite. 

Tlic jelous strokes on hir hclmcs byte; 

Out renneth blood on both hir sydes rede. 

Some tyme an ende ther is of every dede; 
For er the sonne un-to the rcste wente. 

The stronge king Eiiictrciis gan hente 
This Palamon, as he faught with Areite, 

And made his swerd depe in his flesh to byte; 
And by the force of twenty is he take 
Unyolden, and y-drawc unto the stake. 

And in the reseous of this Palamoun 
Tlic stronge king Ligurge is born adoun; 

And king Emetreus, for al his strengthe, 

^Is born out of his sadel a swerdes Icngthe, 

So hitte him Palamon er he were take; 

But al for noght, he was broght to the stake. 
Ilis hardy herte mighte him helpc naught; 

He moste abyde, whan that he was caught 
By force, and cck by composicioun. 

Who sorweth now but woful Palamoun, 
That moot namore goon agayn to fightc? 

And whan that Theseus had scyn this sighte, 
Un-to the folk that foghten thus cchoon 
He cryde, ‘Ho! namore, for it is doon! 

I wol be trewe juge, and no partyc. 

Areite of Thebes shal have Emelye, 

That by his fortune hath hir fairc y-wonne.' 
Anon ther is a noyse of peple bigonne 
For joye of this, so loude and heigh withalle, 

It seemed that the listes sholdc falle. 



What can now faire Venus doon above? 

What seith she now? what dooth this quene of love? 
But wepeth so, for wanting of hir wille. 

Til that hir teres in the listes fille; 

She seyde: ‘I am ashamed, doutclees/ 

Saturnus scyde: ^Doghtcr, hold thy pees. 

Mars hath his wille, his knight hath al his bone. 

And, by myn heed, thou shalt ben esed sone.' 

The trompes, with the loude minstralcyc, 

Ihc heraudes, that ful loude yollc and cryc. 

Been in hir wclc for joye of daun Arcitc. 

But herkneth me, and stinteth now a lyte. 

Which a miracle ther bifel anon. 

This fierse Arcitc hath of his helm y-don. 

And on c* cuujbc:, for to shewe Ins face. 

He priketh endclong the large place, 

Loking upward iip-on this Kinclyc; 

And she agayn him caste a frccndlich ye, 

(I'br wommen, as to spekcii in conuinc. 

They folwen al the fa\'our of fortune); 

And she w'as al his chcre, as in his herte. 

Out of the ground a furic infernal sterte, 

From Pluto sent, at requeste of Saturne, 

Tor which his hors for fere gan to turne. 

And leep asyde, and foundred as he leep; 

And, er that Arcitc may taken keep, 
lie pightc him on the pomcl of his heed. 

That in the place he lay as he were deed, 

Ilis brest to-brosten with his sadehbowe. 

As blak he lay as any cole or crowc. 

So was the blood y-ronnen in his face. 

Anon he was y-born out of the place 
With herte soor, to Theseus palcys. 

Tho was he corven out of his barneys. 

And in a bed y-brought ful faire and blyve. 

For he was yet in memoric and alyve. 

And alway crying after Eniclyc. 

Duk Theseus, with al his companye. 

Is comen hoom to Athenes his citee, 

With alle blissc and greet solempnitee. 
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A1 be it that this avcnturc was falle, 

He nolde noght disconforten hem alle. 

Men seyde eek, that Arcite shal nat dye; 

He shal ben heled of his maladyc. 

And of another thing they were as fayn, 

That of hem allc was ther noon y-slayn, 

A1 were they sore y-hiirt, and namely oon, 

That with a spere was thirled his brest-boon. 

To othere woundes, and to broken armes, 

Some hadden salves, and some hadden charmes; 
Femiacies of hprbcs, and eek save 
Tlicy dronken, for they wolde hir limes have. 
For which this noble duk, as he wcl can, 
Conforteth and honourcth every man. 

And made revel al the loiige night, 

Un-to the straunge lordes, as was right. 

Nc ther was holden no discon fi tinge. 

But as a justes or a tourneyingc; 

For soothly ther was no disconfiture. 

For falling nis nat but an avcnturc; 

Ne to be lad with fors un-to the stake 
Unyoldcn, and with twenty knightes take. 

O persone allone, with-outen mo, 

And haried forth by arme, foot, and to, 

*And eek his stede driven forth with staves. 

With footmen, bothe yemen and cck knaves. 

It nas arclted him no vilcinyc, 

Ther may no man clepen it cowardyc. 

For which anon duk TTicseus Icct cryc. 

To still ten alle rancour and envye, 

Tlie gree as wel of o syde as of other. 

And cither syde y-lyk, as othcres brother; 

And yaf hem yiftes after hir degree. 

And fully heeld a feste dayes three; 

And conveyed the kinges worthily 
Out of his toun a joumee largely. 

And hoom wente every man the righte way. 
Ther was namore, but ‘far wel, have good dayl' 
Of this bataille I wol namore endyte, 

But speke of Palamon and of Arcite. 



Swclleth the brest of Arcite, and the sore 
Encrccsseth at his herte more and more. 

The clothcrcd blood, for any Icchecraft, 
Corruptcth, and is in his bouk y-laft, 
lliat neither veyne-blood, ne ventiisinge, 

Ne drinke of herbes may ben his hclpinge. 
The vertu expulsif, or animal. 

Fro thilke vertu clepcd natural 
Ne may the venim voyden, ne cxpelle. 

Tlie pypes of his longes gonne to swelle, 

And every laeertc in his brest adoun 
Is shent with venim and corrupcioun. 

Him gayneth neither, for to gctc his lyf, 
Voinyl upward, ne dounward laxatif; 

A1 is to-bro' r. thilke regioiin. 

Nature hath now no dominacioun. 

And ccrteinly, ther nature wol nat wirche, 
Far-wel, pliisyk! go ber the man to ehirche! 
This a] and som, that Arcita mot dye, 

For which he sendeth after Emclyc, 

And Palamon, that was his cosin dcre; 

Than scyde he thus, as ye shul after here. 

‘Nauglit may the woful spirit in inyn herte 
Declare o poynt of alle my sorwes smerte 
To vow, niy lady, that I love most; 

But I biqiicthe the service of my gost 
To yow aboven every creature. 

Sin that my lyf may no longer dure. 

Allas, the wo! alias, the peynes stronge. 

That I for yow have suffred, and so longel 
Allas, the decthi alias, myn Emelye! 

Allas, departing of our companyc! 

Allas, myn hertes quenci alias, my wyf! 

Myn hertes lady, endere of my lyf! 

What is this world? what asketh men to have? 
Now with his love, now in his colde grave 
Allonc, with-outen any companye. 

Far-wel, my swete fo! myn Emelye! 

And softc tak me in your armes tweye, 

For love of God, and herkneth what I scye. 
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I have heer with my cosin Palamon 
Had stryf and rancour, many a day a-gon, 

For love of yow, and fer my jelousye. 

And Jupiter so wis my soulc gye, 

To speken of a servant proprcly, 

With allc circumstaunces trewely, 

That is to scyn, trouthe, honour, and knighthede, 
Wisdom, humblcsse, estaat, and heigh kinrede, 
Fredom, and al that longeth to that art, 

So Jupiter have of my soule part, 

As in this world right now nc knowc I non 
So worthy to ben loved as Palamon, 

That serveth yow, and wol don al his lyf. 

And if that ever ye shul been a wyf, 

For^'ct nat Palamon, the gen til man/ 

And with that word his spcchc faille gan, 

For from his feet up to his brest was come 
Tlie cold of deeth, that haddc him overcome 
And yet more-over, in his armes two 
The vital strengthe is lost, and al ago. 

Only the intellect, with-outen more. 

Tliat dwelled in his herte syk and sore, 

Gan failcn, when the herte fclte dcetli. 

Dusked his cycn two, and faillcd brccth. 

But on his lady yet caste he his ye; 

His laste word was, ‘mercy, Emclyc!' 

His spirit chaunged hous, and wcnlc ther, 

I cam never, I can nat tcllen wher. 

TherforJ stinte, I nam no divinistre; 

Of soulcs finde I nat in this rcgistrc,\ 

Nc me nclist thilke opiniouns to tclie 

Of hem, though that they wryten wher they dwcllc. 

Arcite is cold, ther Mars his soulc gye; 

Now wol I speken forth of Emelyc. 

Shrighte Emclye, and howleth Palamon, 

And Theseus his suster took anon 
Swowninge, and bar hir fro the corps away. 

What helpeth it to tarien forth the day, 

To tellen how she weep, bothe eve and morwe? 

For in swich cas wommen have swich sorwe, 



Whan that liir housbonds been from hem ago, 

That for the more part they sorwen so, 

Or dies fallen in swich maladye, 
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‘Why woldestow be deed,' thise vvommen cryc, 
‘And haddest gold y-noiigh, and Emclye?' 

No man m'^hu ^l.'dcn Theseus, 

Savingc his olde fader Egciis, 

That knew this worldcs transmutacioiin, 

As he had sc^ ii it ehaiingcn up and doun, 

Jove after wo, and wo after gladncsse: 

And shewed hem ensaiiiplcs and lykncssc. 

‘Right as ther deyed never man/ quod he, 
‘That he nc livedc in erthc in soin degiee. 
Right so tlicr li^'cde never man,' he seyde, 

‘In al tins world, that som t}'mc he nc deyde. 
This world nis but a thurghfare fnl of wo. 

And \\ c ben pil grimes, passinge to and fro; 
Oecth is an ende of every worldly sore/ 

And ON'cr al this yet seyde he inuchel more 

To this effect, ful wysly to enhortc 

Ihc peplc, that they sholde hem reconforte. 

Duk 'Iheseus, with al his bisy cure. 

Caste now wher that the sepulture 
Of good Arcite may best y-maked be. 

And cek most honurable in his degree. 

And at the lastc he took conclusioun, 

That ther as first Areite and Palamoun 
I ladden for love the bataille hem bitwene, 
'riiat in that sclve grove, swotc and grene, 

Ther as he haddc his amorous desires, 

His complcynt, and for love his hote fires. 


1 hat at the laste certeinly they dye. 

Infinite been the sorwes and the teres 
Of olde folk, and folk of tendre ycres. 

In al the toiin, for deeth of this 'Ihcban; 
For him ther wepeth bothe child and man; 
So greet a weping was ther noon, certayn. 
Whan Ector was y-broght, al fresh y-slayn, 
To 'I’royc; alias! the pitcc that w^as ther, 
Cracehing of eh ekes, rending cek of hccr. 
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He wolde make a fyr, in which th'ofEce 
Funeral he mighte al accomplice; 

And leet comaunde anon to hakkc and hewe 
The okes oldc, and leyc hem on a rewe 
In colpons wel arrayed for to brenne; 

His officers with swifte feet they renne 
And ryde anon at his comaundement. 

And after this, Theseus hath y-sent 
After a here, and it al over-spradde 
With cloth of gold, the richest that he hadde. 
And of the same suyte he cladde Arcite; 

Upon his hondes hadde he gloves whyte; 

Eek on his heed a croune of laurcr grenc. 

And in his bond a swerd ful bright and kene. 
He leyde him bare the visage on the here, 
Therwith he weep that pitce was to here. 

And for the peple sholdc seen him alle. 

Whan it was day, he broghte him to the halle. 
That roreth of the crying and the soun. 

Tho cam this woful I’hcban Palamoun, 
With flotery berd, and ruggy asshy heres. 

In clothes blake, y-dropped al with teres; 

And, passing othere of weping, Emclyc, 

The rewf ullcste of al the companyc. 

In as muche as the service sholdc be 
The more noble and riche in his degree, 

Duk Theseus Icct forth three stedes bringe. 
That trapped were in steel al gliteringe. 

And covered with the armes of daun Arcite. 
Up-on thise stedes, that weren grete and whyte, 
Ther seten folk, of which oon bar his shccld. 
Another his spere up in his hondes hecld; 

'Fhe thridde bar with him his bowe Turkeys, 

Of brend gold was the cas, and eek the barneys; 
And riden forth a pas with sorweful cherc 
Toward the grove, as ye shul after here. 

The nobleste of the Grekes that ther were 
Upon hir shuldres carieden the bcrc. 

With slakke pas, and eyen rede and wete, 
Thurgh-out the citee, by the maistcr-strete. 



That sprad was al with blak, and wonder hye 
Right of the same is al the strete y-wrye. 

Up-on the right hond wente old Egeus, 

And on that other syde duk Theseus, the 

With vessels in hir hand of gold ful fyn, Knightcf* 

Al ful of hony, milk, and blood, and wyn; tale 

Eek Palamon, with ful greet companye; 

And after that earn woful Emelye, 

With fyr in honde, as was tliat tyme the gyse, 8l 

To do th’office of funeral servyse. 

Heigh labour, and ful greet apparaillinge 
Was at the service and the fyr-makinge. 

That with his grene top the heven raughte. 

And twenty fadme of brede the armes straughte; 

Tliis is to sry.j bowes were so brode. 

Of stree first ther was Icyd ful many a lode. 

But how the fyr was maked up on highte. 

And eek the names how the trees hi^te, 

As ook, firre, birch, asp, alder, holm, pooler, 

Wilow, elm, plane, ash, box, chastcyn, find, laurer, 

Mapul, thorn, beech, hasel, ew, whippcl-tree, 

How they weren feld, shal nat be told for me; 

Nc how the goddes ronnen up and doun. 

Disherited of hir habitacioun. 

In which they woneden in rcste and pees, 

Nymphes, Eauncs, and Amadrides; 

Nc how the bestes and the briddes alle 
Flcddcn for fere, whan the wode was falle; 

Ne how the ground agast was of the light, 

That was nat wont to seen the sonne bright; 

Ne how the fyr was couched first with stree. 

And than with drye stokkes cloven a three. 

And than with grene wode and spycerye. 

And than with cloth of gold and with perrye. 

And gerlandcs hanging with ful many a flour. 

The mirre, th'encens, with al so greet odour; 

Ne how Arcite lay among al this, 

Nc what richessc aboutc his body is; 

Ne how that Emelye, as was the gyse, 

Puttc in the fyr of funeral servyse; 



Nc how she swowned whan men made the fyr, 
Ne what she spak, ne what was hir desyr; 

Ne what jewclcs men in the fyr tho caste, 

Whan that the fyr was greet and brente fastc; 
Ne how som caste hir sheeld, and som hir spere. 
And of hir vestiments, whiche that they were, 
And cuppes fill of wyn, and milk, and blood, 
Into the fyr, that brente as it were wood; 

Ne how the Grekes with an huge route 

Thryes riden al the fyr aboutc 

Up-on the left hand, with a loud slioutingc. 

And tlirycs with hir speres clatcringc; 

And tlirycs how the ladies gonne cryc; 

Ne how that lad was hom-ward Fmclyc; 

Ne how Arcite is brent to asslicn coldc; 

Ne how that liche-wakc was y-liolde 
Al thilke night, ne how the Grekes p]c 5 'c 
The wakc-pleyes, ne kepe I nat to scyc; 

Who wrastleth best naked, with oilic cnoynt, 

Nc who that bar him best, in no disjoynt. 

I wol nat tcllcn cek how that they goon 
Hoorn til Athencs, whan tlic plcy is doon; 

But shortly to the poynt than wol 1 wende, 

And maken of my longc tale an cndc. 

By processc and by Icngthc of ccrtcyn ycrcs 
Al stinted is the moorning and the teres. 

Of Grekes, by oon general assent, 

Tlian semed me ther was a parleincnt 
At Athencs, up-on ccrtcyn poynts and cas; 
Among the whiche poynts y-spoken was 
To have with ccrtcyn con trees alliaimcc. 

And have fully of Thebans obcisauncc. 

For which this noble Theseus anon 
Leet senden after gen til Palamon, 

Unwist of him w^hat was the cause and why; 

But in his blakc clothes sorwefully 
He cam at his comaundemente in hyc. 

Tho sente Theseus for Emelyc. 

Whan they were set, and bust was al the place. 
And TTheseus abiden haddc a space 



Er any word cam from his wyse brest, 

His eyen sette he ther as was his lest. 

And with a sad visage he syked stille. 

And after that right thus he seyde his wille. 

‘The firste moevere of the cause above. 
Whan he first made the faire cheyne of love, 
Greet was th'cffect, and heigh was his entente; 
Wcl wiste he why, and what ther-of he mente; 
For with that fane chcync of love he bond 
T]]c fyr, the eyr, the water, and tlic lond 
In eerteyn bonndes, that they may nat flee; 
That same prince and that moevere,' quod he, 
‘Hath stablisscd, in this wrccchcd world adoun, 
Certeyne dayes and duracioun 
'I'o al that L -idrcd in this place, 

0\'er the whiche day they may nat pace, 

Al mowe they yet tho dayes wcl abregge; 

Ther needeth non auctoritee allcgg, 
l"or it is proved by experience, 

But that me list declarcn my sentence. 

'I'han may men by this ordre wcl discerne. 

That thilke moevere stable is and eterne. 

Wei may men knowe, but it be a fool. 

That every part deryveth from his hooL 
For nature hath nat take his beginning 
Of no party nc cantel of a thing. 

But of a thing that parfit is and stable, 
Deseending so, til it be corrumpable. 

And therfore, of his wyse purvcyauncc, 
lie hath so wel biset his ordinaunce, 

I’hat speccs of thinges and progressiouns 
Shullen enduren by successiouns, 

And nat eterne be, with-oute lye: 

I’his maistow understonde and seen at ye. 

TiO the ook, that hath so long a norisshinge 
From tyme that it first biginneth springe. 

And hath so long a lyf, as we may see, 

Yet at the laste wasted is the tree. 

‘Considereth cek, how that the harde stoon 
Under our feet, on which wc trede and goon. 
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‘Thanne is it wisdom, as it thinkcth me. 

To maken vcrtu of ncccssitce, 

And take it wel, that wc may nat cschuc, 

And namely that to us alle is due. 

I And who-so gnicchcth ought, he dooth folye, 
And rebel is to him that al may gyc. 

•And certeinly a man hath most honour 
To dyen in his excellence and flour, 

Whan he is siker of his gode name; 

Than hath he doon his freend, ne him, no sham. 
And gladder oghte his freend ben of his deeth, 
Whan v^ith honour up-yolden is his breeth. 
Than whan his name apallcd is for age; 

For al forgeten is his vasselage. 

Than is it best, as for a worthy fame. 

To dyen whan that he is best of name. 

The contrarie of al this is wilfulnesse. 

Why grucchen we? why have we hevinesse. 

That good Arcite, of chivalrye flour 
Departed is, with duetee and honour, 

Out of this foule prison of this lyf? 

Why grucchen heer his cosin and his wyf 


Yit wasteth it, as it lyth by the weye. 

The brode river somtyme wexeth dreye' 

The grctc tounes see we wane and wende. 

Tlian may ye see tliat al this thing hath ende. 

‘Of man and womman seen we wel also. 

That nedeth, in oon of thise termes two. 

This is to seyn, in youthc or elles age. 

He moot ben deed, the king as dial a page; 

Som in his bed, som in the depe see, 

Som in the large feeld, as men may sc; 

Ther helpeth noght, al gotli that ilke weye. 
Thanne may I seyn that al this thing moot deye. 
What maketh this but Jupiter the king? 

The which is prince and cause of alle tiling, 
Converting al un-to his propre welle. 

From which it is derj^ved, sooth to telle. 

And here-agayns no creature on lyve 
Of no degree availlcth for to stiy'vc. 



Of his wcl-fare that loved hem so weel? 

Can he hem thank? nay, God wot, never a deel 
ITiat bothe his soule and eek him-self offende, 


And yet they mowe hir lustes nat amende. the 

'What may I conclude of this longc serie, Knightes 

But, after wo, I rede us to be meric, tale 

And thanken Jupiter of al his grace? 

And, cr that we departen from this place, 

I rede that we make, of sorwes two, 85 

O parfyt joyc, lasting ever-mo; 


And loketh now, wher most sorwe is herinne, 
Tlicr wol v/c first amenden and biginne. 

‘Snstcr,' quod he, 'tliis is my fullc assent. 
With al th'avys heer of my parlcment, 

'I'hat gcntil your ownc knight, 

'f’hat serveth yow with willc, herte, and might, 
And ever hath doon, sin that ye first him knewe, 
'I'hat ye shul, of your grace, up-on him rewe. 
And taken him for housbonde and for lord: 
Lccn me your bond, for this is our acord. 

L.at sec now of your wommanly pitee. 
lie is a kinges brother sonc, pardec; 

And, though he were a povre bacheler. 

Sin he hath sensed yow so many a yecr, 

And liad for yow so greet adversitee. 

It moste been considered, Icveth me; 

For gcntil mercy oghte to passen right/ 

Than scyde he thus to Palamon ful right; 

'I trowe thcr nedeth litcl sermoning 
To make yow assente to this tiling. 

Com neer, and tak your lady by the hond/ 
Bitwixen hem was maad anon the bond. 

That highte matrimoinc or manage, 

By al the counscil and the baronage. 

And thus with alle blisse and mclodye 
Hath Palamon y-wedded Emclyc. 

And God, that al this wyde world hath wroght, 
Sende him his love, that hath it dere a-boght. 
For now is Palamon in alle wele. 

Living in blisse, in richesse, and in hele; 
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And Emelye him loveth so tendrely. 

And he hir serveth al-so gentilly, 

Tliat never was thcr no word hem bitwenc 
Of jelousye, or any other tene. 

Til us endeth Palamon and Emelye; 

And God save al this faire companycl — Amen. 

Here is ended the Knightes Tale 



The Milleres Tale 


Here folwcn ike wcrdcz bitwene the Host and the Millere 


W HAN that the Knight had thus his tale y-told. 
In al the route nas thcr yong ne old 
That he nc seyde it was a noble storic. 

And worthy for to drawen to mcinoric; 

And namely the gen tils cvcrichoon. 

Our Iloste lough and swoor, 'so moot I goon, 

*^rhis gooth aright; unbokcled is the male; 

Lat see now who shal telle another talc: 

For trewely, the game is wel bigonne. 

Now tcllcth ye, sir Monk, if that ye conne. 

Sum what, to quyte with the Knightes tale/ 

The Miller, that for-dronken w^as al pale. 

So that unnethe up-on his hors he sat, 
lie nolde avalcn neither hood ne hat, 

Nc abyde no man for his curteisye. 

But in Pilates vois he gan to crye. 

And swoor by armes and by blood and bones, 

T can a noble tale for the nones. 

With which I wol now quyte the Knightes tale/ 

Our Hoste saugh that he was dronke of ale. 

And seyde: ‘abyd, Robin, my levc brother, 

Som bettre man shal telle us first another: 

87 
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Abyd, and lat us werken thriftily.’ 

‘By goddes soul,’ quod he, ‘that wol nat I; 

For I wol speke, or elles go my wey.’ 

Our Hoste answerde: ‘tcT on, a devcl wey! 

Thou art a fool, thy wit is overcome.’ 

‘Now herkneth,’ quod the Miller, ‘allc and some! 
But first I make a protestacioun 
That I am dronke, I knowe it by my soun; 

And thcrforc, if that I misspoke or seyc, 

Wyte it the ale of Southwerk, I yow preye; 

For I wol telle a legende and a lyf 
Bothe of a Carpenter, and of his wyf, 

How that a clerk hath set the wrightes cappe.’ 

The Reve answerde and seyde, ‘stint thy clappe, 
Lat be thy lowed dronken harlotrye. 

It is a sinne and eek a greet folye 
To apeiren any man, or him diffame. 

And eek to bringen wyves in swich fame. 

Thou mayst y-nogh of otherc thinges seyn.’ 

This dronken Miller spak ful sonc ageyn. 

And seyde, ‘Icve brother Osewold, 

Who hath no wyf, he is no cokcwold. 

But I sey nat therfore tliat thou art oon; 

Ther been ful gode wyves many oon, 

And ever a thousand godc ayeyns oon baddc, 

That knowestow wcl thy-sclf, but-if thou madde. 
Why artow angry with my tale now? 

I have a wyf, pardee, as well as thou, 

Yet nolde I, for the oxen in my plogh, 

Taken up-on me more than y-nogh, 

As demon of my-self that I were oon; 

I wol beleve wel that I am noon. 

And housbond shal nat been inquisitif 
Of goddes privetcc, nor of his wyf. 

So he may finde goddes foyson there, 

Of the remenant nedeth nat enquere.’ 

What sholde I more seyn, but this Millere 
He nolde his wordcs for no man forbere. 

But tolde his cherlcs tale in his manere; 

Me fhinketh that I shal rcherce it here. 
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Here endcth the ‘prologe 

Here higinncth the Millere his tale 

Whylom thcr was dwcllingc at Oxcnford 
A riche gnof, that gcstcs hccld to bord, 

And of his craft he was a Carpenter. 

With him thcr was dwcllinge a povre scoler. 

Had Icmcd art, but al his fantasyc 
Was turned for to lerne astrologyc. 

And coude a certeyn of eonclusiouns 
To demen by interrogaciouns. 

If that men axed him in certein houres, 

Whan that men sholde have droghtc or dies shoures. 
Or if men axed him what sholde bifallc 
Of every thing, I may nat rekene hern allc. 

lliis clerk was eleped hende Nicholas; 

Of derne love he coude and of solas: 

And thcr-to he was sleigh and fill privee. 

And lyk a mayden meke for to see. 

A chambre hadde he in that hostclrye 
Allone, with-outen any companyc, 

Ful fetisly y-dight with heroes swote; 


And ther-fore every gentil wight I preye, 
For goddes love, demeth nat tliat I scye 
Of evel entente, but that I moot rehercc 
Hir tales alle, be they bettre or werse. 

Or dies falsen som of my matere. 

And therfore, who-so list it nat y-hcrc, 
Turne over the leef, and chese another tale; 
For he shal finde y-nowe, grete and smalc. 
Of storial thing that toucheth gcntillesse. 
And eck moralitee and holincssc; 

Blameth nat me if that ye chese amis. 

The Miller is a cherl, ye knowc wel this; 

So was the Reve, and otherc many mo, 

And harlotrye they toldcn bothc two. 
Avyseth yov^ ;?utte me out of blame; 
And eck men shal nat make ernest of game. 
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And he him-sclf as swctc as is the rote 
Of licorys, or any cetewale. 

His Almageste and bokes giete and smale. 
His astrelabic, longinge for his art, 

His augrim-stones layen faire a-part 
On shelves couched at his beddes heed: 

His presse y-covered with a falding reed. 

And al above thcr lay a gay saiitrye. 

On which he made a nightes mclodyc 
So swctcly, that al the chambre rong; 

And Angelas ad virgincm he song; 

And after that he song the kinges note; 

Ful often blessed was his incry tlirotc. 

And thus this swctc clerk his tyinc spente 
After his frccndcs finding and his rente. 

This Carpenter had wedded newe a wyf 
Which that he lovede more than his lyf; 

Of cightelcnc yecr she was of age. 

Jalous he was, and hecld hir narwe in cage, 
For she was wildc and yong, and lie was old. 
And demed him-sclf ben lyk a cokewold. 

He knew nat Catoun, for his wit was rude, 
Tliat bad man sholde weddc his similitude. 
Men sholde wedden after hir cstaat. 

For youtlic and cldc is often at debaat. 

But sith that he was fallen in the snare. 

He moste endure, as other folk, his care. 

Fair was this yongc wyf, and thcr-vvith-al 
As any wcscle hir body gent and smal. 

A ceynt she werede barred al of silk, 

A barmclooth cck as whyt as mornc milk 
ITp-on hir Icndcs, ful of many a gore. 

\\'^hyt was hir smok and brouded al bifore 
And cck bihinde, on hir colcr aboutc. 

Of col-blak silk, with-inne and cck with-oute. 
The tapes of hir whyte voluper 
Were of the same suyte of hir coler; 

Hir filet brood of silk, and set ful hyc: 

And sikerly she haddc a likerous yc. 

Ful smale y-pullcd were hir browes two. 



And tlio were bent, and blake as any sloo. 
She was ful more blisful on to see 
ITian is the newe pere-jonette tree; 

And softer than the wolle is of a wether. 

And by hir girdel heeng a purs of Icther 
Tasscld with silk, and pcrled w'ith latoun. 

In al this world, to seken up and doiin. 

There nis no man so wys, that couclc thenehe 
So gay a popclote, or swich a wench e. 

Fill brighter was the shyning of hir hewe 
Ilian in the tour the noble y-forged newe. 
But of hir song, it was as loude and yerne 
As any swalwc sittinge on a bernc. 

Thcr-to she coude skippe and make game. 

As any kidc \ji Cal' lehvingc his dame. 

Ilir mouth was swetc as bragot or the meeth 
Or hord of apples Icyd in hey or hceth. 
Winsinge she was, as is a joly colt. 

Long as a mast, and upright as a bolt. 

A brooch she baar up-on hir lowc color. 

As brood as is the bos of a boclcr. 

Hir shoes were laced on hir Icggcs hyc; 

She was a prymerole, a pigges-nye 
For any lord to leggen in his beddc. 

Or yet for any good yeman to wedde. 

Now sire, and eft sire, so bifel the cas, 

That on a day this hende Nicholas 
Fil w^th this yonge wyf to rage and pleye, 
Whyl that hir housbond was at Osencye, 

As clerkes ben ful subtile and ful queynte; 
And privcly he caughte hir by the queynte. 
And seyde, 'y-wis, but if ich ha\’c my wille. 
For derne love of thee, lemman, I spillc.' 

And heeld hir harde by the haunchc-bones. 
And scyde, lemman, love me al at-ones. 

Or I wol dyen, also god me save!’ 

And she sprong as a colt doth in the trave. 
And with hir heed she wryed fastc awey. 

And seyde, ‘I wol nat kisse thee, by my fey. 
Why, lat be,’ quod she, lat be, Nicholas, 
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Or I wol crye out “harrow” and “alias.” 

Do wey your handes for your curtcisye!' 

This Nicholas gan mercy for to cryc. 

And spak so faire, and profred hir so fastc, 

Tliat she hir love him graunted attc laste. 

And swoor hir ooth, by seint Thomas of Kent, 
That she wol been at his comandement, 

Whan that she may hir leyscr wel espye. 

‘Myn housbond is so ful of jalousye, 

That but ye wayte wel and been privec, 

I woot right w'cl I nam but deed/ quod she. 

‘Ye moste been ful derne, as in this cas.' 

‘Nay thcr-of care thee noght/ quod Nicholas, 
‘A clerk had lithcrly biset his whylc, 

But-if he coude a carpenter bigylc.' 

And thus they been acorded and y-sworn 
To wayte a tyme, as I have told biforn. 

Whan Nicholas had doon tliiis evcrydccl, 

And thakked hir aboute the Icndcs weel, 

He kist hir swete, and taketh his sautryc, 

And pleycth faste, and maketh melodyc. 

Than fil it thus, that to the parish -chirche, 
Cristes owne werkes for to wirche, 

This gode wyf wente on an haliday; 

Hir forheed shoon as bright as any day. 

So was it wasshen whan she lect hir werk. 

Now was ther of that chirche a parish-clerk. 
The which that was y-clepcd Absolon. 

Crul was his heer, and as the gold if shoon. 

And strouted as a fanne large and brode; 

Ful streight and even lay his joly shode. 

His rode was reed, his eyen greye as goos; 

With Powles window corven on his shoos. 

In hoses rede he wente fetisly. 

Y-clad he was ful smal and proprely, 

A1 in a kirtel of a light wachet; 

Ful faire and thikke been the poyntes set. 

And ther-upK)n he hadde a gay surplys 
As whyt as is the blosme up-on the ^s. 

A mery child he was, so god me save. 



Wei coude he laten blood and clippc and shave. 
And make a chartrc of loud or acquitaunce. 

In twenty mancrc coude he trippe and daunce 
After the scole of Oxenfordc tho. 

And with his Icgges casten to and fro. 

And plcyen songes on a small rubible; 

'Dicr-to he song som-tyme a loud quinible; 

And as wel coude he plcye on his giterne. 

In al the toun nas brewhous ne tavernc 
lliat he ne visited with his solas, 

'Oilier any gaylard tappestcrc was. 

But sooth to scyn, he was soindel squaymous 
Of farting, and of spcchc daungcrous. 

This Absolon, that jolif was and gay, 

Gooth with a on the haliday, 

Sensinge the wyves of the parish fastc; 

And many a lovely look on hem he caste. 

And namely on this carpcntercs wyf. 

To lokc on hir him though te a mcry lyf, 

She v^'as so propre and swete and likerous. 

1 dar wel seyn, if she had been a mous, 

And he a cat, he wolde hir hente anon. 

This parish-clerk, this joly Absolon, 

Hath in his herte sw'ich a love-longinge. 

That of no wyf ne took he noon offringc; 
l"or curtcisye, he seyde, he wolde noon. 

'Ihe 111 one, whan it was night, ful brightc shoon, 
And Absolon his giterne hath y-take, 
k or paramours,' he thoghte for to wake. 

And forth he gooth, jolif and amorous. 

Til he cam to the carpcntercs hous 
A litel after cokkes hadde y-crowc; 

And dressed him up by a shot-windowe 
'I'hat was up-on the carpenteres wal. 

I Ic singeth in his vois gcntil and smal, 

'Now, dere lady, if thy willc be, 

I preye yow that ye wol rewe on me,' 

I"ul wel acordaunt to his giterningc. 

This carpenter awook, and herdc him singe. 

And spak un-to his wyf, and seyde anon, 
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‘What! Alison! hcrcstow nat Absolon 
That chauntcth thus under our boures wal?' 

And she answcrde hir housbond thcr-with-al, 

Tis, god wot, John, I here it cvery-del/ 

This passcth forth; what wol ye bet than wei? 
Fro day to day this joly Absolon 
So wowcth hir, that him is wo bigon. 

He waketh al the night and al the day; 

He kcmpte hise lokkes brode, and made him gay; 
He woweth hir by mencs and brocage, 

And swoor he wolde been hir ownc page; 

He singeth, brokkinge as a nightingale; 

He sente hir piment, mecth, and spyced ale. 

And wafres, pyping hotc out of the glede; 

And for she was of tounc, he prof red medc. 

For som folk wol ben wonnen for richesse. 

And som for strokes, and som for gcntillcssc. 

Somtj'mc, to shewe his lightnesse and maistryc, 
He plcyeth Hcrodcs on a scaffold hyc. 

But what availlcth him as in this cas? 

She loveth so this hende Nicholas, 

That Absolon may blowc the biikkcs horn; 

He ne hadde for his labour but a scorn; 

And thus she maketh Absolon liir ape, 

And al his ernest turncth til a jape. 

Fill sooth is this proverbe, il is no lye. 

Men scyn right thus, ‘alwey the nyc slye 
Maketh the ferre Icve to be looth/ 

For though that Absolon be wood or wrooth, 
By-causc that he fer was from hir sightc, 

7Tiis nyc Nicholas stood in his lightc. 

Now here thee wcl, thou hende Nicholas! 

For Absolon may waille and singe ‘alias/ 

And so bifcl it on a Saterday 
Tin's carpenter was goon til Osenay; 

And hende Nicholas and Alisoun 
Acorded been to this conclusioun, 

That Nicholas shal shapen him a wyle 
This sely jalou^ housbond to bigylc; 

And if so be the game wente aright. 



She sholde slepen in his arm al night. 

For this was his desyr and hir also. 

And light anon, with-outen wordes mo. 

This Nicholas no longer wolde tarie, the 

But doth ful softe un-to his chambre carie Milleres 

Bothe mete and drinke for a day or tweye, tale 

And to hir housbonde bad hir for to seye, 

Tf that he axed after Nicholas, 

She sholde seye she niste where he was, 

Of al that day she saugh him nat with ye; 

She trowed that he was in maladye. 


For, for no cry, hir mayde coude him calle; 

He nolde answcrc, for no-thing that mighte falle. 

This pass^^th forth al thilke Saterday, 

That Nicholas stilie in his chambre lay, 

And cct and sleep, or didc what him leste. 

Til Sonday, that the sonne gooth to reste. 

I’his scly carpenter hath greet merveyle 
Of Nicholas, or what thing mighte him eyle. 

And scyde, ‘I am adrad, by scint Thomas, 

It stondeth nat aright with Nicholas. 

God shilde that he deyde sodcynly! 

This world is now ful tikcl, sikcrly; 

I saugh to-day a cors y-born to chirchc 

That now, on Monday last, I saugh him wirche. 

Go up,' quod he un-to his knave anoon, 

‘Clepe at his dore, or knokke with a stoon, 

Lokc how it is, and tel me boldcly.' 

lliis knave gootli him up ful sturdily. 

And at the chambrc-dorc, whyl that he stood, 

He cryde and knokked as that he were wood:— 
'What! howl what do ye, maistcr Nicholay? 

How may ye slepen al the longe day?' 

But al for noght, he herdc nat a w'ord; 

An hole he fond, ful lowe up-on a board. 

Ther as the cat was wont in for to crepe; 

And at that hole he looked in ful depe, 

And at the laste he hadde of him a sighte. 

This Nicholas sat gaping ever up-righte. 

As he had kyked on the newe mone. 
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Adoun he gooth, and toldc his maistcr sone 
In what array he saugh this ilkc man. 

'Iliis carpenter to blcsscn him bigan, 

And seyde, 'help us, scinte Fridcswyde! 

A man woot litel what him shal bityde. 

This man is falle, with his astromye, 

In som woodncssc or in som agonye; 

I thoghte ay wel how that it sholdc be! 

Men sholde nat knowe of goddcs privetee. 

Ye, blessed be alwcy a Icwcd man, 

That noght but only his bilcvc can! 

So fcrde another clerk w ith astromye; 

He walked in the fcclclcs for to pryc 
Up-on the sterres, what thcr sholdc bifalle, 

Til he was in a marlc-pit y-falle; 

He saugh nat that. But yet, by seint Thomas, 

Me reweth sore of hende Nicholas. 

He shal be rated of his studying, 

If that I may, by Jesus, hevene king! 

Get me a star, that I may imdcrspore, 

Whyl that thou, Robin, hc\ cst up the dore. 

He shal out of his studying, as I gessc'- - 
And to the chambrc-dorc he gan him dresse. 

His knave was a strong carl for the nones. 

And by the haspe he haf it up atones; 

In-to the floor the dorc fil anon. 

Tliis Nicholas sat ay as stillc as stoon, 

And ever gaped upward in-to the cir. 

This carpenter wendc he were in despeir. 

And hente him by the sholdres mightily. 

And shook him harde, and cryde spitously, 

‘What! Nicholay! what, howl what! lokc adouni 
Awake, and thenk on Cristes passioim; 

I crouchc thee from elves and fro waghtes!' 
Ther-with the night-spcl seyde he anon-rightes 
On fourc halves of the hous aboute. 

And on the thrcshfold of the dorc with-oute: — 
‘Jesu Crist, and scynt Benedight, 

Blcssc this hous from every wikked wight. 

For nightes vcryc, the white paternoster/ — 



Where wcntcstow, scynt Petrcs soster?' 

And atte laste this hcnde Nicholas 
Gan for to syke sore, and seyde, ‘alias! 

Shal al the world be lost eftsonncs now?' 

This carpenter answerdc, ‘what scystow? 

What! thcnk on god, as we don, men tliat swinke/ 
'ITiis Nicholas answerde, ‘fccche me drinke; 

And after wol I speke in privetee 

Of certeyn thing that toiicheth me and thee; 

I wol telle it non other man, eertcyn/ 

Tliis earpentcr goth doiin, and eomth ageyn, 

And broglitc of mighty ale a large quart; 

And when that ech of hem had dronke his part, 
This Nicholas his dore faste shettc. 

And doun Luc v,.iipenter by him he sette. 

He seyde, ‘John, myn hoste lief and dere. 

Thou shalt up-on thy trouthc swerc me here, 

'ITiat to no wight thou shalt this conscil wreye; 

VoT it is Cristes conseil that I seye. 

And if thou telle it man, thou arc forlorc; 

For this vengauiicc thou shalt han therfore, 

I’hat if thou wreye me, thou shalt be wood!' 

‘Nay, Crist forbede it, for his holy blood!' 

Quod tho this scly man, ‘I nam no labbe, 

Nc, though 1 seye, I nam nat lief to gabbe. 

Scy what thou wolt, I shal it never telle 
1 o child lie wyf, by him that harwed hclle!' 

‘Now John,' quod Nicholas, ‘I wol nat lye; 

I have y-founde in inyn astrologye. 

As I have loked in the rnonc bright, 

Tliat now, a Monday next, at quarter-night, 

Shal fallc a rcyn and that so wildc and wood, 

Tliat half so greet was never Noes flood. 

This world,' he seyde, ‘in lassc than in an hour 
Shal al be dreynt, so hidous is the shoiir; 

Thus shal mankynde drcnche and lese hir lyf.' 

This carpenter answerdc, ‘alias, my wyf! 

And shal she drenche? alias! myn Alisoun!' 

For sorwe of this he fil almost adoun, 

And seyde, ‘is ther no remedie in this cas?' 
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‘Why, yis, for gode,’ quod hende Nicholas, 

‘If thou wolt werkcn after lore and reed; 

Thou mayst nat werken after thyn ovvene heed. 
For thus seith Salomon, that was ful trewe, 
“Werk al by conscil, and thou shalt nat rewe.” 
And if thou werken wolt by good coiiseil, 

1 undertake, with-outen mast and seyl. 

Yet shal I saven hir and thee and me. 

Hastow nat herd how saved was Noe, 

Whan that our lord had warned him biforn 
That al the world with water sholde be lorn?' 
‘Yis,’ quod this carpenter, ‘ful yore ago.' 
‘Hastow nat herd,’ quod Nicholas, ‘also 
The sorwe of Noe with his felawshipc, 

Er that he mighte getc his wyf to shipc? 

Him had he lever, I dar wel undertake. 

At thilke tyme, than alle hise wethcres blake. 
That she hadde had a ship hir-self allone. 

And ther-fore, wostoii what is best to done? 

This asketh haste, and of an hastif thing 
Men may nat prcche or maken tarj^ing. 

Anon go gete us faste in-to this in 
A kneding-trogh, or ellcs a kimelin. 

For cell of us, but loke that they be large. 

In whiche we mowe swimme as in a barge, 

And han thcr-inne vitaille suffisant 
But for a day; fy on the remenant! 

The water shal aslake and goon away 
Aboutc pryme up-on the nexte day. 

But Robin may nat wite of this, thy knave, 

Ne cck thy mayde Gille I may nat save; 

Axe nat why, for though thou aske me, 

I wol nat tdlen goddes privetee. 

Suffiseth thee, but if thy wittes madde. 

To han as greet a grace as Noe hadde. 

Thy wyf shal I wel saven, out of doute. 

Go now thy wey, and speed thee heeraboute. 

But whan thou hast, for hir and thee and me, 
Y-geten us thise kneding-tubbes three. 

Than shaltow hange hem in the roof ful hye. 



That no man of our purveyaunce spye. 

And whan thou thus hast doon as I have seyd, 
And hast our vitaille faire in hem y-lcyd, 

And cck an ax, to smyte the corde atwo 
When that the water comth, that we may go, 
And broke an hole an heigh, up-on the gable. 
Unto the gardin-ward, over the stable, 

Tliat we may frely passen forth our way 
Whan that the grete shour is goon away — 

^rhan shaltow swimnie as myrie, I undertake. 

As doth the whyte doke aftir hir drake. 

Than v/ol I clepe, ''how! Alison! how! John! 

Be myrie, for the flood wol passe anon.*' 

And thou ''''yn, "hayl, maistcr Nieholayl 
Good nioi^vc, I sc thee wcl, for it is day." 

And than shul we be lordcs al our lyf 
Of al th.c world, as Noe and his wyf. 

But of o thyng I warnc thee ful right. 

Be wcl avysed, on that ilke night 
That we ben entred in-to shippes bord, 

That noon of us nc speke nat a word, 

Ne clepe, ne crye, but been in his preyere; 

For it is goddes owne hestc dcrc. 

Thy wyf and thou mote hangc fer a-twinne. 

For that bitwixe yow shal be no sinne 
No more in looking than thcr shal in dede; 

This ordinance is seyd, go, god thee spede! 
Tomorwe at night, whan men ben alle aslepe, 
In-to our kneding-tubbes wol we crepe. 

And sitten thcr, abyding goddes grace. 

Go now thy wey, I have no lengcr space 
To make of this no lenger sermoning. 

Men scyn thus, "send the wysc, and scy no-thing" 
Thou art so wys, it nedeth thee nat tcche; 

Go, save our lyf, and that I thee biseche.' 

This sely carpenter goth forth his wey. 

Ful ofte he scith 'alias' and 'wcylawey,' 

And to his wyf he tolde his privetee; 

And she was war, and knew it bet than he, 

What al this queynte cast was for to seye. 
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But nathelees she ferde as she woldc dcye, 

And scyde, 'allasi go forth thy wey anon, 

Help us to scape, or we ben lost echon; 

I am thy trewe verray wedded wyf; 

Go, dere spouse, and help to save our lyf/ 

Lol which a greet thyng is affeccioun! 

Men may dye of imaginacioun, 

So depe may impressioun be take. 

This sely carpenter biginiieth quake; 

Him thinketh verraily that he may see 
Noes flood come walwing as the see 
To drenchen Alisoun, his hony dcrc. 

He wepeth, wcylcth, maketh sory chere, 

He skyeth with ful many a sory swogh. 

He gooth and gcteth him a kncding-trough, 

And after that a tiibbe and a kimelin. 

And privcly he sente hem to his in, 

And lieng hem in the roof in privctcc. 

His owne hand he made laddrcs three. 

To climben by the ronges and the stalkes 
Un-to the tubbes hangingc in the balkcs, 

And hem vitailled, bothc trogh and tnl)bc, 

With breed and chese, and good ale in a jiibbe, 
Suffysinge right y-nogh as for a day. 

But er that he had maad al this array, 

He sente his knave, and eck liis wcnchc also, 
Up-on his nede to London for to go. 

And on the Monday, whan it drow to night. 

He shette his dorc with-oiite candel-light. 

And dressed al thing as it sholdc be. 

And shortly, up they clomben allc three; 

They sitten stille wel a furlong- way. 

‘Now, Pater-nostcr, clom!' seyde Nicholay, 

And ‘clom,' quod John, and ‘doin' seyde Alisoun. 
This carpenter seyde his dcvocioun. 

And stille he sit, and biddeth his preyere, 
Awaytinge on the reyn, if he it here. 

The dede sleep, for wery bisinesse, 

Fil on this carpenter right, as I gesse, 

^boute corfew-tyme, or litel more; 



For travail of his goost he groneth sore. 

And eft he routcth, for his heed mislay. 

Doiin of the laddre stalkcth Nicholay, 

And Alisoun, ful softc adoun she spedde; the 

W ith-oiitcn wordcs mo, tlicy goon to bedde MilJeres 

'Thcr-as the carpenter is wont to lye. tale 

Ther was the revel and the inelodye; 

And thus lyth Alison and Nicholas, 

In bisincssc of mirthc and of solas, lO^ 

Til that the belle of laiides gan to ringc, 

\nd frercs in the chauncel gonne singe. 

'I’his parish-clerk this amorous Absolon, 

That is for kwe alv^ cy so wo bigon. 

Up-on the Monday was at Oseneye 
With compayiic, linn to disportc and pleye. 

And axed up-on cas a ck)istcrer 
h\il prively after John the carpenter; 

And he drough him a-part out of the chirchc. 

And seyde, T noot, I saiigh him here nat wnrchc 
Sin Saterday; I trow' that he be w^ent 
k'or timber, ther our abbot hath him sent; 

J'br he is wont for timber for to go. 

And dw cllen at the grange a day or two; 

Or dies he is at his hous, ccrtcyn; 

her that he be, I can nat sothly seyn.' 

This Absolon ful joly was and light. 

And thoghtc, 'now is tyinc wake al night; 

J'br sikirly I saiigli him nat stiringe 
Aboute his dorc sin day bigan to springe. 

So moot I thry\ e, I shal, at cokkes cn)wc, 

I hl ])ri\'cly knokken at his w indow'c 
That stant ful lowe up-on his boiircs wal. 

To Alison now'wol I tellcn al 
My love-longing, for yet I shal nat misse 
'Hiat at the Icste wey I shal hir kisse. 

Som mancr confort shal I have, parfay. 

My mouth hath icehed al this longe day; 

That is a signe of kissing attc Icstc. 

Al night me mette eek, I was at a feste. 

Therfor I wol gon slepe an houre or tweyc. 



And al the night than wol I wake and pleye/ 

Whan that the firste cok hath crowe, anon 
Up rist this joly lover Absolon, 

And him arrayeth gay, at point-devys. 

But first he cheweth greyn and lycorys, 

To smcllcn swete, cr he had kembd his hecr. 

Under his tonge a trewe love he beer, 

For ther-by wende he to ben gracious. 

He rometh to the carpentcrcs hous, 

And stifle he stant under the shot-windowc; 

Un-to his brest it raughtc, it was so lowe; 

And softe he cogheth with a scnii-soun — 

‘What do ye, hony-comb, swete Alisoun? 

My fairc brid, my swete cinamome, 

Awaketh, Icmman myn, and speketh to me! 

Wcl litcl thenken ye up-on my wo, 

That for your love I swete thcr I go. 

No wonder is thogh that I swcltc and swete; 

I moorne as doth a lamb after the tctc. 

Y-wis, Icmman, I have swich lovc-longingc, 

That lyk a tiirtcl trewe is my moorningc; 

I may nat etc na more than a mayde.' 

‘Go fro the window, Jakkc fooV slic sayde, 

‘As help me god, it w^ol nat be “com ba me,'' 

I love another, and ellcs I were to l)lamc, 

Wei bet than thee, by jesu, Absolon! 

Co forth thy wey, or I wol caste a ston, 

And lat me slepe, a twenty dcvcl wey!’ 

‘Allas,’ quod Absolon, ‘and wcylawcy! 

That trewe love was ever so yvcl biset! 

Than kisse me, sin it may be no bet, 

For Jesus love and for the lo\ c of me.’ 

‘Wiltow than go thy wey thcr-with?’ quod she. 
‘Ye, certes, lemman,’ quod this Absolon. 

‘Thanne make thee redy,’ quod she, ‘I come anon;’ 
And un-to Nicholas she scyde stifle, 

‘Now hiist, and thou shalt laughen al thy fille.’ 

This Absolon doun sette him on his knees, 

And scyde, ‘I am a lord at alle degrees; 

For after this I hope ther cometli more! 



Lemman, thy grace, and swcte brid, thyn ore!' 

The window she undoth, and that in haste, 

'Have do,' quod she, ‘com of, and speed thee faste. 
Lest that our ncighebores thee espye/ 

This Absolon gan wype his mouth ful drye; 

Derk was the night as pich, or as the cole. 

And at the window out she putte hir hole. 

And Absolon, him fil no bet ne wers, 

But with his mouth he kistc hir naked ers 
Ful savourly, er he was war of this. 

Abak he sterte, and thoghtc it was amis. 

For wel he wiste a womman hath no herd; 

He felt a thing al rough and long y-herd. 

And seyde, ‘fy: what have I do?' 

‘Tehee!' quod she, and clapte the window to; 
And Absolon goth forth a sory pas. 

‘A herd, a berdl' quod hcnde Nicholas, 

‘By goddcs corpus, this goth fairc and weell' 

This sely Absolon hcrclc every deel. 

And on his lippc he gan for anger byte; 

And to him-sclf he scyde, ‘I shal thee quytel' 

Who rubbeth now, who froteth now his lippes 
With dust, with sond, with straw, with clooth, with 
chippes. 

But Absolon, that scith ful ofte, ‘alias! 

My soulc bitakc I un-to Sathanas, 

But me wer lever than al this toiin,' quod he, 

‘Of this despyt awroken for to be! 

Allas!' quod he, ‘alias! I nc hadde y-blcyntl' 

His hotc love was cold and al y-queynt; 

For fro that tyme that he had kiste hir ers. 

Of paramours he settc nat a kers. 

For he was hcled of his maladye; 

Ful ofte paramours he gan deffye. 

And weep as dooth a child that is y-betc. 

A softc paas he wente over the strete 
Un-til a smith men eleped daun Ger\'eys, 

That in his forge' smithed plongh-harneys; 

He sharpeth shaar and culter bisily 
This Absolon knokkctli al esily. 
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And scydc, ‘undo, Gervcys, and that anon.’ 

‘What, who artow?' ‘It am I, Absolon.' 

‘What, Absolon! for Cristes swete tree. 

Why ryse ye so rathe, ey ben*citc! 

What eyleth yow? som gay gcrl, god it woot. 
Hath broght yow thus up-on the viritoot; 

By seynt Note, ye woot wel what I nicne.' 

I’ll is Absolon ne roghtc nat a bene 
Of al his pley, no word agayn he yaf; 

He hadde more tow on his distaf 

Than Gerveys knew, and seyde, ‘freend so derc, 

Tliat hote culter in the ehimenee here, 

As lene it me, I have ther-with to done, 

And I wol bringe it thee agayn ful sone.’ 

Gerveys answerde, ‘certes, were it gold, 

Or in a poke nobles alle untold, 

Thou sh oldest have, as I am trewe smith; 

Ey, Cristes foo! what vvol ye do therwith?’ 

‘ITierof,’ quod Absolon, ‘be as be may; 

I shal wel telle it thee to-morvve day’ — 

And caughte the culter by the coldc stele. 

Ful softe out at the dore he gan to stele. 

And wente un-to the carpen teres wal. 

He eogheth first, and knokketh tlicr-with-al 
Upon the windowc, right as he didc er. 

Til is Alison answerde, ‘Who is ther 
That knokketh so? I warante it a theef 

‘Why, nay,’ quod he, ‘god woot, my swete leef. 
I am thyn Absolon, my dercling! 

Of gold,’ quod he, ‘I have thee broght a ring; 

My moder yaf it me, so god me save, 

Ful fyn it is, and thcr-to wel y-grave; 

This wol I yeve thee, if thou me kissel’ 

This Nicholas was risen for to pissc. 

And thoghte he woldc amenden al the jape, 

He sholde kisse his ers er that he scape. 

And up the windowc dide he hastily. 

And out his ers he putteth privcly 
Over the buttok, to the haunchc-bon; 

And ther-with spak this clerk, this Absolon, 



'Spek, swete brid, I noot nat whcr thou art/ 
ITiis Nicholas anon leet flee a fart. 

As greet as it had been a thonder-dcnt. 

That with the strook he was almost y-blcnt; 

And he was rcdy with his iren hoot, 

And Nicholas amiddc the ers he smoot. 

Of gooth the skin an handc-brede aboiite, 
'Fhc hote cultcr brende so his toiitc. 

And for the smert he wende for to dye. 

As he were wood, for wo he gan to crye — 

'Help! water! water! help, for goddes herte!' 

This carpenter out of his slombcr sterte, 

And herde oon crycn 'water* as he were wood, 
And thoghte, 'Allas! now comth Nowelis flood!* 
He sit him up wirn-outcn wordcs mo, 

And with his ax he smoot the cordc a-two. 

And doiin goth al; he fond neither to sclic, 

Nc breed ne ale, til he cam to the selle 
Up-on the floor; and ther aswowne he lay. 

Up sterte hir Alison, and Nieholay, 

And cryden 'out* and 'harrow* in the stretc. 

The neigheborcs, bothe smalc and gretc. 

In ronnen, for to giiarcn on this man, 
lliat yet aswowne he lay, bothe pale and wan; 

1' or with the fal he brosten hadde his arm; 

But stondc he moste un to his owne harm. 

I'or whan he spak, he was anon bore doun 
With hende Nicholas and Alisoun. 

*rhey tolden every man that he was wood. 

He was agast so of 'Nowelis flood* 
riiurgh fantasyc, that of his vanitcc 
Ic hadde y-boght him kneding-tubbes three. 
And hadde hem hanged in the roof above; 

And that he preyed hem, for goddes love, 

*I’o sitten in the roof, par companye. 

The folk gan laughen at his fantasye; 

In-to the roof they kyken and they gape. 

And turned al his harm un-lo a jape. 

For what so that this carpenter answerde. 

It was for noght, no man his reson herde; 
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With othes grete he was so sworn adoun. 

That he was holden wood in al the toun; 

For every clerk anon-right heeld with other. 
They scde, The man is wood, my leve brother;' 
And every wight gan laughen of this stryf . 

Thus swyved was the caipenteres wyf. 

For al his keping and his jalousye; 

And Absolon hath kist hir nether ye; 

And Nicholas is scalded in the toute. 

This tale is doon, and god save al the route! 

Here endeth the Millere his tale 



The Reves Tale 


The prologe of the Reves tale 


W HAN folk had laughcn at this nyce cas 
Of Absolon and hcnde Nicholas, 

Diverse folk diversely they scyde; 

But, for the more part, they loughe and pleyde, 

Ne at this tale I saugh no man him greve. 

But it were only Osewold the Reve, 

By-cause he was of carpcntcres craft. 

A litcl ire is in his herte y-laft. 

He gan to grucche and blamed it a lyte. 

'So thee’k,' quod he, 'ful wcl coude I yow quyte 
With blcring of a proud millercs ye. 

If that me liste speke of ribaiidyc. 

But ik am old, me list not plcy for age; 

Gras-tyme is doon, my fodder is now forage. 

This whyte top wryteth myne oldc yeres, 

Myn herte is al-so mowlcd as myne heres, 

But-if I fare as dooth an open-ers; 

That ilke fruit is ever leng the wers. 

Til it be roten in mullok or in stree. 

We olde men, I drede, so fare we; 

Til we be roten, can we nat be rype; 

We hoppen ay, whyl that the world wol pype- 
107 
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For in oure wil ther stiketh ever a nayl, 

To have an hoor heed and a grene tayl, 

As hath a leek; for thogh our might be goon» 

Our wil desireth folie ever in oon. 

I' or whan we may nat doon, than wol w c speke; 
Yet in our asshen oldc is fyr y-rckc. 

I' oure gledes han we, whiehe I shal devysc, 
A\aiinting, lying, anger, coveitysc; 

Thise foure sparkles longen un-to eldc. 

Our olde lemes mowe wel ben unwclde, 

But wil ne shal nat faillen, that is sooth. 

And yet ik have alwey a eoltes tooth, 

As many a yeer as it is passed henne 
Sin that my tappe of lyf bigan to renne. 

For sikerly, whan I was bore, anon 
Deeth drogh the tappe of lyf and leet it gon; 

And ever sith hath so the tappe y-ronne. 

Til that almost al empty is the tonne. 

Ihe streem of lyf now droppeth on the chinibc; 
The sely tongc may wel ringe and chimbe 
Of wreeehednesse that passed is ful yore; 

With olde folk, save dotage, is namore.' 

Whan that our host hadde herd this sennoning, 
, He gan to speke as lordly as a king; 

He seide, ‘what amounteth al this wit? 

What shul we speke alday of holy writ? 

The devel made a reve for to preche. 

And of a souter a shipinan or a leehe. 

Sey forth thy tale, and tarie nat the tyme, 

Lo, Depeford! and it is half-way pryiiic. 

Lo, Grenewieh, ther many a shrewe is inne; 

It wer al tyme thy tale to biginne.' 

‘Now, sires,' quod this Osewold the Reve, 

‘I pray yow' alle that ye nat yow greve, 

Thogh I answere and somdel sette his howve; 

For leveful is with foree of-showve. 

Tliis dronkc millere hath y-told us heer. 

How that bigyled was a carpenteer, 

Peraventure in scorn, for I am oon. 

And, by your leve, I shal him quyte anoon; 



Right in his chcrlcs termcs wol I speke. 

I pray to god his nekke mote breke; 

He can wcl in myn ye seen a stalke, 

But in his owne he can nat seen a balke/ 

Here higinneth the Reves tale 

At 'I nimpington, nat fer fro Cantebrigge, 
'Thcr goth a brook and over that a brigge. 
Up-on the whiche brook ther stant a niclle; 
And this is verray soth that I yow telle. 

A Miller was thcr dwelling many a day; 

As eny pecok he was proud and gay. 

Pypen lie coude and fisshc, and nettes bctc. 
And turnc and wcl wrastle and shete; 

And ])y liis belt he baar a long panadc. 

And of a swerd fill trenchant was the blade. 

A joly popper baar he in his pouchc; 

'J'her was no man for peril dorste him touche 
A ShefTcld thwitel baar he is his hose; 

Round was his face, and camuse was his nose. 
As piled as an ape was his skullc. 

He was a market-beter atte fullc. 

Tlier dorste no wight hand up-on him legge. 
That he ne swoor he sholde anon abegge. 

A theef he was for sothe of corn and mele. 
And that a .sly, and usaunt for to stele. 

His name was hoten deynous Simkin. 

A wyf he haddc, y-comcn of noble kin; 

I’hc person of the toun hir fader was. 

With hir he yaf ful many a panne of bras, 
r\)r that Simkin .sholde in his blood allye. 

She was y-fostred in a nonncryc; 

For Simkin wolde no wyf, as he sayde. 

But she were wcl y-norissed and a mayde. 

To saven his estaat of yomanrye. 

And she A^'as proud, and pert as is a pye. 

A ful fair sighte was it on hem two; 

On haly-dayes biforn hir wolde he go 
With his tipet bounden about his heed. 
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' In purpos was to maken hir his heir 
Bothc of his catcl and his messuage. 

And straunge he made it of hir mariage. 

His purpos was for to bistowe hir hyc 
In-to som worthy blood of auncctryc; 

For holy chirches good moot been desponded 
On holy chirches blood, that is descended. 
Therfore he woldc his holy blood honourc. 
Though that he holy chirche sholde devoure. 

Grct soken hath this miller, out of doute. 
With whete and malt of al the land aboute; 
And nameliche ther was a greet collegge, 

Men clepen the Soler-halle at Cantebregge, 
Ther was hir whete and eek hir malt y-grounde. 
And on a day it happed, in a stounde, 

Sik lay the maunciple on a maladye; 


And she cam after in a gyte of reed; 

And Simkin hadde hosen of the same. 

Ther dorste no wight clepen hir but *dame.' 

Was noon so hardy that wente by the weye 
That with hir dorste rage or ones plcyc, 

But-if he wolde be slayn of Simkin 
With panade, or with knyf, or boydekin. 

For jalous folk ben perilous evermo, 

Algate they wolde hir wyves wenden so. 

And eek, for she was somdel smoterlich, 

She was as digne as water in a dich; 

And ful of hoker and of bisemare. 

Hir tlioughte that a lady sholde hir spare. 

What for hir kinrede and hir nortclrye 
That she had Icrned in the nonncryc. 

A doghter hadde they bitwixe hem two 
Of twenty yeer, with-outen any mo, 

Savingc a child that was of half-yeer age; 

In cradel it lay and was a propre page. 

This wenche thikke and wcl y-growen was. 

With camuse nose and yen greye as glas; 

With buttokes brode and brestes roundc and hyc, 
But right fair was hir heer, I wol nat lyc. 

'Fhe person of the toun, for she was feir. 



Men wenden wisly that he sholde dye. 

For which this miller stal bothe mele and com 


An hundred tyme more than biforn; 

For ther-biforn he stal but curteisly, the 

But now he was a theef outrageously, Reves 

For which the wardeyn chiddc and made fare. tale 

But ther-of sette tlic miller nat a tare; 

He craketh boost, and swoor it was nat so. 

Than were thcr yonge povre clerks two, 1 H 


That dwelten in this halle, of which I seyc. 

Testif they were, and lusty for to pleye. 

And, only for hir mirthc and revelrye. 

Up-on the wardeyn bisily they cryc. 

To yeve hem Icve but a litcl stounde 
To goon tomillc and seen hir corn y-grounde; 

And hardily, they dorste leyc hir nekke. 

The miller shold nat stele hem half a pekke 
Of corn by sleighte, ne by force hem reve; 

And at the laste the wardeyn yaf hem levc. 

John hight that oon, and Alcyn hight that other; 
Of o toun were they born, that highte Strother, 

Fer in the north, I can nat tcllc where. 

This Aleyn maketh redy al his gcre. 

And on an hors the sak he caste anon. 

Forth goth Aleyn the clerk, and also John, 

With good swerd and with bokcler by hir syde. 
John knew the wey, hem nedede no gyde. 

And at the mille the sak adoun he layth. 

Aleyn spak first, ‘al hayl, Symond, y-fayth; 

How fares thy faire doghter and thy \vyf?* 

‘Aleyn! welcome,' quod Simkin, ‘by my lyf. 

And John also, how now, what do ye heer?' 

‘Symond,' quod John, ‘by god, nede has na peer; 
Him boes serve him-selve that has na swayn. 

Or elles he is a fool, as clerkcs sayn. 

Our manciple, I hope he wil be deed, 

Swa werkes ay the wanges in his heed. 

And forthy is I come, and eek Alayn, 

To grinde our corn and carie it ham agayn; 

I pray yow spede us hethen that ye may.' 



‘It shal be doon/ quod Simkin, ‘by my fay; 

What wol ye doon whyl that it is in hande?' 

‘By god, right by the hoper wil I stande,' 

Quod John, ‘and se how that the corn gas in; 

Yet saugh I never, by my fader kin, 

How that the hoper wagges til and fra/ 

Aleyn answerde, ‘John, and wiltow swa, 

Than wil I be bynethe, by my croim. 

And se how that the mele falles doun 
In-to the trough; that sal be my disport. 

For John, in faith, I may been of your sort; 

I is as illc a miller as arc ye.’ 

Tliis miller smyled of hir nycetee, 

And thoghte, ‘al this nis doon but for a wylc; 

They wene that no man may hem bigylc; 

But, by my thrift, yet shal I blcrc hir yc 
For al tlie sleighte in hir philosophye. 

The more queynte crekes that they make, 

The more wol I stele whan I take. 

In stede of flour, yet wol I yevc hem bren. 

“Tlie gretteste clerkes been noght the wyscst men,” 
As whylom to the wolf thus spak the marc; 

Of al hir art I counte noght a tare/ 

Out at the dore he gooth ful privcly, 

Whan that he saugh his tyme, softcly; 

He loketh up and doun til he hath founde 
The clerkcs hors, ther as it stood y-bounde 
Bihinde the mille, under a levescl; 

And to the hors he gooth him faire and wel; 

He strepeth of the brydel right anon. 

And whan the hors was loos, he ginneth gon 
Toward the fen, ther wide mares renne, 

Forth with wehee, thurgh thikkeand thurgh thenne. 

This miller smyled of hir nycetee. 

But dooth his note, and with the clerkes pleyde, 

Til that hir com was faire and wel y-grounde. 

And whan the mele is sakked and y-bounde. 

This John goth out and fynt his hors away. 

And gan to crye ‘harrow* and ‘wcylawayl 
Our hors is lorn! Alayn, for goddes banes. 



Step on thy feet, eom out, man, al at anesi 
Allas, our wardeyn has his palfrey lorn/ 

This Aleyn al forgat, bothe mele and corn, 

Al was out of his myndc his housebondrye. 
‘What? whilk way is he geen?' he gan to crye. 

The wyf cam leping inward with a ren. 

She scyde, 'alias! your hors goth to the fen 
With wildc marcs, as faste as he may go. 

Un thank come on his hand that bond him so. 
And he that bettre sholdc han knit the reyne.^ 
'Allas/ quod John, 'Aleyn, for Cristes peyne. 
Lay doun thy swerd, and I wil myn alswa; 

I is fill wight, god waat, as is a raa; 

By goddes herte he sal nat scape us bathe. 

Why nadslow the capul in the lathe? 

Il-hayl, by god, Aleyn, thou is a fonnel' 

Tliic scly elerkes han ful faste y-ronne 
lb-ward the fen, bothe Aleyn and cek John. 

And whan the miller saugh that they were gon 
He half a busshel of hir flour hath take. 

And bad his wyf go knede it in a cake. 

He scyde, 1 trowe the elerkes w ere aferd; 

Yet can a miller make a elerkes herd 
For al his art; now lat hem goon hir wcyc. 

IiO wher they goon, ye, lat the children pleyc; 
Ibey gete him nat so lightly, by my crouni' 
Thise sely clcikcs rennen up and doun 
With 'keep, keep, stand, stand, jossa, wardcrere, 
Ga whistle thou, and I shal kepc him here!' 

But shortly, til that it was verray night. 

They coude nat, though they do al hir might, 

Hir capul cacche, he ran alwey so faste. 

Til in a dich they caughte him attc laste. 

Wery and weet, as bestc is in the rcyn, 

Comth scly John, and with him cumth Aleyn. 
'Allas,' quod John, 'the day that I was born! 

Now are we drive til hething and til scorn. 

Our com is stole, men wil us foies calle. 

Bathe the wardeyn and our fclawcs alle. 

And namely the miller; wcylaway*/ 
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Thus pleyneth John as he goth by the way 
Toward the mille, and Bayard in his bond. 

The miller sitting by the ryr he fond, 

For it was night, and forther nighte they noght; 
But, for the love of god, they him bisoght 
Of herberwe and of ese, as for hir peny. 

The miller seydc agayn, ‘if tlier be eny, 

Swich as it is, yet shal ye have your part. 

Myn hous is streit, but ye han lerncd art; 

Ye conne by argumcntes make a place 
A myle brood of twenty foot of space. 

Lat see now if this place may siiffyse. 

Or make it roum with spechc, as is youre gysc.' 

'Now, Symond,' seyde John, 'by seint Cutberd, 
Ay is thou mcry, and this is faire answerd. 

I have herd seyd, man sal taa of twa thinges 
Slyk as he fyndes, or taa slyk as he bringes. 

But specially, I pray thee, hoste dcre. 

Get us some mete and drinke, and make us cherc. 
And we wil paycn trewely atte fulle. 

With empty hand men may na haukes tulle; 

Lo here our silver, redy for to spendc.’ 

This miller in-to toun his doghter sende 
For ale and breed, and rosted hem a goos. 

And bond hir hors, it sholdc nat gon loos; 

And in his owne chambre hem made a bed 
With shetes and with chalons faire y-spred, 
Noght from his owne bed ten foot or twelve. 

His doghter hadde a bed, al by hir-selve. 

Right in the same chambre, by and by; 

It might be no bet, and cause why, 

Ther was no roumer herberwe in the place. 

They souperi and they speke, hem to solace. 

And drinken ever strong ale atte bcstc. 

Aboute midnight wente they to rcstc. 

Wei hath this miller vemisshed his heed; 

Ful pale he was for-dronken, and nat reed. 

He yexeth, and he speketh thurgh the nose 
As he were on the quakke, or on the pose. 

To bedde he gooth, and with him goth his wyf. 



As any jay she light was and jolyf. 

So was hir joly whistle wel y-wet. 

The cradel at hir beddes feet is set. 

To rokken, and to yeve the ehild to souke. 
And whan that dronken al was in the crouke. 
To bedde went the doghter right anon; 

To bedde gooth Aleyn and also Jolin; 

Ter nas na more, hem nedede no dwalc. 

This miller hath so wisly bibbed ale, 

ITiat as an hors he snorteth in his sleep, 

Ne of his tayl bihinde he took no keep. 

Ilis wyf bar him a buidon, a fill strong, 

Men mighte hir routing here two furlong; 
The wenehe routeth eck par companyc. 

Aleyn tl.c that herd this mclodyc. 

He poked John, and seyde, "slepestow? 
Herdcstow ever slyk a sang er now? 

Lo, whilk a compline is y-mcl hem alle! 

A wildc fyr u])-on thair bodyes fallc! 

Wlia herkned ever slyk a ferly thing? 

Ye, they sal have the flour of il ending. 

Tliis lange night thcr tydes me na reste; 

Rut yet, na foi\s; al sal be for the bestc. 

For John,' seyde he, 'als ever moot I thryve 
If that I may, yon wenehe wil I swyve. 

Som esement has lawc y-shapen us; 

T or John, thcr is a lawe that says thus. 

That gif a man in a point be y-greved. 

That in another he sal be rcleved. 

Our corn is stoln, shortly, it is na nay. 

And we han had an il fit al this day. 

And sin I sal have neen amendement, 

Agayn my los I wil have esement. 

By goddes saulc, it sal neen other be!' 

This John answerde, 'Alayn, avyse thee. 
The miller is a perilous man,' he seyde, 

‘And gif that he out of his sleep abreyde 
He mighte doon us bathe a vileinye.' 

Aleyn answerde, T count him nat a flye;' 

And up he rist, and by the wenehe he crepte. 
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This wenche lay upright, and fastc slepte. 

Til he so ny was, cr she mighte espye, 

That it had been to late for to erye, 

And shortly for to seyn, they were at on; 

Now pley, Aleyn! for I wol speke of John. 

Tliis John lyth stille a fiirlong-wcy or two, 
And to him-self he inaketh routlie and wo: 
‘Allas!' quod he, ‘this is a wikked jape; 

Now may I seyn that I is but an ape. 

Yet has my felawe som-what for his harm; 

He has tlie milleris doghtcr in his arm. 

He auntred him, and has his nedcs sped. 

And I lye as a draf-sek in iny bed; 

And when this jape is tald another day, 

I sal been halde a daf, a eokenay! 

I wil aryse, and auntre it, by my faytli! 
“Unhardy is unsely," thus men saytli.' 

And up he roos and softcly he wente 
Un-to the eradel, and in his hand it hente. 

And baar it softe un-to his beddes feet. 

Sone after this the wyf hir routing Icct, 

And gan awake, and wente hir out to pisse. 

And cam agayn, and gan hir eradel misse, 

And groped heer and tlier, but she fond noon. 
‘Allas!' quod she, ‘I hadde almost misgoon; 

I hadde almost gon to the elerkes bed. 

I ’v, ben'eiteJ tliannc hadde I foiile y-sped:' 

And forth she gooth til she the eradel fond. 

She gropeth alwey forthcr with hir bond. 

And fond the bed, and thoghte noght but good, 
By-cause that the eradel by it stood. 

And nistc wher she was, for it was derk; 

But fairc and wcl she ercep in to the clerk. 

And lyth ful stille, and wolde ban eaught a sleep 
With-inne a whyl this John the elerk up leep, 
And on this gode wyf he Icyth on sore. 

So mery a fit ne hadde she nat ful yore; 

He priketh harde and depe as he were mad. 

This joly lyf han thise two elerkes lad 
Til that the thridde eok bigan to singe. 



Alcyn wcx wery in the daweninge. 


For he had swonken al the longe night; 

And seyde, ‘far wel, Malin, swcte wight! 

The day is come, I may no longer byde; t h f. 

But evermo, wher so I go or ryde, Reves 

I is thyn awen clerk, swa have I sccli' talk 

‘Now dere Icmman,' quod she, ‘go, far weel! 

But er thou go, o thing I wol thee telle, 

Whan tliat thou wendest homward by the melle, 117 


Right at the entree of the dore bihindc. 

Thou shalt a cake of half a busshcl finde 
That was y-maked of thyn owne melc. 

Which that I hcclp my fader for to stele. 

And, gode lemman, god thee save and kcpel' 

And with tiiat word almost she gan to wepe. 

Aleyn up-rist, and thoughte, ‘er that it dawe, 

I wol go crepen in by my fclawe;' 

And fond the cradcl with his hand anon. 

‘By god,’ thoghte he, ‘al wrang I have misgon; 

Myn heed is toty of my swink to-night. 

That maketh me that I go nat aright. 

I woot wcl by the cradcl, I have misgo, 

Hccr lyth the miller and his wyf also.’ 

And forth he goth, a twenty devel way, 

Un-to the bed ther-as the miller lay. 
lie wende have cropen by his felawe John; 

And by the miller in he creep anon, 

And eaughte hym by the nekke, and softc he spak: 
He seyde, ‘thou, John, thou swynes-heed, awak 
For Cristes saiile, and heer a noble game. 

For by that lord that called is scint Jame, 

As I have thryes, in this shorte night, 

Swyvcd the millercs doghtcr bolt-upright, 

W^hyl thow hast as a coward been agast.’ 

‘Ye, false harlot,’ quod the miller, ‘hast? 

A! false traitour! false clerk!’ quod he, 

‘TIiou shalt be deed, by goddes dignitee! 

Who dorste be so bold to disparage 
My doghtcr, that is come of swich linage?’ 

And by the throte-bolle he eaughte Alayn. 
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And he hente hymn despitously agayn. 

And on the nose he smoot him with his fest. 
Doun ran the blody streem up-on his brcst; 

And in the floor, with nose and mouth to-broke, 
They walwe as doon two pigges in a poke. 

And up they goon, and doun agayn anon, 

.Til that the miller spomed at a stoon, 

And doun he fil bakward up-on his wyf. 

That wiste no-thing of this nyce stryf; 

For she was falle aslcpe a lyte wight 
With John the clerk, that waked hadde al night. 
And with the fal, out of hir sleep she breyde — 
‘Help, holy corys of Bromcliolm/ she scyde, 

Tn manus tuas! lord, to thee I calle! 

Awak, Symondl the feend is on us falle, 

Myn herte is broken, help, I nam but deed; 
There lyth oon up my wombe and up myn heed; 
Help, Simkin, for the false clerkes fightc.' 

T^is John sterte up as fastc as ever he mighte, 
And graspeth by the wallcs to and fro, 

1 0 findc a staf; and she sterte up also, 

And knew the estres bet than dide this John, 
And by the wal a staf she fond anon, 

And saugh a litel shimering of a light, 

For at an hole in shoon the mono bright; 

And by that light she saugh hem bothe two, 

But siiccrly she niste who was who, 

But as she saugh a whyt thing in hir ye. 

And whan she gan the whyte thing cspyc. 

She wende the clerk hadde wered a voliipcer. 
And with tlie staf she drough ay ncer and neer, 
And wende han hit this Alcyn at the fulle. 

And smoot the miller on the pyled skulle, 

That doun he gooth and cryde, ‘harrow! I dye!' 
Thisc clerkes bete him weel and letc him lye; 
And greythen hem, and toke hir hors anon, 

And cck hir mele, and on hir wey they gon. 

And at the mille yet they tok hir cake 
Of half a busshel flour, ful wel y-bakc. 

Thus is the proude miller wel y-bete. 



And hath y-lost the grinding of the 
And payed for the soper cvcry-decl 
Of Aleyn and of John, that bette him weel. 

His wyf is swyved, and his doghter als; the 

Lo, swich it is a miller to be fals! Reves 

And therforc this proverbe is scyd ful sooth, tale 

‘Him thar nat wene wel that yvcl dooth; 

A gylour shal him-self bigylecl be/ 

And God, that sitteth heighe in niagcstee, 11^ 

Save al this companyc gretc and smale! 

'Thus have I quit the miller and iny tale. 

Here is ended the Reves tale 




The Cokes Tale 


The prologe of the Cokes tale 


T ii K Cook of London, whyl the Revc spak, 

I'or joye, him thoughte, he clawed him on the bak, 
‘Ha! hal’ quod he, 'for Cristes passioiin, 

Tliis miller hadde a sharp conclusioun 
Upon his argument of herbergage! 

Wcl scyde Salomon in his langagc, 

“Nc bringc nat every man in-to thyn hous;” 

I' or herberwing by nighte is perilous. 

Wcl oghte a man avysed for to be 
Whom that he broghte in-to his privetee. 

I pray to god, so yeve me sorwe and care. 

If ever, sith I highte Hogge of Ware, 

Hcrdc I a miller bettre y-set a-werk. 

He hadde a jape of malice in the derk. 

But god forbede that we stinten here; 

And therfore, if ye vouchc-sauf to here 
A talc of me, that am a povre man, 

1 wol yow telle as wel as ever I can 
A litel jape that fil in our citcc/ 

Our host answerde, and seide, ‘I graunte it thee; 

Now telle on, Roger, loke that it be good; 

For many a pastec hastow laten blood, 

I2I 
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And many a Jakkc of Dover hastow sold 
That hath been twyes hoot and twyes cold. 

Of many a pilgrim hastow Cristcs curs, 

For of thy pcrsly yet they fare the wors, 

That they han eten with thy stubbel-goos; 

For in thy shoppe is many a flye loos. 

Now telle on, gcntil Roger, by thy name. 

But yet I pray thee, be nat wrooth for game, 

A man may scye ful sooth in game and pley.' 

'Thou seist ful sooth,' quod Roger, 'by my fey. 
But "sooth pley, quaad plcy,” as the Fleming seith; 
And ther-fore, Ilcrry Bailly, by thy feith. 

Be thou nat wrooth, er we departen hecr, 

Tliough that my tale be of an hostilecr. 

But nathelces I wol nat telle it yit. 

But er we parte, y-wis, thou shalt be quit.' 

And ther-with-al he lough and made chore, 

And scyde his tale, as ye shul after here. 

Thus endeth the Prologe of the Cokes tale 

Heer bigynneth the Cokes tale 

A Prentis whylom dwelled in our citee, 

And of a craft of vitaillcrs was he; 

Gaillard he was as goldfinch in the shawe, 

Broun as a beric, a propre short fclawe. 

With lokkes blake, y-kempt ful fctisly. 

Dauncen he coude so wcl and jolily, 

That he was clepcd Perkin Rcvelour. 

He was as ful of love and paramour 
As is the hyve ful of hony swete; 

Wei was the wenche with him mighte mete. 

At every brydale wolde he singe and hoppe. 

He loved bet the tavern than the shoppe. 

For whan ther any ryding was in Chepe, 

Out of the shoppe thider wolde he lepe. 

. Til that he hadde al the sighte y-seyn, 

And daunced wel, he wolde nat come ageyn. 



And gadcrcd him a meinee of his sort 
To lioppc and singe, and maken swich disport. 
And thcr they setten steven for to mete 
To pleyen at tlic dys in swich a stretc. 

For in the tonne nas thcr no prentys. 

That fairer coiidc caste a paire of dys 
'Fhan Perkin coude, and thcr-to he was free 
Of his dispense, in plaec of privetec. 

^J'liat fond his maistcr wcl in his chaffare; 
r or often tyme he fond his box ful bare, 
h or sikerly a prentis rcvclour, 

That haunteth dys, riot, or paramour, 
llis maistcr shal it in his shoppe abyc, 

A1 have he no part of the miiistralcyc; 

VoT Ihcftc and hol, -hey ben convertible, 

A1 conne he plcyc on giterne or ribible. 

Revel and troullic, as in a low degree, 

'Phey been ful wrotes al day, as men may see. 

I’his joly prentis v;ith his maistcr bood. 

Til he were iiy out of his prentishood, 

Al were he sniblx^d bothc crly and late. 

And somtyme lad w ith rc\'cl to Newgate; 

But attc lastc his maistcr him bithoghte. 

Up-on a day, whan he his paper soghtc, 

Of a proverbe that seith this same word, 

‘Wei bet is roten appcl out of hord 
ITian that it rotie al the rcmcnaunt.' 

So fareth it by a riotous servaunt; 

It is wcl lassc harm to Ictc him pace. 

Than he shende allc the servants in the place. 
Thcrforc his maistcr yaf him acquitance, 

And bad him go with sorwe and with mcschance; 
And thus this joly prentis hadde his Icvc. 

Now lat him riotc al the night or leve. 

And for thcr is no theef with-outc a louke. 
That helpeth him to wasten and to souke 
Of that he brybe can or borwc may, 

• Anon he sente his bed and his array 
Un-to a compeer of his owne sort, 
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That lovcdc dys and revel and disport. 

And haddc a wyf that heeld for countenance 
A shoppe, and sv^'yved for hir sustenance. 

*«★***«* 

Of this Cokes talc maked Chaucer na more. 



The Tale of the Man of La we 


7 he worUcs of the J loosi to the companyc 


O iJK Ilostc scy wcl that the brightc sonne 
Ih'ark of his artificial day had ronne 
'Tiic fourthc part, and half an hoiirc, and more; 

And though he were not depc expert in lore, 
lie wistc it was the cightetethe day 
Of April, that is inessagcr to May; 

And sey \^■cl that the shadwe of c\’cry tree 
\\''as as in lengthe the same quantitce 
'I’hat was the body erect that caused it. 

\iid therfor by tlie shadwe he took his wit 
I 'hat Phebus, which that shoon so clcre and brighte, 
Oegrees w'as fyve and fourty cloinbe on highte; 

And for that day, as in that latitude. 

It was ten of the clokkc, he gan conclude. 

And sodcynly he plighte his hors aboute. 

‘T.ordinges,’ quod he, ‘I warncyow, al this route. 
The fourthe party of this day is goon; 

Now, for the love of gpd and of scint John, 

Leseth no tyme, as ferforth as ye may; 

Lordinges, the tyme wasteth night and day. 

And stclcth from us, what prively slcpingc, 

And what thurgh neeligcnce in our wakingc, 
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As dooth the streem, that turncth never agayn, 
Descending fro the montaigne in-to playn. 
Wcl can Senek, and many a philosophre 
Biwailen tyme, more than gold in cofre. 

"Tor los of catel may recovered be, 

But los of tyme shendeth us,"' quod he. 

It wol nat come agayn, with-outen drede, 

Na more than wol Malkins maydenhede. 
Whan she hath lost it in hir wantownesse; 

Lat us nat moulen thus in ydclncsse. 

Sir man of lawe/ quod he, 'so hae yc blis, 

Tel us a tale anon, as forward is; 

Yc been submitted thurgh your free assent 
To stonde in this cas at my jugement. 
Acquiteth yow, and holdcth your biheste. 
Than have ye doon your devoir attc lestc/ 
"Hoste,* quod he, 'depardieux ich assente. 
To breke forward is not myn entente. 

Biheste is dette, and I wol holde fayn 
A1 my biheste; I can no better seyn. 

For swich lawe as man yeveth another wight. 
He sholdc him-selven usen it by right; 

Thus wol our text; but natheles certeyn 
I can right now no trifty talc seyn, 

But Chaucer, though he can but lewedly 
On metres and on ryming craftily. 

Hath seyd hem in swich English as he can 
Of olde tyme, as knoweth many a man. 

And if he have not seyd hem, Icvc brother. 

In o bok, he hath seyd hem in another. 

For he hath told of loveres up and doun 
Mo than Ovyde made of mencioun 
In his Epistcllcs, that been ful olde. 

What sholde I tcllcn hem, sin they ben toldc? 
In youthe he made of Ceys and Alcion, 

And sithen hath he spoke of everichon, 

Thise noble wyves and thise loveres eke. 
Who-so that wol his large volume seke 
Cleped the Seintes Legende of Cupyde, 

Ther may be seen the large woundes wyde 



Of Lucresse, and of Babilan Tisbee; 
The swerd of Dido for the false Ence; 
The tree of Phillis for hir Demophon; 


The pleinte of Dianire and Hermion, the 

Of Adriane and of Isiphilce; talk 

The barcyne yle stonding in the see; of the Maa 

The dreynte Leander for his Erro; of 

Tlie teres of Eleyne, and eek the wo 
Of Brixseyde, and of thee, Ladomea; 1 

The crueltee of thee, queen Medea, 


TTiy litcl children hanging by the hals 
For thy Jason, that was of love so fals! 

0 Ypermistra, Pcnelopce, Alceste, 

Your wyfhod l :niendeth with the beste! 

But certcinly no word nc wryteth he 
Of thilke wikke cnsamplc of Canacec, 

That lovede hir owne brother sinfully; 

Of swichc cursed stories I scy ‘Ty’'; 

Or dies of Tyro Apollonius, 

How that the cursed king Antiochus 
Biraftc his doghtcr of hir maydenhede, 

ITiat is so horrible a talc for to rede. 

Whan he hir threw up-on the pavement. 

And therfore he, of ful avysement, 

Noldc never wryte in none of his sermouns 
Of swichc unkinde abhominaciouns, 

Ne I wol noon reherse, if that I may. 

But of my tale how shal I doon this day? 

Me were looth be lykned, doutclccs. 

To Muses that men clepe Pierides — 
Metamorphoscos wot what I mene: — 

But nathclees, I recche noght a bene 
Though I come after him with liawe-bake; 

1 speke in prose, and lat him rymes make.' 

And with 4hat word he, with a sobre chere, 

Bigan his tale, as ye shal after here. 

The Prologe of the Marines Tale of Lowe 

O hateful harml condicion of povcrtel 

With thurst, with cold, with hunger so confounded] 



To askcn help thee shameth in thyn lierte; 

If thou noon aske, with nede artow so wounded. 
That verray nede unwrappeth al thy woiindc hid! 
Maugree thyn heed, thou most for indigence 
Or stele, or begge, or borwe thy despcncc! 

Tlioii blaniest Crist, and seyst ful bitterly, 

He misdc])artcth richesse temporal; 

Thy neighebour thou wytest sinfully, 

And seyst thou hast to lyte, and he hath al. 
Tarfay,' seistow, 'somtyme he reknc shal. 

Whan tliat his tayl shal brennen in the glcdc. 

For he noght helpcth needfullc in hir nede.' 

Herkne what is the sentence of the wysc: — 

'Bet is to dycn than h:n e indigence;' 

‘Thy solve neighebour wol thee despyse;' 

If thou be povre, farwcl thy rex ciencc! 

Yet of the wyse man tak this sentence: — 

‘Allc the dayes of po\ re men ben wikke;' 

Be war therfor, er thou come in that prikke! 

'If thou be povTC, thy brother hateth thee. 

And alle thy freendcs fleen fro thee, alas!’ 

O riche marchaunts, ful of wcle ben ye, 

0 noble, o prudent folk, as in this eas! 

Your bagges been nat filled with ambes as. 

But with sis cinlc, that renneth for your chaiinec; 
At Cristemasse meric may yc daunce! 

Ye seken lond and see for your winninges. 

As wysc folk ye knowen al th’estaat 
Of regnes; yc ben fad res of tydinges 
And talcs, bothc of pecs and of debat. 

1 were right now of tales desolat, 

Ncrc that a marchaunt, goon is many a ycre, 

Me taughte a tale, which that ye shal here. 

Here heginneth the Man of Laive his Tale 

In Surric whylom dwclte a companye 
Of chapmen riche, and therto sadde and trewc, 



That wydc-wlicr scntcn her spyccryc, 
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But comcn hcm-sclf to Rome, this is the eiide; 

And in swich place, as tlioiightc hem avantage 
l‘"or her entente, tlicy take her herbergage. 

Sojourned haii thise marchants in that toun 
A ccrtcin tyme, as fcl to hir plesance. 

And so bifcl, that th'cxccllcnt renoun 
Of tircmperoures doghtcr, dame Custance, 

Reported was, with every circumstance, 

IJn-to thise Surrien marchants in swich wyse, 
h’ro day to day, as I shal yow devyse. 

'rhi<5 was the commune vois of every man — 

‘Our 1 Impcrour of Rome, god him see, 

\ doghtcr liath that, sin the world bigan, 
lb rv kiic as wcl hir goodnesse as beautee, 

Nas never swich another as is she; 

I prey to god in honour hir sustene. 

And woldc she were of al Europe the quene. 

In hir is heigh bcautcc, with-oiitc pryde, 

Yowthc, vs'ith-oute grenchedc or folyc; 

'Ib allc hir werkes vertu is hir gyde, 

Iluinblcssc hath slayn in hir al tirannye. 

She is mirour of allc curtcisyc; 

Hir hertc is verray chambre of holinesse, 

Hir hand, ministre of fredom for almesse/ 

And al this vois was soth, as god is trewc, 

But now to purpos lat us turne agayn; 


of gold, and satins riche of hewe; 
Her chaff ar was so thrifty and so newe. 

That every wight hath deyntec to chaff arc 
With hem, and cck to scllcn hem hir ware. 

Now fel it, that the maistres of that sort 
Han shapen hem to Rome for to wende; 
Were it for chapmanhode or for disport. 
Non other message wolde they thidcr sende, 



Thise marchants han doon fraught hir shippes newe, 
And, whan they han this blisful mayden scyn, 

Hoorn to Surrye been they went ful fayn, 

And doon her nodes as they han don yore, 

And liven in wele; I can sey yow no more. 

Now fel it, that thise marchants stode in grace 
Of him, that was the sowdan of Surrye; 

For whan they came from any strange place. 

He wolde, of his benigne curteisye. 

Make hem good chere, and bisily espyc 
Tydings of sondry regnes, for to Icre 
The wondres that they mighte seen or here. 

Amonges othere thinges, specially 

Thise marchants han him told of dame Custance, 

So gret noblesse in cmest, ceriously. 

That this sowdan hath caught so gret plcsance 
To han hir figure in his remembrance. 

That al his lust and al his bisy cure 
Was for to love hir whyl his lyf may dure. 

Paraventurc in thilke large book 

•Which that men clepe the heven, y-writen was 

With sterres, whan mat he his birthc took, 

That he for love shulde han his deeth, alias! 

For in the sterres, elcrer than is glas. 

Is writen, god wot, who-so coude it rede. 

The deeth of every man, withouten dredc. 

In sterres, many a winter ther-biforn, 

Was written the deeth of Ector, Achilles, 

Of Pompey, Julius, er they were born; 

The stryf of Thebes; and of Ercules, 

Of Sampson, Tumus, and of Socrates 
The deeth; but mennes wittes been so dulle, 

That no wight can wel rede it atte fulle. 

This sowdan for his privee conseil sente, 

^d, shortly of this mater for to pace. 
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He hath to hem declared his entente, 

And seyde hem certein, ‘but he mighte have grace 
To han Custancc with-inne a litel space, 

He nas but deed;' and charged hem, in hye, the 

To shapen for his lyf som remedye. tale 

of the Man 

Diverse men diverse thinges seyden; of 

They argiimcnten, casten up and doun 

Many a subtil resoun forth they leyden, 1 5 1 

They speken of magik and abusioun; 

But finally, as in conclusioun. 

They can not seen in that non avantage, 

Ne in non other wey, save manage. 

Tlian sawe they ther-in swich difficultee 
By wey of resoun, for to speke al playn. 

By-cause that ther was swich diversitee 
Bitwcnc hir bothe lawes, that they sayn, 

They tiowc ‘that no cristen prince wolde fayn 
Wedden his child under oure lawes swetc 
That us were taught by Mahoun our prophete.' 

And he answerde, ‘rather than I lese 
Custancc, I wol be cristned doutelees; 

I mot ben hires, I may non other chese, 

I prey yow holde your arguments in pees; 

Saveth my lyf, and beeth noght recchclees 
To geten hir that hath my lyf in cure; 

For in this wo I may not longe endure/ 

What nedeth gretter dilatacioun? 

I seye, by tretis and embassadrye. 

And by the popes mediacioun. 

And al the chirchc, and al the chivalrj^e, 

That, in destruccioun of Maumetrye, 

And in encrees of Cristes lawe derc. 

They ben acorded, so as ye shal here; 

How that the sowdan and'his baronage 
And alle his liges shulde y-cristned be. 



And he shal han Custance in manage, 

And ccrtein gold, I noot what quantitec, 

And her-to foundcn suffisant seurtee; 

THE This same acord was sworn on eyther syde; 

BANTER Now, fairc Custance, almighty god thcc gydel 

B IT i; V 

TALES Now wolde som men waiten, as I gcssc, 

111 at I shulde tcllcn al the purveyance 
132 That th’emperour, of his gretc noblesse, 

Math shapcn for his doghtcr dame Custance. 
Wei may men knowe that so gret ordinance 
May no man tcllcn in a litcl clause 
As wa.s arrayed for so heigh a cause. 

Bisshopcs ben shapcn with hir for to vvende, 
Lordes, ladycs, knightes of renoun, 

And other folk y-nowc, this is the ende; 

And notifyed is thurgh-oiit the toiin 
That every wight, w'ith gret devocioiin, 

Shulde preyen Crist that he this mariage 
Receyve in gree, and spede this viage. 

The day is comcn of hir departingc, 

I sey, the woful day fatal is come, 

Tliat thcr may be no longer taryingc. 

But forthward they hem dressen, alle and some; 
Custance, that was with sorwc al overcome, 

Ful pale arist, and dresseth hir to wende; 

For wel she secth thcr is non other cndc. 

Allas! what wonder is it though she wcptc. 

That shal be sent to strange nacioiin 
Fro freendles, that so tendrely hir kepte, 

And to be bounden under siibicccioiin 
Of oon, she knoweth not his condicioun. 
Housbondes been alle gode, and han ben yore. 
That knowen wyves, I dar say yow no more. 

‘Fader,' she sayde, ‘thy wreeched child Custance, 
Thy yonge doghter, fostred up so softe. 



And ye, my modcr, my sovcrayn plesance 
Over alle thing, out-taken Crist on-lofte, 
Custance, your child, hir recomandeth ofte 


Un-to your grace, for I shal to Surrye, the 

Ne shal I never seen yow more with ye. tale 

of the Man 

Allas! un-to the Barbre nacioun Qf i^^we 

I mostc anon, sin that it is your wille; 

But Crist, that starf for our redempeioun, 1 5 5 

So yc\c me grace, his hestes to fulfillc; 


I, wrccche womman, no fors though I spille. 
Wommen are born to thraldom and penance, 
And to l)cn under mannes governance/ 

I trowe, at Troye, whan Pirrus brak the wal 
Or Ylion brende, at 'Phebes the citce, 

Nat Rome, for the harm thurgh Hanibal 
T hat Romayns hath venquisshed h^mes three, 
Nas herd swich tendre weping for pitec 
As in the chambre was for hir departinge; 

Bot forth she moot, wher-so she wepe or singe. 

O firste moeving cruel firmament, 

With thy diurnal sweigh that crowdest ay 
And hill lest al from Est til Occident, 

I'hat naturclly wolde holdc another way, 

I’hy crowding set the hcven in swich array 
At tlic beginning of this fiers viage, 

'I’hat cruel Mars hath slayn this inariage. 

Infortiinat ascendent tortuous. 

Of which the lord is hclples fallc, alias! 

Out of his angle in-to the derkest hous. 

O Mars, O Atazir, as in this cas! 

O fcble monc, unhappy been thy pas! 

Thou knittest thee thcr thou art nat rcccyvcd, 
Thcr thou were wcel, fro thennes artow weyved. 

Imprudent emperour of Rome, alias! 

Was ther no philosophre in al thy toun? 
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Is no tyme bet than other in swich cas? 

Of viage is ther noon eleccioun. 

Namely to folk of heigh condicioun, 

Nat whan a rote is of a birthe y-knowe? 

AllasI we ben to lewed or to slowe. 

To shippe is brought this woful faire mayde 
Solempnely, with every circumstance. 

‘Now Jcsu Crist be with yow alle/ she saydc; 
Tlicr nis namore but ‘farewell faire Custancel' 
She peyneth hir to make good countenance. 
And forth I lete hir sayle in this mancrc. 

And turne I wol agayn to my matcrc. 

The moder of the sowdan, welle of vyces, 
Espyed hath hir sones plcyn entente. 

How he wol Icte his olde sacrifyccs, 

And right anon she for hir conscil sente; 

And they ben eome, to knowe what she mente. 
And when assembled was this folke in-fere, 

She sette hir doun, and sayde as ye shal here. 

Tordes,' quod she, 'ye knowen everichon, 
'How that my sone in point is for to lete 
The holy lawes of our Alkaron, 

Yeven by goddes message Makomete. 

But oon avow to grete god I hete, 

The lyf shal rather out of my body sterte 
Than Makometes lawe out of myn hertel 

What shulde us tyden of this newe lawe 
But thraldom to our bodies and penanee? 

And afterward in helle to be drawe 
For we rencyed Mahoun our ereance? 

But, lordes, wol ye maken assurance. 

As I shal seyn, assenting to my lore. 

And I shall make us sauf for evermore?' 


They sworen and assenten, every man, 

To live with hir and dye, and by hir stonde; 



And everich, in the beste ^se he can, 

To strengthen hir shal alle his freendes fonde. 
And she hath this cinpryse y-takc on honde. 


Which yc shal heren that I shal devyse, the 

And to hem alle she spak right in this wyse. tale 

of the Mair 

‘We shul first feyne us cristendom to take, of Lawe 

Cold water shal not greve us but a lyte; 

And I shal swich a feste and revel make, 1 

That, as I trowc, I shal the sowdan quyte. 


For though his wyf be cristned never so whyte 
She shal have nede to wasshc awey the rede, 
Thogh she a font-fiil water with hir Icde/ 

O sowdancssc, rote of iniquitee. 

Virago, thou Semyram the sccounde, 

O serpent under femininitee, 

Lyk to the serpent depe in helle y-boundc, 

O feyned womman, al that may confounde 
Vertu and innocence, thurgh thy malyce, 

Is bred in thee, as nest of every vyce! 

O Satan, envious sin thilke day 

TTiat thou were chased from our heritage, 

Wei knowestow to wommen the olde way! 
Thou madcst Eva bringe us in servage. 

Thou wolt fordoon this cristen mariage. 

Thyn instrument so, weylawcy the whyle! 
Makestow of wommen, whan thou wolt begylc. 

This sowdanesse, whom I thus blame and warie, 
Leet prively hir conseil goon hir way. 

What sholde I in this tale lenger tarie? 

She rydeth to the sowdan on a day, 

And seyde him, that she woldc rencye hir lay. 
And cristendom of preestes handes fonge. 
Repenting hir she hethen was so longe, 

Biseching him to doon hir that honour. 

That she moste han the cristen men to feste; 
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‘To plcscn hem I wol do my labour.' 

The sowdan seith, 'I wol don at yoiirheste/ 

And kncling thanketh hir of that requeste. 

So glad he was, he niste what to seyc; 

She kistc hir sonc, and hoom she gooth hir weye. 

Ex'plicii firiffia fars 


Sequitur ^ars secunda 

Arryved ben this Cristen folk to londc. 

In Surric, with a greet solcmpne route, 

And hastily tliis sowdan sente his sonde, 

First to his moder, and al the regne aboute. 
And scyde, his wyf was eomen, out of doute. 
And preyde hir for to ryde agayn the qiiene. 
The honour of his regne to sustenc. 

Gret was the prees, and riche was th'array 
Of Surriens and Romayns met y-fere; 

Tlic moder of the sowdan, riche and gay, 
Rcceyveth hir with al-so glad a chere 
As any moder mighte hir doghter dcre, 

And to the nexte citee ther bisyde 
A softe pas solempnely they r}'de. 

Noght trowe I the triumphe of Julius, 

Of whieh that Lucan maketh swich a host. 

Was royallcr, nc more curious 

Than was th'asscmblee of this blisful host. 

But this scorpioun, this wikked gost. 

The sowdanesse, for al hir flatcringc. 

Caste under this ful mortally to stinge. 

Tlie sowdan comth him-self sone after this 
So royally, that wonder is to telle, 

And weleometh hir with alle joyc and blis. 

And thus in merthe and joye I Icte hem dwelle. 
The fruyt of this materc is that I telle. 



Whan tyme cam, men thoughtc it for the beste 
That revel stinte, and men goon to hir restc. 


The tyme cam, this olde sowdanessc the 

Ordeyned hath this feste of which I toldc, tale 

And to the feste Cristen folk hem dresse of the Maw 

In general, yel bothc yongc and oldc of 

Here may men feste and royaltce biholde, 

And dcyntces mo than I can yow devyse, 1 

But al to dere they boughte it cr they rysc. 


O sodeyn wo! that ever art succcssour 
To worldly blissc, spreynd with bittcrncsse; 
"Ib'endc of the joyc of our worldly labour; 

Wo occupict^ -I . fyn of our gladnesse. 

Ilerkc this conseil for thy sikernesse. 

Up-on thy glade day have in thy minde 
'Fhe unwar wo or harm that comth bihinde. 

For shortly for to tellen at o word. 

The sowdan and the Cristen cverichone 
Ben al to-hewe and stikedat the bord, 

But it were only dame Custance allone. 

'Hi is olde sowdanessc, cursed crone. 

Hath with hir frendes doon this cursed dede, 
For she hir-self wolde al the contree Icdc. 

Ne thcr was Surricn noon that was converted 
Tliat of the conseil of the sowdan woot, 

'ITiat he nas al to-hewe cr he asterted. 

And Custance han they take anon, fooMioot, 
And in a shippe al stcrclccs, god woot, 

TTiey han hir set, and bidde hir lerne sayle 
Out of Surrye agaynward to Itayle. 

A certein tresor that she thider laddc. 

And, sooth to sayn, vitaille gret plcntee 
Tlicy han hir yeven, and clothes eek she hadde. 
And forth she sayleth in the salte see. 

O my Custance, ful of benignitce. 
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O emperoures yonge doghter dere, 

He that is lord of fortune be thy sterel 

She blesseth hir, and with f ul pitous voys 
Un-to the croys of Crist thus seyde she, 

‘O clere, o weiful auter, holy croys, 

Reed of the lambes blood full or pitee. 

That wesh the world fro the oldc iniquitee. 

Me fro the feend, and fro his clawes kcpe. 
That day that I shal drenchen in the depe. 

Victorious tree, proteccioun of trewe. 

That only worthy were for to bere 
The king of heven with his woundes newe. 
The whyte lamb, that hurt was with the spere, 
Flemcr of fecndes out of him and here 
On which thy limes feithfully extenden, 

Me keep, and yif me might my lyf t'amenden/ 

Yeres and dayes fleet this creature 
Thurghout the see of Grcce un-to the strayte 
Of Marrok, as it was hir ayenture; 

On many a sory meel now may she bayte; 

After her deeth ful often may she wayte, 

Ef that the wilde wawes wol hir dryve 
Un-to the place, thcr she shal arryve. 

Men mighten asken why she was not slayn? 
Eek at the feste who mighte hir body save? 
And I answere to that demaundc agayn. 

Who saved Daniel in the horrible cave, 

Ther every wight save he, maister and knave. 
Was with the leoun frete er he astertc? 

No wight but god, that he bar in his herte. 

God liste to shewe Kis wonderful miracle 
In hir, for we sholde seen his mighty werkes; 
Crist, which that is to eveiy harm triacle. 

By certein menes ofte, as knowen clerkes. 

Doth thing for certein ende that ful derk is 



To mannes wit, that for our ignorance 
Ne conne not knowe his prudent purveyance. 


Now, sith she was not at the feste y-slawe, the 

Who kepte hir fro the drenching in the see? tale 

Who kepte Jonas in the fisshes mawe of the Man 

Til he was spouted up at Ninivee? of 


Wei may men knowe it was no wight but he 
That kepte peple Ebraik fro hir drenchinge. 

With drye feet thurgh-out the see passinge. 

Who bad the foure spirits of tempest. 

That power ha:i t’anoyen land and see, 

'Bothe north and south, and also west and est, 
Anoyeth neither see, ne land, nc tree?' 

Sothly, the comaundour of that was he. 

That fro the tempest ay this womman kepte 
As wel whan [that] she wook as whan she slepte. 

Wher mighte this womman mete and drinke-have? 
Tlircc yecr and more how lasteth hir vitaille? 

Who fedde the Egipcien Marie in the cave. 

Or in desert? no wight but Crist, sans faille. 

Fyve thousand folk it was as gret men^aille 
With loves fyve and fisshes two to fede. 

God sente his foison at hir grete nede. 

She dryveth forth in-to our occean 
Thurgh-out our wilde see, til, atte laste, 

Under an hold that nempnen I ne can, 

Fer in Northumberlond the wawe hir caste, 

And in the sond hir ship stiked so faste. 

That thennes wolde it noght of al a tyde. 

The wille of Crist was that she shulde abyde. 

The constable of the castel doun is fare 
To seen this wrak, and al the ship he soghte. 

And fond this wery womman ful of care; 

He fond also the tresor that she broghtc. 
in hir langage mercy she bisoghte 



The lyf out of hir body for to twinne, 

Hir to delivere of wo that she was inne. 

A nianer Latin corrupt was hir speche. 

But algates tlier-by was she understondc; 

'File constable, whan him list no lenger seche, 
This woful womman broghte he to the londe; 
She knclcth doun, and thanketh goddes sonde. 
But what she was, she wolde no man scyc. 

For foul ne fair, thogh that she shuldc deye. 

She seyde, she was so massed in the see 
That she forgat hir minde, by hir trouthe; 

The constable hath of hir so greet pitee. 

And eek his wyf, that they wepen for routhe, 
She was so diligent, with-outen slouthe. 

To serve and plesen everich in that place. 

That alle hir loven that loken on hir face. 

This constable and dame Hermcngild his wyf 
Were payens, and that contrcc everywhere; 

But Hermengild lovede hir right as hir lyf, 

And Custance hath so longe sojourned there. 

In orisons, with many a bitter tere, 

Til Jesu hath converted thurgh his grace 
Dame Hermengild, constablesse of that place. 

In al that lond no Cristen durstc route, 

Allc Cristen folk ben fled fro that contree 
Thurgh payens, that conqucrcdcn al aboute 
The plages of the North, by land and see; 

To Walis fled the Cristianitee 
Of oldc Britons, dwellinge in this yle; 

Ther was hir refut for the mene whyle. 

But yet nere Cristen Britons so exyled 
That ther nere somme that in hir privetee 
Honoured Crist, and hethen folk bigylcd; 

And ny the castel swiche ther dweltcn three. 
That oon of hem was blind, and mighte nat see 
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But it were with thilke ySn of his minde, 

With whiche men seen, after that they ben blinde. 
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. Til Custance made hir bold, and bad hir werche 
'Ihc wil of Crist, as doghter of his chirche. 

'riie constable wex abasshed of that sight. 

And scyde, ‘what amounteth al this fare?’ 

Custance answerde, ‘sire, it is Cristes might, 

Hiat hclpeth folk out of the feendcs snare.’ 

And so ferforth she gan our lay declare, 

'Iliat she the constable, cr that it were eve, 
Converted, and on Crist made him bileve. 

This constable was no-thing lord of this place 
Of which I speke, ther he Custance fond, 

But kcptc is strongly, many wintres space, 

Under Alla, king of al Northumberlond, 

That was ful wys, and worthy of his bond 
Agayn the Scottes, as men may wcl here. 

But turnc I wol agayn to my materc. 

Sathan, that ever us waiteth to bigylc, 

Saugh of Custance al hir perfeccioun. 

And caste anon how he mighte quyte hir whyle, 
And made a yong knight, that dwelte in that toun, 
Love hir so hote, of foul affcccioun, 


Bright was the sonne as in that somcres day, 
For which the constable and his wyf also 
And Custance han y-take the righte way 
Toward tlie see, a furlong wey or two. 

To pleycn and to romen to and fro; 

And in hir walk this blinde man they mette 
Croked and old, with yen fastc y-shette. 

‘In name of Crist,’ cryde this blinde Britoun, 
‘Dame Ilcrmengild, yif me my sightc agayn/ 
’Ihis lady wex aff’-r^cd of the soun, 

T .cst that hir housbond, shortly for to snyn, 
Wolde hir for jesu Cristes love han slayn. 



That venaily him thoughte he shulde spille 
But he of hir mighte ones have his wille. 

He woweth hir, but it availleth noght, 

She wolde do no sinne, by no weye; 

And, for despyt, he compassed in his thoght 
To maken hir on shamful deth to deye. 

He wayteth whan the constable was aweye, 

And prively, up-on a night, he crepte 
In Hermengildes chambre whyl she slepte. 

Wery, for-waked in her orisouns, 

Slepeth Custance, and Hermengild also. 

This knight, thurgh Sathanas temptaciouns, 

A1 softely is to the bed y-go, 

And kitte the throte of Hermengild a-two, 

And leyde the blody knyf by dame Custance, 

And wente his wey, ther god yeve him meschance! 

Sone after comth this constable hoom agayn, 

And eek Alla, that king was of that lond, 

And saugh his wyf despitously y-slayn, 

For which ful ofte he weep and wrong his bond, 
•And in the bed the blody knyf he fond 
By dame Custance; alias! what mighte she scyc? 
For verray wo hir wit was al aweye. 

To king Alla was told al this meschance, 

And eek the tyme, and where, and in what wyse 
That in a ship was founden dame Custance, 

As heer-bifom that ye han herd devyse. 

The kinges hertc of pitee gan agryse. 

Whan he saugh so benigne a creature 
Falle in disese and in misaventure. 

For as the lomb toward his deeth is broght. 

So stant this innocent bifore the king; 

This false knight that hath this tresoun wroght 
Berth hir on bond that she hath doon this thing. 
Butnathelees, ther was [ful] greet moorning 


THE 

CANTER- 

BUKY 

TALES 

142 



THE 

TALE 

of the Man 
of Lawc 

H3 


She sette her doun on knees, and thus she sayde, 
‘Immortal god, that savedest Susanne 
Fro false blame, and thou, merciful mayde, 

Mary I mcne, doghter to Seint Anne, 

Bifore whos child aungeles singe Osanne, 

If I be giltlees of this felonye. 

My socour be, for elles I shal dye!' 

Have ye nat seyn some tyme a pale face. 

Among a precs, of him that hath be lad 
Toward his decth, wher-as him gat no grace. 

And swich a colour in his face hath had, 

Men mightc knowe his face, that was bisted, 
Amonges alle the faces in that route: 

So stant Custance, and loketh hir aboute. 

O quenes, livinge in prosperitee. 

Duchesses, and ye ladies everichone, 

Haveth som routhe on hir adversitee; 

An emperoures doghter stant allone; 

She hath no wight to whom to make hir mone. 


Among the peple, and seyn, ‘they can not gesse 
That she hath doon so greet a wikkednesse. 

For they han seyn hir ever so vertuous. 

And loving Hermengild right as her lyf/ 

Of this bar witnesse everich in that hous 
Save he that Hermengild slow with his knyf, 
This gentil king hath caught a gret motyf 
Of this witnesse, and thoghte he wolde enquere 
Depper in this, a trouthe for to lere. 

Allas! Custance! thou hast no champioun, 

Ne fightc canstow nought, so wcylawey! 

But he, that starf for our redempeioun 
And bond Sathaii (and yit lyth ther he lay) 

So be thy stronge champioun this day! 

F or, but-if Crist open miracle kythe, 
'Withouten gilt thou shalt be slayn as swythe. 



O blood royal, that stondest in this drcde, 

Fer ben thy freendes at thy grctc nede! 

This Alla king hath swich compassioun. 

As gentil herte is fulfild of pitee, 

That from his yen ran the water doun. 

‘Now hastily do fccche a book/ quod he, 

‘And if this knight wol sweren how that she 
This womman slow, yet wole we us avyse 
Whom that we wole that shal ben our justyse/ 

A Briton book, writen with Evangyles, 

Was fet, and on this book lie swoor anoon 
She gilty was, an in the mcne whylcs 
A hand him smoot upon the nekke-boon. 

That doun he fil atones as a stoon, 

And bothc his yen broste out of his faee 
In sight of every body in that place. 

A vois was herd in general audience. 

And seyde, ‘thou hast desclaundred giltelees 
The doghtcr of holy chirche in hey presence; 
Thus hastou doon, and yet holdc 1 my pees/ 

. Of this mcrvaille agast was al the prees; 

As mased folk they stoden evcrichone. 

For drede of wrcche, save Custance allone. 

Greet was the drede and cck the repentance 
Of hem that hadden wrong suspcccioun 
Upon this scly innocent Custance; 

And, for this miracle, in conclusioun. 

And by Custances mediacioun. 

The king, and many another in that place. 
Converted was, thanked be Cristes grace! 

This false knight was slayn for his untrouthe 
By jugement of Alla hastily; 

And yet Custance hadde of his deeth gret routhe. 
And after this Jesus, of his mercy. 

Made Alla wedden ful solempnely 
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This holy mayclcn, that is so bright and shenc, 

And thus hath Crist y-maad Ciistance a qucne. 
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The fruit of every talc is for to seyc; 

'riicy etc, and driiike, and daunce, and singe, and pleye. 

T’hcy goon to bcdde, as it was skilc and right; 
h or, thogh that wyves been ful holy thinges, 

They iiiostc take in pacicncc at night 
Svvich manor necessaries as been plesingcs 
To folk that han y-wedded hem with ringes, 

And leyc a lyte hir holinesse asyde 
As for the tyinc; it may no bet bityde. 

On hir he gat a knave-child anoon. 

And to a bishop and his constable ckc 
He took his wyf to kepc, whan he is goon 
To Scotland-ward, his fo-mcn for to seke; 

Now faire Custance, that is so humble and meke, 

So longc is goon with childe, til that stille 
She halt hir chambre, abyding Cristes wille. 

Tlic tyme is come, a knave-child she ber; 

Mauricius at the font-stoon they him calle; 

TTiis constable dooth forth come a messager. 

And wroot un-to his king, that cleped was Alle, 

How that this blisful tvding is bifallc. 


3ut who was woful, if I shal nat lye. 

Of this wedding but Donegild, and na mo, 
Tlic kinges moder, ful of tirannyc? 

Hir thoughte hir cursed hertc brast a-two; 
She woldc noght hir sone had do so; 

Hir thoughte a despit, that he sholdc take 
So strange a creature un-to his make. 

Me list nat of the chaf nor of the stree 
Makcn so long a talc, as of the corn. 

What sholde I tellen of the royaltce 
At mariage, or wnicii couis gooth biforn, 
W'ho blowcth in a trompc or in an horn? 
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And othcre tydings speedful for to scye; 

He tak'th the lettre, and forth he gooth his weyc. 

This mcssager, to doon his avantagc, 

Un-to the kinges moder rydcth swythe, 

And salueth hir ful faire in his langagc, 
‘Madame/ quod he, 'ye may be glad and blythe. 
And thanke god an hundred thousand sythe; 

My lady quene hath child, with-outcn doute. 

To joye and blisse of al this rcgnc aboutc. 

Lo, hecr the lettres selcd of this thing, 

That I mot here with al the haste I may; 

If ye wol aught un-to your sone the king, 

I am your servant, bothe night and day/ 
Doncgild answerde, ‘as now at this tymc, nay; 
But heer al night I wol thou take thy rcstc, 
Tomorwe wol I seye thee what me leste/ 

This messager drank sadly ale and wyn. 

And stolen were his lettres prively 
Out of his box, whyl he sleep as a swyn; 

And countrefeted was ful subtilly 
Another lettre, wroght ful sinfully, 

Un-to the king direct of this matcre 
Fro his constable, as ye shal after here. 

The lettre spak, 'the queen delivered was 
Of so horrible a feendly creature, 

That in the castel noon so hardy was 
That any whyle dorste ther endure. 

The moder was an elf, by aventure 
Y-come, by charmes or by sorcerye. 

And every wight hateth hir companye/ 

Wo was this king v/han he this lettre had seyn. 
But to no wighte he tolde his sorwes sore, 

But of his owene honde he wroot ageyn, 
'Welcome the sonde of Crist for evermore 
To me, that am now lemed in his lore; 



Lord, welcome be thy lust and thy plcsauncc, 
My lust I putte al in thyn ordinaunce! 

Kepeth this child, al be it foul or fair. 

And eck my wyf, un-to myn hoom-cominge; 
Crist, whan him list, may scndc me an heir 
More agreablc than this to my lykinge/ 

'riiis lettre he sclcth, privcly wepinge, 

Which to the messager was take sone, 

And fortli he gooth, thcr is na more to done. 

O messager, fiilfild of dronkencssc. 

Strong is thy breeth, thy limes faltrcn ay. 

And thou biwreyest alle sccreenessc. 

'Thy mind is Ion*, lliu'-i janglcst as a jaj', 
rhy face is turned in a newe array! 

Ther dronkencsse regneth in any route, 

Ther is no conscil hid, with-oiiten doutc. 

O Donegild, I nc have noon English digne 
(Jn-to thy malice and thy tirannyc! 

And therfor to the feend I thee resigne. 

Let him endyten of thy traitorye! 

Fy, mannish, fy! o nay, by god, I lye, 

Fy, feendly spirit, for I dar wcl telle, 

Though thou heer walke, thy spirit is in hcllc! 

This messager comth fro the king agayn, 

And at the kinges modres court he lighte. 
And she was of this messager ful fayn, 

And plesed him in al that ever she mighte. 

He drank, and wel his girdcl iinderpighte. 

He slepeth, and he snorcth in his g}^se 
Al night, un-til the sonne gan aryse. 

Eft were his lettrcs stolen cvcrichon 
And countrefeted lettres in this wysc; 

‘ITic king comandeth his constable anon. 

Up peyne of hanging, and on heigh juyse, 
lliat he ne sholde suffren in no wyse 
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Custancc in-with his rcgne for t'abyde 
Thrc daycs and a quarter of a tyde; 
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This mcssagcr on morwc, whan he wook, 

Un-to the castel halt the nexte wey, 

And to the constable he the lettre took; 

And whan that he this pitoiis lettie sey, 

Fill ()fte he seyde 'alias!' and 'wcylawey!' 

'Lord Crist/ quod he, 'how may this world endure? 
So ful of sinne is many a creature! 

O mighty god, if that it be thy wille, 

Sith thou art rightful juge, how may it be 
That thou wolt siiffren innocents to spille. 

And wikked folk regne in prospcritcc? 

O good Custance, alias! so wo is me 
’ Tliat I mot be thy tormcntoiir, or deye 
On shames deeth; thcr is noon other weyc!' 

Wepen bothe yongc and oldc in al that place, 
Whan that the king this cursed lettre sente. 

And Custance, with a dccdly pale face. 

The fertile day toward hir ship she wentc. 

But nathcles she taketh in good entente 
The wille of Crist, and, kneling on the strondc, 

She seyde, 'lord! ay wel-com be thy sonde! 

He that me kepte fro the false blame 
Whyl I was on the londe amonges yow, 

He can me kepe from harme and eek fro shame 
In salte see, al-thogh I see nat how. 

As stiong as ever he was, he is yet now. 


But in the same ship as he hir fond, 

Hir and hir yongc sone, and al hir gere. 

He sholde puttc, and croude hir fro the lond. 
And charge hir that she never eft come there.' 
O my Custance, wcl may thy goost have fere 
And sleping in thy drcem been in penance, 
When Donegild caste al this ordinance! 



In liiin tristc I, and in his inoder dcrc, 
'I’liat is to me my seyl and eek my stere/ 


Her litcl child lay weping in hir arm, thk 

And kncling, pitously to him she seyde, tale 

■ Tecs, litcl sonc, I wol do thee non harm/ of the Man 

W ith that hir kerchef of hir heed she breyde, of Lawt 

And over his litcl yen she it Icyde; 

And in hir arm she lulleth it ful faste, 

And in-to heven hir yen up she caste. 


‘Modcr,' quod she, 'and mayde bright, Marye, 
Sooth is tliat thiugh wommannes eggement 
\ fankind was lorn damned ay to dye, 

I OT w liich thy child W'as on a croys y-rent; 

Hiy blisful yen sawe al his torment; 

'.riian is ther no comparison bitwene 
I'hy wo and any wo man may sustene. 

niou sawc thy child y-slayn bifor thyn yen, 

\nd )'ct now liveth my litel child, parfay! 

\(A\ , lady ])right, to whom alle wofiil crycn, 
ri;oii gloric of wommanhede, thou fairc may, 
'I’hoii liavcn of refnt, l)righte sterre of day, 
llcvvc on my child, that of thy gcntillessc 
Rew cst on every rcwfiil in distresse! 

O litcl child, alias! what is thy gilt, 
i'hat never WTOughtest sinne as yet, pardee, 
^^'ily wil thyn harde fader han thee spilt? 

() mercy, dcrc constable!’ quod she; 

‘As lat my litel child dwelle heer with thee; 

And if thou darst not saveii him, for blame, 

So kis him ones in his fadres name!’ 

"FTier-with she loketh bakward to the londe. 

And seyde, ‘far-wel, housbond routhclecs!’ 

And up she rist, and walketh doun the stronde 
Toward the ship; hir folweth al the prees, 

And ever she preyeth hir child to holdc his pees; 
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And taketh hir leve, and with an holy entente 
She blcsscth hir; and in-to ship she wente. 

Vitailled was the ship, it is no drede, 

Habundantly for hir, ful longe space, 

And other necessaries that sholde nede 
She hadde y>nogh, heried be goddes gracel 
For wind and weder almighty god purchace. 

And bringe hir hoomi I can no bettre seye; 

But in the see she dryveth forth hir weye. 

Explicit secunda pars 

Sequitur pars iercia 

Alla the king comth hoom, sonc after this. 

Unto his castcl of the which I tolde, 

And axeth wher his wyf and his child is. 

Tlie constable gan aboutc his herte colde. 

And pleynly al the mancr he him tolde 
As yc han herd, I can telle it no bettre, 

And sheweth the king his seel and [cck] his lettre. 

And scyde, ‘lord, as ye comaunded me 
Up peyne of deeth, so have I doon, certein.' 

This messager tormented was til he 
Moste biknowe and tellen, plat and plcin. 

Fro night to night, in what place he had leyn. 

And thus, by wit and subtil enqueringe, 
Ymagined was by whom this harm gan springe. 

The hand was knowc that the lettre wroot. 

And al the venim of this cursed dede. 

But in what wyse, certeinly I noot. 

Th 'effect is this, that Alla, out of drede, 

His moder slow, that men may pleinly rede. 

For that she traitour was to hir ligeaunce. 

Hius endeth olde Donegild with meschaunce. 

The sorwe that this Alla, night and dav, 

> Maketh for his wyf and for his child also. 



Ther is no tonge that it telle may. 

But now wol I un-to Custaiice go. 

That fleteth in the see, in peyne and wo, 

Fyve yeer and more, as lykcd Cristes sonde, 

Er that hit ship approchcd un-to londe. 

Under an hetnen castel, atte laste. 

Of which the name in my text noght I finde, 
Custancc and eek hir child the see upcaste. 
Almighty god, that saveth al mankindc, 

Have on Custancc and on hir child some minde. 
That fallen is in hethen land eft-sone. 

In point to spille, as I shal telle yow sone. 

Doun from the castel comth ther many a wight 
To gauren on this ship and on Custancc. 

But shortly, from the castel, on a night, 

I’hc lordcs styward — god yeve him meschaunce! — 
A theef, that had reneyed our creaunce. 

Com in-to ship allone, and seyde he sholde 
Hir Icmman be, where-so she wolde or nolde. 

Wo was this wrecched womman tho bigon, 

Hir child cryde, and she cryde pitously; 

But blisful Marie heclp hir right anon; 

For with hir strugling wel and mightily 
The theef fil over bord al sodeinly, 

And in the see he dreynte for vengeance; 

And thus hath Crist unweummed kept Custance. 

O foule lust of luxurie! lo, thyn endel 
Nat only that thou feyntest mannes minde, 

But verraily thou wolt his body shende; 

Th'ende or thy werk or of thy lustes blinde 
Is compleyning, how many-oon may men finde 
That noght for werk som-tyme, but for th'entente 
To doon this sinne, ben outher sleyn or shentel 

How may this wayke womman han this strengthe 
Hir to defende agayn this renegat? 
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0 Colias, unmcsurable of Icngthe, 

How niighte David make thee so inal, 

So yong and of armure so desolat? 

How dorstc he loke up-on thy dreclful face? 

Wei may men seen, if nas but goddes grace! 

Who yaf Judith corage orhardincssc 
To sleen him, Olofcrnus, in his tentc, 

And to dcliveren out of wrecchednesse 
The pcple of god? I scye, for this entente. 

That, right as god spirit of vigour sente 
To hem, and saved hem out of mescliancc, 

So sente he might and vigour to Custance. 

Forth goth hir ship thurgh-oiit the narwc month 
Of Jubaltar and Septe, dryving ay, 

Som-tyme West, som-tyme North and South, 

And som-tyme Est, ful many a wery day, 

Til Cristes modcr (blessed be she ay! ) 

Hath shapen, thurgh hir eiidclccs goodnessc, 

To make an ende of al hir hevincssc. 

Now lat us stinte of Ciistancc but a throwc. 

And speke we of the Roinain Emperoiii, 
lliat out of Surric hath by lettres knowc 
The slaughtre of Cnsten folk, and dishonour 
Don to his doghtcr by a fals trnitour, 

1 mcne the eursed wikked sowdancssc. 

That at the feste lect sleen both more and lesse. 

For whieh this emperour hath sent anooii 
His senatour, with royal ordinance, 

And othere lordes, got wot, many oon, 

On Surriens to taken heigh vengeance. 

They brennen, sleen, and bringe hem to meschance 
Is complcyning, how many-oon may men findc 
Ful many a day; but shortly, this is the endc, 
Homward to Rome they shapen hem to ^\'cndc. 

This senatour repaireth with victorie 
To Rome-ward, sayling ful royally. 



And nicttc the ship dryving, as seith the storie, 
In which Custance sit fill pitoiisly. 

No-thing ne knew he what she was, ne why 


She was in swich array; ne she nil seye the 

Of hir estaat, altliogh she sholde dcyc. tale 

of the Man 

He bringeth hir to Rome, and to his wj^f of Lawe 

■ I Te yaf hir, and hir yonge sone also; 

Vnd with the senatour she laddc her Ij^f . 1 5 ^ 

rims can our lady bringen out of wo 


Wofiil Custance, and many another mo. 

And longc tyme dwelled .she in tlnit place, 

111 holy werkes ever, as was hir grace. 

'Flic scnatourcs wyf hir aunte was, 

Ihit for al that she knew hir never the more; 

1 wol no lengcr lai len in this cas. 

Rut to king Alla, which I spak of yore, 

'Fhat for his wyf wepeth and syketh sore, 

I wol retourne, and Icte I wol Cushuicc 
Under the scnatourcs goNcrnanee. 

King Alla, which that liacldc his moder slayiv, 
Upon a day fil in swich repcnianec. 

That, if I shortly tcllen shal and plain, 

To Rome he comth, to rcceyven his penancc', 
And puttc him in the popes ordinance 
In heigh and low, and jesu Crist bisoghtc 
Foryevc his wikked werkes that he wroghte. 

Tlie fame anon thurgli Rome toun is bonj. 
How Alla king shal come in pilgrimage. 

By herbergeours that wenten him biforn; 

I "or which the senatour, as was usage. 

Rood him ageyn, and many of his linage, 

As vvel to shewen his hcigh.c magnificence 
As to don any king a reverence. 

Greet eh ere dooth this noble senatour 
To king Alla, and he to him also; 



Everidi of hem dotfi other greet honour; 

And so bifel that, in a day or two, 

This senatour is to king Alla go 
To feste, and shortly, if I shafnat lye, 

Custances sone wente in his companye. 

Som men wolde seyn, at requeste of Custance, 

This senatour hath lad this child to feste; 

I may nat tellen every circumstance. 

Be as be may, ther was he at the Icste. 

But soth is diis, that, at his modres heste, 

Bifom Alla, during the metres space, 

The child stood, loking in the kinges face. 

This Alla king hath of this child greet wonder. 

And to the senatour he scyde anon, 

‘Whos is that faire child that stondeth yonder?' 

‘I noot,' quod he, ‘by god, and by scint John! 

A moder he hath, but fader hath he non 
That I of woot' — ^but shortly, in a stounde. 

He tolde Alla how that this child was foimde. 

‘But god wot,' quod this senatour also, 

‘So vertuous a livere in my lyf, 

Ne saugh I never as she, ne herdc of mo 
Of worldly wommen, mayden, nor of w>'f; 

I dar wel seyn hir hadde lever a knyf 
Thurgh-out her breste, than been a worn man wikke; 
Ther is no man coude bringe hir to that prikke.' 

Now was this child as lyk un-to Custance 
As possible is a creature to be. 

This Alla hath the face in remembrance 
Of dame Custance, and ther-on mused he 
If that the childes moder were aught she 
That was his wyf, and prively he sighte, 

And spedde him fro the table that he mighte. 

‘Parfay,' thoghte he, ‘fantome is in myn heed! 

I oghte deme, of skilful jugement. 



That in the salte see my wyf is deed/ 

And afterward he made his argument — 

'What woot I, if that Crist have hider y-sent 
My wyf by see, as wel as he hir sente 
To my contree fro thennes that she wente?' 

And, after noon, hoom with the senatour 
.Goth Alla, for to seen this wonder ehaunce. 
This senatour dooth Alla greet lionour. 

And hastifly he sente after Custauncc. 

But trusteth weel, hir liste nat to daunce 
Whan that she wiste wherefor was that sonde. 
Unnethe up-on hir feet she mighte stonde. 

When Alla sangh his wyf, fairc he hir grette. 
And weep, that it was routhe for to see. 

For at the firste luuk ne un hir sette 
He knew wcl verraily that it was she. 

And she for sorwe as domb stant as a tree; 

So was hir herte shet in hir distresse 
Whan she remembred his unkindnesse. 

Twyes she swoned in his owne sightc; 

He weep, and him excuseth pitously: — 

‘Now god,' quod he, ‘and alle his halves brighte 
So wisly on my soule as have mercy, 

Tliat of your harm as giltelees am I 
As is Maurice my sone so lyk your face; 

Elies the feend me fecche out of this placel' 

Long was the sobbing and the bitter peyne 
Er that hir woful hertes mighte ccssc; 

Greet was the pitee for to here hem plcync, 
Thurgh whiche plcintes gan hir wo cncresse, 

I prey yow al my labour to rclcsse; 

I may nat telle hir wo un-til tomorwe, 

I am so wery for to speke of sorwe. 

But fynally, when that the sooth is wist 
That Alla giltelees was of hir wo. 



1 trowc an hundred tymes been they kist, 

And swich a blisse is thcr bitwix hem two 
That, save the joye that lasteth evcrmo, 

T Hi Tlier is non lyk, that any creature 
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i ^5 Tliat he wold preye hir fader specially 

That, of his magestcc, he woldc cnclync 
To vouche-saiif som day with him to dyne; 

She preyde him eek, he sholde by no weye 
Un-to hir fader no word of hir scyc. 

Som men wold seyn, how that the child Mniuicc 
Doth this message un-to this cm pci our; 

But, as I gesse, Alla was nat so nyce 
lb him, that was of so sovcrcyn honour 
As he that is of Cristen folk tlic flour. 

Sente any child, but it is bet to deme 
He wente him-sclf, and so it may w cl seme. 

This emperour hath graiintcd gcntilly 
To come to diner, as he him bisoghtc; 

And wcl rede I, he loked bisily 

Up-on this child, and on his doghtcr thoghtc. 

Alla goth to his in, and, as him oghte, 

Arrayed for this festc in every wyse 
As ferforth as his conning may suffyse. 

The morwc cam, and Alla gan him dresse. 

And cek his wyf, this emperour to mctc; 

And forth they ryde in joye and in gladncssc. 

And when she saugh hir fader in the strctc. 

She lightc doun, and fallcth him to fete. 
Tader,' quod she, ‘your yongc child Custanc( 

Is now fill dene out of your remembrance. 


I am your doghter Ciistancc,' quod she, 
‘That whylom yc han sent un-to Surryc. 
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It am I, fader, that in the salte see 
Was put allonc and dampned for to dye. 

Now, gode fader, inerey I yow erye. 

Send me namore nn-to non hethenesse. 

But thonketh my lord heer of his kindenesse.' 

of the Man 

Who can the pitous joye tcllen al of 

Bitwix hem three, sin they ben thus y-mette? 

But of my talc make an endc I slial; 1 57 

The day goth faste, 1 wol no longer lette. 

This glade folk to diner they hem sette; 

111 joye and blisse at mete I letc hem dwellc 
A thousand fold wcl more than I can telle. 

This child Maurice was sithen emperour 
Maad by the pone, and lived Cristcnly. 

'I'o Cristes ciiirctie he dide greet honour; 

But I letc al his storic passen by. 

Of Ciislaiice is my talc specially. 

In oldc Romayn gestes may men finde 
Maurices lyf; 1 bere it noght in mindc. 

riiis king Alla, whan he his tyme scy, 

W ith his Custance, his holy wyf so swete, 

I'o hlngelond been they come the rightc wey, 

W hcr-as they live in joye and in quiete. 

But litel whyl it lastcth, I yow hctc, 

Joye of this world, for tyme wol nat abyde; 

I lo day to night it changeth as the tyde. 

W ho li\cd e\'er in swich dclyt o day 
i'liat him ne moeved outhcr conscicnec, 

Or ire, or talent, or som kin affray, 
h'.nvyc. or jiryde, or passion, or offence? 

I ne sc}'c but for this ende this sentence, 
riiat htel whyl in joye or in plcsancc 
1 lastcth the blisse of Alla with Custance. 

For decth, that taketh of heigh and low his rente, 

When passed was a yeer, even as I gesse. 
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Out of this world this king Alla he hente, 

For whom Custancehath fill gret hevinesse. 
Now lat us prcycn god his soule blcssc! 

And dame Custancc, fynally to seye, 

Towards the toun of Rome gooth hir weye. 

To Rome is come this holy creature. 

And fyiideth ther hir frendes hole and sounde: 
Now is she scaped al hir aventure; 

And whan that she hir fader hath y-founde, 
Doun on hir knees fallcth she to grounde; 
Weping for tendrencsse in herte blylhc. 

She hcrieth god an hundred thousand sythe. 

In vertu and in holy ahnes-dede 

I’hcy liven allc, and never a-sondcr wende; 

Til deeth departed hem, this lyf they Icde. 

And fareth now wcel, my tale is at an ende. 
Now jesu Crist, that of his might may sende 
Joye after w'o, governe us in his grace. 

And kepe us alle that ben in this place! Amen. 


Here endeth the Tale of the Man of Lawe; and next 
the Shipmannes Prolog 



The Shipmannes Tale 


Here higinneth the Shi'pmannes Prolog 


O iTR hoste up on his stiropes stood anon, 
And seyde, ‘good men, herkneth everich on; 
This was a thrifty talc for the nones! 

Sir parish prest,' quod he, ‘for goddes bones, 

Tcl ns a talc, as was thy forw^ard yore. 

I sec vvel that ye Icrncd men in lore 
Can moche good, by goddes dignitce!' 

The Persone him aiisvvcrdc, 'ben' cite f 
What cylcth the man, so sinfully to swere?’ 

Our hoste answerde, ‘O Jankin, be yc there? 

I smclle a lollcr in the wind," quod he. 

‘How! good men," quod our hoste, ‘herkneth me; 
Abydeth, for goddes digne passioun, 
r"or we shal han a prcdicacioiin; 

This loller heer wil prechen us som-what." 

‘Nay, by my fader soule! that shal be nat,* 
Seyde tlie Shipman; ‘heer he shal nat prcchc, 

He shal no gospel glosen heer nc teche. 

Wc Icvc allc in the grete god," quod he, 

‘He wolde sowen som difficultce. 

Or springen cokkcl in our clone corn; 

And therfor, hoste, I wame thee biforn. 
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My joly body shal a talc tcllc, 

And I shal clinkcn yow so mcry a belle, 

That I shal waken al this compayne; 

But it shal nat ben of philosophyc, 

Ne physiccs, ne tcrmcs qucintc of lawc; 

Thcr is but litcl Latin in my mawe/ 

Here endeth the Shipman his Prolog 

Here higinneih the Shipmannes Tale 

A Marchant whyloin dwelled at Scint Denys, 
That riche was, for which men heldc him wts; 
A wyf he haddc of excellent bcautec. 

And compaignable and revelous w^ns slic. 
Which is a thing that caiiscth more dispciice 
Than worth is al the chcrc and rcx crcncc 
ITiat men hem doon at festes and at daunces; 
Swiche saliitaciouns and contcnaunces 
Passen as dooth a shadwe up-on the w'al. 

But W'O is him that paycn moot for al; 

The scly housbond, algatc he mot payc; 

He moot us clothe, and he moot us arrayc, 

Al for his owenc WT)rship riehcly, 

In which array we daunce jolily. 

Arid if that he noght may, par-aventurc. 

Or elles, list no swich dispcncc endure. 

But thinketh it is wasted and y-lost, 

*^11130 moot another paycn for our cost, 

Or lene us bold, and that is perilous. 

This noble Marchant hecld a worthy hous. 
For which he hadde alday so greet repair 
For his largesse, and for his wyf was fair, 

Tliat wonder is; but herkneth to my talc. 
Amonges allc his gestes, grctc and snialc, 

Tlicr w'as a monk, a fair man and a bold, 

I trowe of thritty winter he was old, 

Tliat ever in oon was drawing to that place. 
This yongc monk, that was so fair of face, 
Aqueinted was so with the gode man, 



Sith that hir firste knowclichc bigan, 

That in his hoiis as famulicr was he 
As it possible is any freend to be. 

And for as muchcl as this godc man 
And cck this monk, of which that I bigan. 
Were bothe two y-born in o village, 

The monk him claimeth as for cosinage; 

And he again, he seith nat ones nay. 

But was as glad thcr-of as fowel of day; 

T or to his herte it was a greet plesaiince. 

Thus been they knit with eterne alliaunce. 

And ech of hem gan other for t’assure 
Of bretherhede, whyl that hir lyf may dure. 

Free was daun John, and namely of dispence 
As in thattious; and ful of diligence 
To doon plespuncc, and also greet costage. 

ITe noght torgar to yeve the Iccstc page 
In al that hous; but, after hir degree. 

He yaf the lord, and sitthe al his rncynee. 

When that he cam, som mancr honest thing; 
Vor which they were as glad of his coming 
As fowcl is fayn, whan that the sonne up-ryseth. 
Na more of this as now, for it suffyseth. 

But so l)ifcl, this inarchant on a day 
Shoop him to make redy his array 
'I'ou'ard the toun of Brugges for to fare. 

To bycn thcr a porcioun of ware; 
hV)r which he hath to Paris sent anon 
A iTicssagcr, and preyed hath daun John 
That he shoklc come to Scint Dci.ys to plcye 
With him and with his wyf a day or tweye, 

Kr he to Brugges wente, in allc wyse. 

Tliis noble monk, of which I yow devyse. 
Hath of his abbot, as him list, licence. 

By-cause he was a man of heigh prudence, 

And cck an officer, out for to ly'dc. 

To seen hir graiinges and hir bernes wyde; 

And un-to Scint Denys he comth anon. 

Who was so welcome as my lord daun John, 
Our dcre cosin, ful of curtcisyc? 
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With him broghte he a jiibbe of Malvesye, 

And eck another, ful of fyn Vemage. 

And volatyl, as ay was his usage. 

And thus I lete hem ete and drinke and plcye, 

This marchant and this monk, a day or twcyc. 

The thridde day, tliis marchant up aryseth, 

And on his ncdcs sadly him avyseth, 

And up in-to his countour-hous goth he 
To rekene with him-self, as wel may be. 

Of thilke yecr, how that it with him stood, 

And how that he despended hadde his good; 

And if that he cncrcsscd were or noon. 

His bokes and his bagges many oon 
He leith biforn him on his coiinting-bord; 

Ful riche was his tresor and his hord, 

For which ful faste his countour-dorc he shette; 

And cek he nolde that no man sholdc him lette 
Of his accountes, for tlic mcnc tyme; 

And thus he sit til it was passed prj'me. 

Daun John was risen in the monve also, 

And in the gardin walkcth to and fro. 

And hath his things scyd ful ciirteisly. 

Tliis godc wyf cam walking privcly 
In-to the gardin, ther he walkcth softc, 

And him salcwcth, as she hath don oftc. 

A mayde child cam in hir companye, 

Which as hir list she may governc and gyc, 

For yet under the yerde was the mayde. 

‘O dere cosin myn, daun John,* she sayde, 

‘What eyleth yow so rathe for to rysc?* 

‘Nece,* quod he, ‘it oghte y-nough suffyse 
Fyve houres for to slope up-on a night. 

But it weer for an old appalled wight. 

As been thise wedded men, that lye and dare 
As in a forme sit a wery hare. 

Were al for-straught with houndes grete and smalc. 
But dere nece, why be ye so pale? 

I trowe certes that our gode man 
Hath yow laboured sith the night bigan, 

That yow were nede to resten hastily?' 



And with that word he lough ful merily. 

And of his owene thought he wex al reed. 

This faire wyf gan for to shake hir heed. 

And scyde thus, ‘ye, god wot al,’ quod she; 

‘Nay, cosin myn, it stant nat so with me. 
h or, by that god that yaf me soule and lyf. 

In al the reme of France is ther no wyf 
That lassc lust hath to that sory plcy. 

I' or I may singe “alias” and “we5'lawey, 
lliat I was born,” but to no wight,’ quod she, 

‘Dar I nat telle how tliat *t stant with me. 

Wherfore I thinke out of this land to wende, 

Or dies of my-self to make an ende, 

So fill am I of drede and eek of care.' 

'I'his monk bigan up-on this wyf to stare. 

And scyde niy nccc, god forbede 
That ye, for any sorwe or any drede. 

Fordo yoiir-sclf; but telleth me your grief; 
Paraventure I may, in your mcschief, 

Conseille orhelpc, and thcrforc telleth me 
Al your anoy, for it shal been secree; 

For on my porthors here I make an ooth, 

'^That never in my lyf, for lief ne looth, 

Nc shal I of no conseil yow biwreye.' 

‘The same agayn to yow,’ quod she, ‘I sey^ 

By god and by this porthors, I yow swere, 

I’hough men me woldc al in-to pcces tere, 

Ne shal I never, for to goon to hclle, 

Biwreye a word of thing that ye me telle, 

Nat for no cosinage ne alliance. 

But \’crraily, for love and iffiance.^ 

Thus been they sworn, and heer-upon they kistc, 
And cch of hem tolde other what hem listc. 

‘Cosin,’ quod she, ‘if that I hadde a space. 

As I have noon, and namely in this place. 

Than wolde I telle a legende of my lyf, 

Wlial I have suffred sith I was a wyf 
With myn housbonde, al be he your cosjm.' 

‘Nay,’ quod this monk, ‘by god and seint Martyn 
lie is na more cosin un-to me 
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Than is this Iccf that hangeth on the tree! 

I clepe him so, by Seint Denys of Fraunce, 

To have the more cause of acqucintaunce 
Of yow, which I have loved specially 
Aboven alle wommen sikerly; 

This swere I yow on my professioun. 

Telleth your grief, lest that he come adoun, 

And hastcth yow, and gooth your wey anon.* 
‘My dere love,' quod she, ‘o my daun John, 

Ful lief were me this conscil for to hyde. 

But out it moot, I may naniorc abyde. 

Myn housbond is to me the worstc man 
Tliat ever was, sith that the world bigan. 

But sith I am a wyf, it sit nat me 
To tellcn no wight of our privetee, 

Neither a-bedde, nc in non other place; 

God shilde I sholde it tellcn, for his grace! 

A wyf ne shal nat scyn of hir housbondc 
But al honour, as I can understonde; 

Save un-to yow thus muche I tellcn shal; 

As help me god, he is noght worth at al 
In no degree the value of a flyc. 

But yet me greveth most his nigardyc; 

And wel yc woot that wommen natiirclly 
Desyren thinges sixe, as wcl as I. 
lliey woldc that hir Iiousbondcs sholde be 
Hardy, and wyse, and riche, and ther-to free, 

Aivd buxom to his wyf, and fresh a-bedde. 

But, by that ilke lord that for us blcdde. 

For his honour, my-self for to arrayc, 

A Sonday next, I moste nedes paye 
An hundred frankes, or dies am 1 lorn. 

Yet were me lever that I were unborn 
Than me were doon a sclaundre or vilcinye; 

And if myn housbond eck it mighte espyc, 

I ncrc but lost, and therforc I yow preye 
Lenc me this somme, or elles moot I dcyc. 

Daun John, I seye, lenc me thise hundred frankes; 
Pardee, I wol nat faille yow my thankes, 

If that yow list to doon that I yow prayc. 



I"or at a ccrtcin day I wol yow payc. 

And doon to yow what plcsancc and scrvyce 
That I may doon, right as yow list devise. 

And but I do, god take on me vengcanee the 

As foul ever had Geniloun of r'ranec!’ Shipmaiines 

This gentil monk answerde in this manere; tale 

‘Now trewely, myn owenc lady dere, 

1 ha\ e/ quod he, ‘on yow so greet a roiithe, 

71 iat 1 yow swere and pliglite yow iny trouthe, 1 6 5 

'Jhat whan your housbond is to Maimdres fare, 

1 wol delivcre yow out of this eare; 

I’or 1 wol brill ge yow an hundred frankes/ 

And with that w()rd he caughte hir by the flankes 
And hir embraeeth harde, and kiste hir ofte. 

‘Goth now your wey,' quod he, ‘al stille and softe. 

And lat us sone as that ye may; 

kbr by my ehilindre it is pryme of day. 

Ciotli now, and beeth as trewe as I shal bc.^ 

‘Now, clles god forbede, sire,' quod she, 

And forth she.gooth, as jolif as a pye, 

And bad the eokes that they sholde hem hye, 

So that men mightc dyne, and that anon. 

Up to hir housbondc is this wyf y-gon. 

And knokketh at his eountour boldcly. 

‘Ouj la?' quod he. ‘Peter! it am 1 / 

Ouod she, ‘what, sire, how longe wol ye faste? 

[ low longe tyme wol ye rekenc and caste 
'^'oiir sommes, and your bokes, and your thinges? 
riie devcl have part of alle swichc rckeninges! 

Ye have y-nough, pardee, of goddes sonde; 

Com doim to-day, and lat your bagges stonde. 

Nc be ye nat ashamed that daun John 
Shal fasting al this day elenge goon? 

\\ hat! lat us here a messe, and go we dyne.' 

‘W^yf,’ quod tliis man, ‘litcl canstow devyne 
^I'he curious bisincssc that we have. 

I^’or of us chapmen, al-so god me save, 

And by that lord that eleped is Scint Yve, 

Searsly amonges twelve ten shul thryve, 

Continuclly, lastingc un-to our age. 
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We may wel make cliere and good visage, 

And dryve forth the world as it may be. 

And kepen our estaat in privetee, 

Til we be deed, or elles that we pleye 
A pilgrimage, or goon out of the weye. 

And therfor have I greet necessitee 
Up-on this qucinte world t'avyse me; 

For evermore we mote stondc in drede 
Of hap and fortune in our chapmanliede. 

To Flaundres W'ol I go to-morwc at day. 

And come agayn, as sone as ever I may. 

For which, my dcre wyf, I thee biseke. 

As be to every wight buxom and mckc. 

And for to kepe our good be curious. 

And honestly governc wel our hous. 

Thou hast y-nough, in every maner ^^yse, 

I'hat to a thrifty houshold may suffyse. 

Thee lakketh noon array ne no vitaillc, 

Of silver in thy purs shaltow nat faille/ 

And with that word his countour-dore he shette. 
And doun he gooth, no Icnger woldc he lette, 
But hastily a messe was ther scyd, 

And spedily the tables were y-leyd, 

And to the diner faste they hem speddc; 

And richcly this monk the chapman fedde. 

At-after diner daun John sobrcly 
Tliis chapman took a-part, and privcly 
He seyde him thus, 'cosyn, it standclh so, 

That wel I see to Brugges wol ye go. 

God and scint Austin spede yow and gyde! 

I prey yow, cosin, wysly that ye ryde; 

Governeth yow also of your dicte 
Atemprely, and namely in this hctc. 

Bitwix us two nedeth no strange fare; 

Fare-wcl, cosyn; god shilde yow fro care. 

If any thing ther be by day or night. 

If it lye in my power and my might, 

That ye me wol comande in any wyse. 

It shal be doon, right as ye wol devyse. 

O thing, er that ye goon, if it may be. 



I wolde prey vow; for to lene me 
An hundred rrankes, for a wyke or tweye, 

For certein beestes that I moste beye. 

To store with a place that is oures. 

God help me so, I wolde it were youresi 
I shal nat faille surely on my day, 

Nat for a thousand frankes, a myle-way. 

But lat this tiling be sccrcc, I yow preye. 

For yet to-night thise beestes moot I beye; 

And fare-now wel, myn owcnc cosin derc, 

Graunt mercy of your cost and of your chere/ 

This noble marchant gentiily anon 
Answerde, and seyde, ‘o cosin myn, daun John, 

Now sikcrly tliis is a smal rcqiiestc; 

My gold is yviures, whan that it yow Icste. 

And nat onlv pold, but my chaffarc; 

Take what yow list, god shilde that ye spare. 

But o thing is, ye knowe it wel y-nogh. 

Of chapmen, that hir moncyc is hir plogh. 

We may crcaunce whyl we have a name, 

But goldlccs for to be, it is no game. 

Paye it agayn whan it lyth in your esc; 

After my might ful fayn wolde I yow plcse/ 

ITiisc hundred frankes he fette forth anon. 

And privcly he took hem to daun John. 

No wight in al this world wistc of this lone, 

Savinge this marchant and daun John allone. 

They drinkc, and speke, and romc a whyle ana pleyc; 
Til that daun John rydeth to his abbeye. 

llie morwe cam, and forth this marchant rydeth 
To Flaundres-ward; his prentis wel him gydeth. 

Til he cam in-to Brugges mcrily. 

Now goth this marchant fastc and bisily 
Aboute his nede, and bycth and crcaunccth. 

He neither pleyeth at the decs ne daunceth; 

But as a marchant, shortly for to telle. 

He let his lyf, and there I Ictc him dwclle. 

The Sonday next this Marchant was agon. 

To Seint Denys y-comen is daun John, 

With crowne and herd all fresh and newe y-sh'^ve. 
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In al the lious thcr nas so litcl a knave, 

Ne no wight ellcs, that he nas furfayn, 

For tliat my lord daiin John was come agayn. 

And shortly to the point right for to gon, 

'Fliis fairc wyf accorded with daim John, 

That for thisc hundred frankes he sholde al night 
Have hir in his armes bolt-upright; 

And this acord parfourned was in dede. 

In mirthc al night a bisy lyf they lede 
Til it was day, that daun John wente his way. 
And bad the mcynce ‘fare-wel, have good day!' 
h’or noon of hem, nc no wight in the toun, 

Hath of daun John right no suspccioun. 

And forth he rydeth hoom to his abbeye, 

Or where him list, namore of him I seyc. 

Tliis marchant, whan that ended was the fairc, 
To Seint Denys he gan for to repairc. 

And with his wyf he maketh feste and chcrc, 

And telle th hir that chaffare is so dcrc, 

'Ihat ncdcs moste he make a chevisauncc. 

For he was bounde in a reconissaunee 
To paye twenty tliousand shccld anon. 

For which this marchant is to Paris gon, 

To borw'e of certein frendcs that he haddc 
A certcin frankes; and somme with him he ladde. 
And whan that he was come in-to the toun. 

For greet chertee and greet affeccioun, 

Un-to daun John he gooth him first, to plcyc; 

Nat for to axe or borwe of him moncyc, 

But for to wite and seen of his welfare, 

And for to tcllcn him of his chaffare, 

As freendes doon whan they ben met y-fere. 
Daun John him maketh feste and mcry cherc; 
And he him tolde agayn ful specially, 

How he hadde wcl y-boght and graciously, 
Thanked be god, al hool his merchandysc. 

Save that he moste, in allc maner wysc, 

Maken a chevisauncc, as for his bestc, 

And thanne he sholde been in joye and reste. 
Daun John answerde, ‘certes, I am fayn 



Tliat ye in liclc ar comen ho(An agayn. 

And if that I were riche, as have I blissc, 

Of twenty thousand shccld shold ye nat missq 
For ye so kindcly this other day the 

Lentc me gold; and as I can and may, Shipmannes 

I thankc yow, by god and by scint Janie! tale 

But nathclccs I took un-to our dame. 

Your wyf at lioom, the same gold ageyn 

Upon your bench; she woot it wel, certcyn, 169 

By ccrtcin tokencs that I can hir telle. 

Now, by your levc, I may no longer dwelle. 

Our abbot wol out of this toim anon; 

And in his companyc moot I gon. 

Crete wel our dame, myn owciic nece swetc. 

And farc-wcl, dere cosin, til we metef 

This M'li. ’ which that was ful war and w)’S, 

Crcaunccd hath, and jiayd cck in Parys, 

'I'o eertcyn Lumbardcs, redy in hir bond, 

The somme of gold, and gat of hem his bond; 

And hoom he gooth, incry as a papejay. 

For wel he knew he stood in swich array, 

That ncdcs rnoste he winne in that viage 
A thousand frankes above al his costage. 

Ilis wyf ful redy mette him attc gate. 

As she was wont of old usage algate. 

And al that night in mirthe they bisette; 
h"or he was riche and clccrly out of dcttc. 

Whan it was day, this marchant gan embrace 
His wyf al newe, and kistc hir on hir face, 

And up he gooth and maketh it ful tough. 

‘Namorc,' quod she, 'by god, yc have y-noughi' 

And wantounly agayn with him she pjpydc; 

Til, atte lastc, that this Marchant scyde, 

‘By god,’ quod he, T am a litcl wrooth 
With yow, my wyf, al-thogh it be me looth. 

And woot ye why? by god, as that I gessc, 

Thai ye han maad a maner straungenesse 
Bitwixen me and my cosyn daun John. 

Ye sholde han warned me, cr I had gon. 

That he yow hadde an hundred frankes payed 
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Be rcdy tokene; and heeld him yvcl apayed. 
For that I to him spak of chevisoimcc. 

Me seemed so, as by his contenaunce. 

But nathclees, by god our hcvenc king, 

I thoghtc nat to axe of him no-thing. 

I prey thee, wyf, ne do namore so; 

Tel me alwey, er that I fro thee go. 

If any dettour hath in myn absence 
Y-payed thee; lest, thurgn thy nccligencc, 

I mighte him axe a thing that he hath payed/ 
This wyf was nat afered nor affrayed, 

But boldely she seyde, and that anon: 

'Marie, I defyc the false monk, daun John! 

I kepe nat of hise tokcncs never a dccl; 

He took me certein gold, than woot I weel! 
What! yvel thedom on his monkes snoute! 
For, god it woot, I wende, withouten doute. 
That he had yeve it me bycause of yow. 

To doon thcr-with myn honour and my prow. 
For cosinage, and eek for bele chere 
That he hath had ful oftc tymes here. 

But sith I sec I stonde in this disjoint, 

I wol answere yow shortly, to the point. 

Ye han mo slakkcr dettours than am I! 

F'gr I wol paye yow wel and redily 
Fro day to day; and, if so be I faille, 

I am your wyf; score it up-on my taille. 

And I shal paye, as sone as ever I may. 

For, by my trouthe, I have on myn array. 

And nat on wast, bistowed every deel. 

And for I have bistowed it so weel 
For your honour, for goddes sake, I scye. 

As be nat wrooth, but lat us laughe and pleye. 
Ye shal my joly body have to wedde; 

By god, I wol nat paye yow but a-bedde. 
Forgive it me, myn owene spouse dere; 

Turne hiderward and maketh bettre chere.' 

This marchant saugh ther was no remedye. 
And, for to chyde- it nere but greet folye, 

Siih that the thing may nat amended be. 



‘Now, wyf,’ he seyde, ‘and I foryeve it thee; 

But, by thy lyf, nc be namore so large; 

Keep bet our good, this yeve I thee in charge/ 
Thus endeth now my tale, and god us sende 

Taling y-nough, un-to our lyves ende. Amen. 

Here endeth the Shifmannes Tale 
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The Prioresses Tale 


Biholde the mrry of the Host to the Shipman 

and to the lady Prioresse 


W EI, scycl, by corpus clominus/ quod our hoste, 
Now longc moot thou saylc by the coste. 

Sir gentil maistcr, gcntil marincer! 

God yeve this monk a thousand last quad yecr! 

A ha! fclawcs! both ware of swiche a jape! 

Tlic monk putte in the mannes hood an ape. 

And in his wyves eck, by seint Austin! 

Draweth no monkes more un-to your in. 

But now passe over, and lat us seke aboutc. 

Who shal now telle first, of al this route. 

Another tale;’ and with that word he sayde. 

As curteisly as it had been a mayde, 

'My lady Prioresse, by your leve. 

So that I wiste I sholde yow nat greve, 

I wolde demen that yc tcllcn sholde 
A talc next, if so were that ye wolde. 

Now wol yc vouche-sauf, my lady dcrc?’ 

'Gladly,' quod she, and scyde as ye shal here. 


Explicit 
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The Prologe of the Prioresses Tale 

Dotnine, dominus nosier 

O Lord our lord, thy name how mcrvcillous 
Is in this large worlde y-sprad — quod she: — 

For noght only thy laude precious 
Parfourned is by men of dignitcc, 

But by the mouth of children thy bountee 
Parfourned is, for on the brest soukinge 
Some tyme shewen they thyn hcryinge. 

Wherfor in laude, as I best can or may. 

Of thee, and of the whyte lily flour 
Which that thee bar, and is a mayde alway. 

To telle a storie I wol do my labour; 

Not tliat I may encrcscn hir honour; 

For she hir-sclf is honour, and the rote 
Of bountee, next hir sonc, and soulcs bote. — 

O modcr mayde! o mayde modcr free! 

O bush iinbrent, brenninge in Moyscs sightc, 

That ravisedest doun fro the deitcc, 

Thurgh thyn humblcssc, the goost that in th'alightc. 
Of whos vertu, whan he thyn herte lighte, 

Conceived was the fadres sapience. 

Help me to telle it in thy reverence! 

Lady! thy bountee, thy magnificence, 

Thy vertu, and thy grete hiimilitcc 
Thcr may no tonge expresse in no science; 

For som-tyme, lady, cr men praye to thee. 

Thou goost biforn of thy benignitee. 

And getest us the light, thurgh thy prcyerc, 

To gyden us un-to thy sone so dere. 

My conning is so wayk, o blisful quene. 

For to declare thy grete worthinessc. 

That I ne may the weighte nat sustene. 

But as a child of twelf monthc old, or lesse, 

That can unnethes any word expresse, 



Right so fare I, and therfor I yow preye, 

Gydeth my song that I shal of yow seye. 

Explicit 

Here higinneth the Prioresses Tide 

Ther was in Asic, in a greet citec, 

Amonges Cristen folk, a jewerye, 

Sustened by a lord of that contree 
For foulc usure and lucre of vilanyc. 

Hateful to Crist and to his companye; 

And thurgh the strete men mighte ryde or wende. 
For it was free, and open at ciftcr endc. 

A litel scole o^ Cr '.tcn folk ther stood 
Doun at the ferther ende, in which ther were 
Children an heep, y-comcn of Cristen blood. 
That Icrncd in that scole yeer by yere 
Swich mancr doctrine as men used there, 

Til is is to scyn, to singen and to rede. 

As smalc children doon in hir childhcde. 

Among thise children was a widwes sone, 

A litel clergeon, seven yeer of age. 

That day by day to scole was his wone, 

\nd cck also, wher-as he saugh th'image 
Of Cristes moder, haddc he in usage. 

As him was taught, to knele adoun and seye 
His Ave Marie, as he goth by the wcyc. 

Thus hath this widwe hir litel sonc y-taught 
Our blisful lady, Cristes moder dcrc. 

To worshipe ay, and he forgat it naught. 

Sox sely child wol alday sone lere; 

But ay, whan I remembre on this materc, 

Seint Nicholas stant ever in my presence. 

For he so yong to Crist did reverence. 

This litel child, his litel book Icrningc, 

As he sat in the scole at his prjmier. 
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He Alma redcmptoiis hcrdc singe. 

As children lerncd hir antiphoncr; 

And, as he dorstc, he drough him ncr and ner, 
THE And herkned ay the wordcs and the note, 

lANTER- Til he the firste vers coude al by rote. 

BURY 

TALE'^ Noght wiste he what this Latin was to scyc, 

For he so yong and tendre was of age; 

1 y6 or* 3 ^3y his felaw gan he preye 

T’expoundcn him this song in his langagc, 

Or telle him why this song was in usage; 

This preyde he him to construe and declare 
Ful oftc tyme upon his knowes bare. 

His felaw, which that elder was tlian he, 
Answerde him thus: ‘this song, I haxcherd scye. 
Was maked of our blisful lady free, 

Hir to salue, and cck hir for to preye 
To been our help and socoiir whan we deyc. 

I can no more expoiindc in this matcrc; 

I lernc song, I can but smal grammcrc.' 

‘And is this song maked in reverence 
Of Cristes modcr?' scyde this innocent; 

‘Now certes, I wol do my diligence 
To comme it al, cr Cristemasse is v cut; 

Though that I for my prymer shal be shent. 

And shal be beten thrj^es in an hourc, 

I wol it conne, our lady for to honourc.' 

His felaw taughte him horn ward privcly. 

Fro day to day, til he coude it by rote. 

And than he song it w^cl and boldcly 
Fro word to word, acording with the note; 
Twyes a day it passed thurgh his throtc, 

To scoleward and homward whan he wente; 

On Cristes moder set was his entente. 


As I have scyd, thurgh-out the Jewerye 
This litel child, as he cam to and fro. 



Ful mcrily than wolde he singe, and erye 

0 Alma Tcdcniptons ever-mo. 

The swetnes hath his hertc perced so 
Of Cristes inoder, tliat, to hir to preye, 

He can nat stinte of singing by the weye. 

Our firste fo, the serpent Sathanas, 

Tliat hath in jewes lierte his waspes nest, 

Up swal, and scide, 'O Hcbraik pcplc, alias! 

Is this to yow a thing that is honest. 

That swich a boy shal walkcn as him lest 
In your despyt, and singe of swich sentence, 

Which is agayn your lawes reverence?' 

Fro thennes forth the Jewes han conspyred 
lliis innocent zuT llns world to chacc; 

An homicyde tlier-to han they hyred. 

That in an alcy hadde a privee place; 

And as the cliild gan for-by for to pace, 

'ITiis cursed Jew him hentc and liecld him faste, 
And kittc his throtc, and in a pit him caste. 

1 seyc that in a wardrobe they him threwe 
\\^hcr-as these Jewes purgen hir cntraille. 

() cursed folk of llerodcs al newe. 

What may your y^’el entente yow availlc? 

Mordre wol out, certein, it wol nat faille. 

And namely thcr th'onour of god shal sprede, 
llie blood out cryeth on your cursed dedc. 

'O martir, souded to virginitcc. 

Now maystou singen, folwing ever in oon 
The whyte lamb celestial,' quod she, 

‘Of which the grete evangelist, seint John, 

In Pathmos wroot, which scith that they that goon 
Biforn this lamb, and singe a song al newe, 

Tliat never, fleshly, womnicn they nc knewe.' 

. This povre widwe awaiteth al that night 
After hir litcl child, but lie cam noght; 
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For which, as sone as it was dayes light. 

With face pale of drede and bisy thoght. 

She hath at scole and elles-wher him soght. 

Til finally she gan so fere espye 
That he last seyn was in'the Jewerye. 

With modres pitee in hit brest enclosed. 

She gooth, as she were half out of hir minder 
To every place wher she hath supposed 
By lyklihede hir litel child to findc; 

And ever on Cristes moder meke and kinde 
She cryde, and atte laste thus she wroghte. 
Among the cursed Jewes she him soghtc. 

She frayneth and she preycth pitously 
To every Jew that dwelte in thilke place. 

To telle hir, if hir child wente oght for-by. 
They scyde, "nay'; but Jesu, of his grace, 

Y?i in hir thought, inwith a litel space, 

That in that place after hir sone she cryde, 
Wher he was casten in a pit bisycle. 

O grete god, that parfoumest thy laude 
By mouth of innocents, lo heer thy might! 
TTiis gemme of chastitee, this emeraude. 

And eck of martirdom the ruby bright, 

Thcr he with throte y-corven lay upright. 

He 'Alma redemptoris" gan to singe 
So loude, that al the place gan to ringe. 

The Cristeii folk, that thurgh the strctc wente. 
In coomen, for to wondre up-on this thing. 
And hastily they for the provost sente; 

He cam anon with-outen tarying, 

And herieth Crist that is of heven king, 

And eek his moder, honour of mankinde. 

And after that, the Jewes lect he binde. 

This child with pitous lamentacioun 
Up-taken was, singing his song alway; 
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Up-on his here av lyth this innocent 
Biforn the chid autci, whyl masse lastc, 

And after tliat, the abbot with his covent 
I Ian sped hem for to biiricn him ful fastc; 

And whan they holy water on him caste, 

Yet spak this child, whan spreynd was holy water, 
And song — ‘O Alma redewptoris mater/' 

This abbot, which that was an holy man 
As monkes been, or elles oghten be, 
lliis yongc child to conjure he bigan. 

And scyde, ‘o dcrc child, I halsc thee, 

In vertii of the holy 'Irinitee, 

1 el me what is thy cause for to singe, 

Sith that they throte is cut, to my seminge?' 

'My throte is cut un-to my nekke-boon,' 

Scyde this child, 'and, as by wey of kinde, 

I sholdc have deyed, ye, longc tyme agoon, 

But Jesu Crist, as ye in bokes findc, 

Wil that his gloric lastc and be in mindc; 

And, for the worship of his modey dcrc. 

Yet may I singe "O AJma" loude and clere. 

This Welle of merey, Cristes modcr swete, 

I lovede alwey, as after my conninge; 


And with honour of grete processioun 
They carien him un-to the nexte abbay. 

His moder swowning by the here lay; 
Unnethe might the people that was there 
This newe Rachel bringe fro his here. 

With torment and with shamful deth cchon 
This provost dooth thise Jewes for to sterve 
That of this mordre wistc, and that anon; 

He noldc no swich cursednesse observe. 
Yvel shal have, that y\'el wol deserve. 
Therfor with wildc hors he didc hem drawe. 
And after that he heng hem by the lawe. 
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And whan that I my lyf sholdc forlctc. 

To me she cam, and bad me for to singe 
This antem verraily in my deyingc, 

As ye han herd, and, whan that I had songc. 

Me tlioiighte, she leydc a grcyn iip-oii my tongc. 

^^^herfor I singe, and singe I moot ccrteyn 
In honour of that blisfiil mayden free, 

'I’il fro my tongc of-takcn is the grcyn; 

And afterward thus scyde she to me. 

“My litel child, now wol I fecche thee 
Whan that the grcyn is fro thy tongc y-take; 

Be nat agast, I wol thee nat forsake.” ' 

Vhis holy monk, this abbot, him mcnc I. 

Him tongc out-caughtc. and <^ook a-wey the greyn. 
And he yaf up the goost ful sof tcly. 

And whan this abbot had this wonder seyn. 

His salte teres trikled doun as rc\’n. 

And gruf he fil al plat up-on the grouncle, 

And stillc he lay as he had been y-bounde. 

The covent cek lay on the pa\'cmcnt 
Weping, and herien Cristes modcr clerc, 

And after that they rysc. and forth ben went. 

And tokc awey this martir fro his here. 

And in a tombe of inarbul-stones clerc 
Enclosen they his litcl body swete; 

Tlier he is now', god lc\ c us for to mete. 

O yongc Hugh of Lincoln, slayn also 
With cursed jewes, as it is notable. 

For it iiis but a litcl whylc ago; 

Preye cek for us, wc sinful folk unstable, 

'Iliat, of his mercy, god so mcrciable 
On us his grctc mercy multiplyc, 

For reverence of liis modcr Maryc. Amen. 


Here is ended the Prioresses Tale 



Sir Thopas 


Bihold the ,,'ordcs of the Host to Chaucer 


W iiAN scyd was al this miracle, every man 
As sobre was, that wonder was to sec, 

'I'il that our hostc japen to bigan. 

And than at erst he looked up-on me, 17 picas 
And scyde thus, \vhat man artow?' quod he; 

‘'I'hou iokest as thou woldcst findc an hare, 

I' or ever up-on the ground I see thee stare. 

Approchc ncer, and lokc up mcrily. 

Now war yow, sirs, and lat this man have place; 

1 Tc in tlie waast is shape as wcl as I; 

'This were a popet in an arm t'cnbrace 
k’or any oniiuan, sinal and fair of face. 

1 Ic scinctli elvish by his contenaunce, 
l'V)r un-to no wight dooth he daliauncc. 

Scy now somwhat, sin other folk han sayd; 

'Tel us a tale of mirth c, and that anoon;* — 
'Hostc,' quod I, ‘ne beth natyvel apayd. 

For other talc certes can I noon. 

But of a rMue I Icrncd longe agoon.' 
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*Ye, that is good/ quod he; 'now shul we here 
Som deyntee thing, me thinketh by his cherc/ 

Explicit 

Hrre biginneth Chaucers Tale of Thopas 

Listeth, lordes, in good cntent, 

And I wol telle verraymcnt 
Of mirthe and of solas; 

A1 of a knyght was fair and gent 
In bataillc and in toumeyment. 

His name was sir lliopas. 

Y-born he was in fer con tree, 

In Flaundres, al biyondc the see. 

At Popering, in the place; 

His fader was a man ful free, 

And lord he was of that contrec, 

As it was goddes grace. 

Sir Thopas wex a doghty swayn, 

Wliyt was his face as payndemayn, 

His lippes rede as rose; 

His rode is lyk scarlet in grayn. 

And I yow telle in good certayn. 

He haddc a semely nose. 

His hcer, his herd was lyk saffroun, 

That to his girdel raughtc adoun; 

His shoon of Cordewane. 

Of Brugges were his hosen broun, 

His robe was of ciclatoiin. 

That coste many a jane. 

He coude hunte at wilde deer. 

And ryde an hauking for riveer. 

With grey goshauk on honde; 

Ther-to he was a good archeer. 

Of wrastling was ther noon his peer, 
Ther any ram shal stonde. 



Ful many a mayde, bright in hour. 

They moorne for him, paramour. 

Whan hem were bet to slope; 

But he was chast and no Icchour, 

And sweet as is the brcmblc-flour 
Tliat bereth the rede hepc. 

And so bifel up-on a day. 

For sothe, as I yow telle may. 

Sir lliopas wolde out ryde; 

He worth upon his stede gray. 

And in his honde a launcegay, 

A long swerd by his syde. 

He priketh thurgh a fair forest, 

Ther-n.r ■ many a wilde best. 

Ye, bothe bukke and hare; 

And, as he priketh north and est, 

I telle it yow, him hadde almest 
Bitid a sory care. 

Tlicr springen herbes grete and smale, 
Tlie lycorys and eetewale. 

And many a elowe-gilofrc; 

And notcinuge to puttc in ale. 

Whether it be moyste or stale. 

Or for to leye in eofre. 

The briddes singe, it is no nay. 

The sparhauk and the papejay. 

That joye it was to here; 

The thrustelcok made cek his lay, 

TTie wodedowve upon the spray 
She sang ful loude and elere. 

Sir Tliopas fil in love-longingc 
A1 whan he herde the thrustel singe. 
And priked as he were wood: 

His faire stede in his prikinge 
So swatte that men mighte him wringe, 
His sydes were al blood. 
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Sir lliopas cck so wcry was 
F or prikinge on the softc gras. 

So fiers was his coragc, 

That doun he Icydc him in that plas 
To make his stede som solas, 

And yaf him good forage. 

'O scintc Marie, hcii'citc! 

What cylcth tliis love at me 
To biiidc me so sore? 

Me dicmcd al this night, pardec. 

An elf-queen shal rny 1cm man be. 
And slepc under my gore. 

An elf-queen ^^’ol I love, y -wis, 

For in this world no worn man is 
Worthy to be my make 
In tonne; 

Allc othcrc wornmen I forsake. 

And to an elf-queen I me take 
By dale and eek by domic!' 

In-to his sadel he clamb anoon. 

And priketh over style and stoon 
An elf-queen for t'cspye, 

Til he so longe had riden and goon 
Tliat he fond, in a privec woon. 

The eontree of Fairye 
So wildc; 

F or in that eontree was thcr noon 
That to him dorste ryde or goon. 
Neither wyf nc childc. 

Til that thcr came a greet geaiint. 
His name was sir Olifaimt, 

A perilous man of dedc; 

He seyde, ‘child, by Termagaunt, 
But-if thou prike out of myn haunt. 
Anon I slee thy stede 

With mace. 



Hccr is the queen of Knycrye, 

With harpe and pype and simphonye 
Dwelling in this plaee.' 

Sir Thopas 

The ehild seyde, 'al-so mote I thee, 

Tomorwe wol I mete thee 
Whan I have myn arnir)iirc; 

And yet I hope, par ma fay, ^ 

That thou shalt with this launcegay ^^5 

Abycn it ful some; 

Thy niawe 

Shal I pereen, if I may, 

Er it be fully pryme of day, 
h’oi beer thou shalt be slawe.’ 


Sir Tliopas drow abak ful fastc; 
This gcaunt at him stones caste 
Out of a fel staf-slinge; 

But fairc cscapeth child Iliopas, 
And al it was thurgh goddes gras. 
And thurgh his fair bcriiigc. 

Yet listeth, lordes, to iny talc 
Mericr tlian the nightingale, 
l"or now I wol vow roune 
How sir 'lliopas with sydes smale, 
Priking over hil and dale. 

Is come agayn tq tounc. 

His meric men coniandcd he 
To make him bothe game and glee. 
For nodes mostc he fightc 
With a geaunt with hcvcdcs three, 
For paraniour and jolitee 
Of oon that shoon ful brighte. 


‘Do come,' he seyde, ‘my minstrales. 
And gestours, for to tellen tales 
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He didc next this whyte lere 
Of clooth of lake fyn and clere 
A breech and eek a sherte; 

And next his sherte an aketoun. 

And over that an habergeoun 
For pcrcinge of his herte; 

And over that a fyn hauberk, 

Was al y-wroght of Jewes werk, 

Fill strong it was of plate; 

And over that his cotc-armour 
As whyt as is a lily-flour. 

In which he wol debate. 

His shceld was al of gold so reed. 

And ther-in was a bores heed, 

A charbocle bisyde; 

And there he swoor, on ale and breed. 
How that 'the geaunt shal be deed, 
Bityde what bityde!’ 

His jambeux were of quirboilly. 

His swerdes shethe of yvory, 

His helm of laton bright; 

His sadel was of rewel-boon. 

His biydel as the sonne shoon. 

Or as the mone light. 


Anon in myn arminge; 

Of romances that been royales. 

Of popes and of cardinales. 

And eek of love-lykinge.' 

They fette him first the swete wyn. 
And mede eek in a maselyn. 

And royal spicerye 
Of gingebreed that was f ul fyn. 
And lycorys, and eek comyn, 

With sugre that is so trye. 



His spcrc was of fyn ciprees. 

That bodcth wcrrc, and no-thing pees. 
The heed ful sharpe y-grounde; 

His stede was al dappel-gray. 

It gooth an ambel in the way 
Fill softely and roiindc 
In londe. 

Lo, lordes myne, heer is a fit! 

If ye wol any more of it. 

To telle it wol I fonde. 

[The Second Fit] 

Now hold your mouth, par charitee, 
Bothc Icnight and lady free. 

And ncrkiicth to my spelle; 

Of bataille and of ehivalry. 

And of ladyes love-drury 
Anon I wol yow telle. 

Men speke of romances of prys. 

Of Horn child and of Ypotys, 

Of Bevis and sir Gy, 

Of sir Libeux and Plcyn-damour; 

But sir Topas, he bereth the flour 
Of royal chivalry. 

His godc stede al he bistrood. 

And forth upon his wey he glood 
As sparkle out of the brondc; 

Up on his crest he bar a tour. 

And tlicr-in stiked a lily-flour, 

God shildc his cors fro shondcl 

And for he was a knight auntrous, 

He noldc slcpcn in non hous. 

But liggen in his hode; 

Ilis brightc helm was his wongcr. 
And by him baiteth his dextrer 
Of herbes fync and gode. 
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Him-sclf drank water of the wel, 

As did tlic night sir Pcrcivcl, 

So worthy under wedc, 

Til on a day 

Here the Host stinteth Chaucer of his Tale of Thopas 



T he Tale of Melibeus 


N O more of tliis, for goclclcs clignitcc/ 

Qnoci nnre liostc, ‘for thoii nuikcst me 
So wery ct tJiy vciray Icwcdncssc 
'Hint, also wisly god my soulc blcssc, 

Myii eics akcii of tliy drasfy spcchc; 

Now swiclic a ryin tlic dcvcl I hitechc! 

'J’liis may wcl be rym dogcrel/ quod he. 

"Why so?' quod I, "why wiltow lette me 
More of my talc than another man. 

Sin I hat it is the beste r\'m I can?' 

"B)' god/ qu(xl he, "for plcynly, at a word, 
Thy drasty ryiningis nat worth a tord; 

'lliou doost nought dies but despendest tyme. 
Sir, at () word, thou shalt no lengcr r} mc. 

Lat see wher thou canst tcllcn aught in geste. 
Or telle in prose somwhat at the Icstc 
In which thcr be som niirthc or soiii doctrync/ 
"Gladly/ quod I, "by goddes swete pync, 

I wol yovv telle a litcl thing in prose. 

That oghtc lyken yow, as I suppose. 

Or dies, certes, ye been to daungerous. 

It is a moral talc vertuous, 

A1 be it told soni-tymc in sondry wyse 
Of sondry folk, as I shal yow dcvysc. 

As thus; ye woot that every e\’angelist. 

That telleth us the pcync of Jesu Crist, 
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Ne saith nat al thing as his fclaw dooth, 

But natheles, hir sentence is al sooth, 

And alle acordcn as in hir sentence, 

Al be ther in hir telling difference. 

For somme of hem scyn more, and somme lesse. 
Whan they his pitoiis passioun expresse; 

I menc of Mark [and] Mathew, Luk and John; 

But doutclees hir sentence is al oon. 

Therfor, lordingcs alle, I yow biseche, 

If that ye thinke I varie as in my spechc, 

As thus, thogh that I telle som-what more 
Of proverbes, than ye han herd bifore, 
Comprehended in this litcl tretis here, 

To enforce with the th ’effect of my matere, 

And thogh I nat the same wordes seye 
As ye han herd, yet to yow alle I preye, 

Blameth me nat; for, as in my sentence, 

Ye shill not fynden moche difference 
Fro the sentence of this tretis lyte 
After the which this mery tale I wryte. 

And therfor herkneth what that I shal seye. 

And latme tellen al my tale, I preye.’ 

Explicit 

'Here higinneth Chaucers Talc of Mclihec 

J[i. A yong man called Mclibcus, mighty and riche, bigat 
up-on his wyf that called was Prudence, a doghtcr 
which that called was Sophie. 

|[2. Upon a day bifel, that he for his desport is went in-to 
the feeldes him to pleye. His wyf and cck his doghtcr 
hath he left inwith his hous, of which the dorcs weren fast 
y-shette. Three of his olde foos han it espyed, and setten 
laddres to the walles of his hous, and by the windowes been 
entred, and betten his wyf, and wounded his doghtcr with 
fyve mortal woundes in fyve sondry places; this is to scyn, 
in hir feet, in hir handes, in hir eres, in hir nose, and in hir 
mouih; and leften hir for deed, and wenten awey. 
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|[3. Whan Melibeus retoumed was in-to his hous, and 
saugh al this mcschief, he, lyk a mad man, rcndinge 
his clothes, gan to wepe and cryc. 
u Prudence his wyf, as ferforth as she dorste, bisoghte 
him of his weping for to stintc; but nat forthy he gan 
to cryc and wepen ever lenger the more. 

lliis noble wyf Prudence remembered hir upon the 
sentence of Ovide, in his book that cleped is The 
Rcmedic of Love, wher-as he seith; ‘he is a fool that des- 
tourbeth the modcr to wepen in the deeth of hir child, til 
she have wept hir fille, as for a certcin tyme; and thanne 
shal man doon his diligence with amiable wordcs hir to re- 
confortc, and prc)^cn hir of hir weping for to stintc/ For 
which rcsoiin this noble wyf Prudence suffred hir hoiisbond 
for to wepe and erve as for a certcin space; and whan she 
saugh hir tyme, she seyde him in this wysc. ‘Allas, my lord,' 
quod she, ‘why muku yc your-sclf for to be lyk a fool? For 
sothc, it aperteneth nat to a wys man, to maken swiche a 
sorwe. Your doghtcr, with the grace of god, shal warisshe 
arid escape. And al were it so that she right now were deed, 
yc nc oghtc nat as for hir deeth your-self to destroye. Senek 
seith: “the wise man shal nat take to greet discomfort for 
the deeth of his children, but certes he sholde suffren it in 
pacience, as wcl as he abydeth the deeth of his owene 
propre persone/' ' 

^[6. This Melibeus answerde anon and scyde, ‘What 
man,' quod he, ‘sholde of his weping stinte. that hath 
so greet a cause for to wepe? jesu Crist, our lord, him-self 
wcptc for the deeth of Lazarus his freend/ Prudence an- 
swerdc, ‘Certes, wcl I woot, attcmprcc weping is no-thing 
defended to him that sorweful is, amonges folk in sorwe, 
but it is rather graunted liim to wepe. ITie Apostle Paul 
un-to the Romayns wryteth, “man shal rejoyse with hem 
that maken joye, and wepen with swuch folk as wepen/' 
But thogh attempree weping be y-graunted, outrageous 
weping certes is defended. Mesure of weping sholde be con- 
sidered, after the lore that tcchcth us Senek. “Whan that 
thy freend is deed," quod he, “lat nat thyne eyen to moyste 
been of teres, ne to muchc dryc; althogh the teres come to 
thyne eyen, lat hem nat fallc.” And whan thou hast for- 
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goon thy freend, do diligence to gete another freend; and 
this is more wysdom tlian for to wepc for thy freend which 
that thou hast lorn; for ther-inne is no bote. And thcrforc, 
if ye governe yow by sapience, put awey sorwc out of your 
herte. Rcmcmbre yow that Jesus Syrak seith: ''a man that 
is joyous and glad in herte, it him conserveth florisshing in 
his age; but soothly sorwcful herte maketh his bones dryc.’' 
He seith eek thus; *'that sorwe in herte slccth ful many a 
man.” Salomon seith: ‘‘that, right as motthes in the shepcs 
flees anoyeth to the clothes, and the smalc wormes to the 
tree, right so anoyeth sorw'c to the herte.” Wh erf ore us 
oghte, as wel in the deeth of our children as in the losse of 
our goodcs tcmporels, have pacicnce. 

1(7. Rcmcmbre yow up-on the pacient Job, whan he 
haddc lost his children and his tcmporel substance, 
and in his body endured and rcccyvcd ful many a grevous 
tribulacioun; yet scyde he thus; '‘our lord hatli ye\cn it me, 
our lord hath biraft it me; right as our lord hath ^^old, right 
so it is doon; blessed be the name of our lord.” ' To tliise 
forescide thinges answerde Mclibcus un-to his ^^yf Pru- 
dence: ‘Allc thy wordcs,' quod he, ‘been sothc, and tlicr-to 
profitable; but trewely myn herte is troubled witli this 
sorwc so grcvously, that I noot what to done.' 'I .at callc,' 
quod Prudence, ‘thy trewc freendes allc, and thy linage 
whichc that been wyse; telleth your cas, and herkneth \\iiat 
they seye in conseiling, and yow goveme after his sentence. 
Salomon seith: “werk alle tliy thinges by conscil, and thou 
shalt never repente.” ' 

|[8. Thanne, by the conseil of his wyf Prudence, this Mcl- 
ibeus Icct callcn a greet congregacioun of folk; as sur- 
giens, phisiciens, oldc folk and yonge, and somme of hisc 
olde cnemys rcconsilcd as by hir semblaunt to his love and 
in-to his grace; and thcr-with-al ther comen somme of hisc 
neighebores that diden him reverence more for drede than 
for love, as it happeth ofte. Ther comcn also ful many sub- 
tile flatereres, and wyse advocats lerned in the lawe. 

^[9. And whan this folk togidre assembled weren, this 
Melibeus in sorweful wyse shewed hem his cas; and 
by t^e manere of his spcchc it semed that in herte he bar 
a cniel ire, redy to doon vcngeaunce up-on hisc foos, and 



sodcynly desired that the werre sholdc biginne; but nathe- 
lees yet axed he hir eonseil upon this matcre. A siugien, by 
liecncc and assent of swiche as weren wyse, up roos and 
un-to Melibeus seyde as ye may here. 
i[io. 'Sir/ quod he, 'as to us surgiens apertencth, that we 
do to every wight the bestc that we ean, wheras \vc 
been withholdc, and to our paeients that we do no dam- 
age; wiierfore it happeth, many tyme and ofte, tliat whan 
tw'cy men han everich w'oiindcd other, oon same surgicn 
lieleth hem botlic; wiierfore un-to our art it is nat pertinent 
to noiice werre, ne parties to supporte. But certes, as to the 
warisshinge of your doghter, al-bc-it so that she perilously 
be wounded, w'c shullcn do so ententif bisinesse fro day to 
night, that with the grace of god she shal be hool and 
sound as sonc as is possible.’ Almost right in the same wyse 
the phisiciens answerden, sa\’C that they scyden a fewc 
wordes more: 'That, nght as maladyes been cured by hir 
contraries, right so shul men wMri.sshc werre by vcngcauncc.’ 
ITis neighcborcs, ful of envye, his feyned freendes that 
seined cn reconsilcd, and his flatcrcres, maden scmblant of 
wc])ing, and cmpcircdcn and agreggeden miichcl of this 
matcre, in preising grcctly Melibce of might, of power, of 
richessc, and of freendes, despysinge the power of his ad- 
^crsarics, and seideii outrely that he anon sholde wreken 
him on his foos and biginne v\'crrc. 

j . Up roos thanne an advocat that was wys, by Icve and 
by eonseil of otherc that were wyse, and seyde: 
Lordinges, the nede for which we been assembled in this 
j.ilacc is a ful hc\y thing and an heigh matcre, by-cause of 
the wrong and of the wikkednesse that hath be doon, and 
cck by resoun of the grete damages that in tyme comingc 
bLcn possible to- fallen for this same cause; and eek by re- 
soun of the grete richessc and power of the parties bothe; 
for the whichc resouns it w'cre a ful greet peril to erren in 
this matcre. Wiierfore, Melibeus, this is our sentence: we 
conscille yow aboven allc thing, that right anon thou do 
thy diligence in kepingc of thy propre persone, in swich a 
wyse that thou ne wante noon espye ne waeche, thy body 
for to save. And after that we conseille, that in thyn hous 
them settc suffisant garnisoun, so that tliey may as wel thy 
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body as thyn hous defende. But ccrtes, for to mocvc wcrrc, 
or sodeynly for to doon vengeaunce, we may iiat demen in 
so litel tyme that it were profitable. Wherforc we axen 
Icyser and espace to have delibcracioun in this cas to dcme. 
For the commune proverbe seith thus: ‘‘he that sone dcm- 
eth, sone shal repen te.” And cek men scyn that thilke juge 
is wys, that sone understondcth a materc and juggoth by 
leyser. For al-bc-it so that alle tarying be anoyfiil, algates 
it is nat to repreve in ycvinge of jugcmcnt, nc in vengeance- 
taking, whan it is siiffisant and resonable. And that shewed 
our lord Jesu Crist by ensample; for whan that the worn- 
man that was taken in avoutrie was broght in his presence, 
to knowen what sholde be doon with hir person c, al-bc-it 
so that he wiste wel him-sclf what that he woldc answere, 
yet ne woldc he nat answere sodeynly, but he woldc have 
delibcracioun, and in the ground he wroot twyes. And by 
thise causes we axen delibcracioun, and we shal thanne, by 
the grace of god, conseille thee thing that shal be profitable.' 

<[12. Up stirten thanne the yonge folk at-ones, and the 
moste partie of that compayne han scorned the olde 
wysc men, and bigonnen to make noyse, and scyden: that, 
right so as whyl that iren is hoot, men sholdcn smyte, right 
so, men sholde wreken hir wronges whylc that they been 
fresshe and newe; and with loud voys they cryden, ‘werre! 
werre!' 

Up roos tho oon of thise olde wyse, and with his hand 
made contenaunce that men sholde holden hem stille 
and yeven him audience. ‘Lordinges,' quod he, ‘thcr is ful 
many a man tliat crycth “werre! werre!" that woot ful litel 
what werre ainounteth. Werre at his biginning hath so 
greet an entree and so large, that every wight may entre 
whan him lyketh, and lightly finde werre. But, certes, what 
ende that shal ther-of bifalle, it is nat.light to knowc. For 
sothly, whan that werre is ones bigonne, ther is fill many a 
child unborn of his modcr, that shal ster\'e yong by-cause 
of that ilke werre, or elles live in sorwc and dye in wrcc- 
chednesse. And ther-fore, er that any werre biginne, men 
moste have greet conseil and greet delibcracioun.' And 
whan this olde man wende to enforcen his tale by resons, 
wel ny allc at-ones bigonne they to ryse for to breken his 



talc, and beden him ful ofte his wordes for to abregge. For 
soothly, he that prechcth to hem that listen nat hcren his 
wordes, his sermon hem anoyetli. For Jesus Syrak seith: 
that 'musik in wepinge is anoyous thing'; this is to seyn: as 
miiche availlcth to speken bifore folk to whiche his speche 
anoycth, as dooth to singe bifom him that vvepeth. And 
whan this wyse man saiigh that him wanted audience, al 
sliamcfast he sette him doun agayn. For Salomon seith: 
‘thcr-as thou nc niayst have noon audience, enforce thee 
nat to speke/ ‘I see wcl,’ quod this wysc man, 'that the 
commune proverbe is sooth; that “good conscil wanteth 
whan it is most nede.” ' 

|[i3. Yet hadde this Melibeus in his eonseil many folk, 
that privcly in his ere conseilled him certcyn thing, and 
cf^nseillcd him the contrarie in general audience. 

Whan Melibeus herd that the gretteste partie of 

his conscil weren accorded that he sholdc maken werre, 
anoon he consented to hir conscilling, and fully affermed 
hir sentence. Thnnne dame Prudence, whan that she saugh 
how that hir hoiisbonde shoop him for to wreken him on 
his foos, and to biginne werre, she in ful humble wyse, 
when she saugh hir tyme, seidc him thisc w^ordcs: 'My 
lord,' quod she, 'I yow biscche as hertcly as I dar and can, 
nc haste yow nat to faste, and for alle guerdons as yeveth 
me audience, h’or Piers Alfoncc seith: “who-so that dooth 
to that other good or harm, haste thee nat to qiiyten it; for 
in this wysc thy freend wol abyde, and thyn enemy shal the 
Icngcr live in drcdc." Ylie proverbe seith: “he hasteth wel 
that wysely can abyde”; and in wikked haste is no profit.’ 

|[i4. 'Phis Mclibcc ansvverde un-to his wyf Prudence: ‘I 
purpose nat,’ quod he, 'to werke by thy conscil, for 
many causes and rcsouns. P"or certes every wight w'oldc 
holde me thanne a fool; this is to seyn, if I, for thy con- 
scilling, w’oldc chaungen thinges tliat been ordeyned and 
affermed by so nianye wysc. Sccoundly I scye, that allc 
wommen been wikke and noon good of hem alle. For “of 
a thousand men,” seith Salomon, “I fond a good man: but 
certes, of alle wommen, good womman fond I never.” And 
also certes, if I governed me by thy eonseil, it sholde seme 
that I hadde yeve to thee over me the maistrie; and god 
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forbcde that it so were. For Jesus Syrak seith: “that if the 
wyf have maistrie, she is coiitrarioiis to hir hoiisbonclc/' 
And Salomon seith: “never in thy lyf, to thy wyf, 11c to thy 
child, ne to thy frccnd, ne ycve no power over thyself. Vot 
bettre it were that thy children aske of thy persone thiiigcs 
that hem nedeth, than thou see thy-self in the handcs of 
thy children.'* And also, if I wolde werke by thy coiiscilling. 
certes my conscilling moste som tyme be sccrcc, til it ^^•crc 
tyme that it moste be knowe; and this ne may noght be. 
[For it is writen, that “the janglcrie of wommen can liyden 
thinges that they witen noght." Furthermore, the pliiloso- 
phre seith, “in wikked conscil wommen venquissbc men"; 
and for thisc rcsoims I ne ow nat usen thy conscil.’ | 

|[i5. Whanne dame Prudence, fill debonairly and with 
greet pacicncc, haddc herd al that hir housbondc 
lyked for to scye, thanne axed she of him licence for to 
speke, and scyde in this \\7se. ‘My lord,' quod she, ‘as to 
your firste rcsoim, certes it may lightly been answcTcd. b’or 
I seye, that it is no folie to chaungc conscil whan the thing 
is chaunged; or dies whan the thing seincth olherweyes 
than it was biforn. And more-over I seye, that though ye 
ban sworn and bihight to perfourne your emprise, and 
nathclccs ye weyve to perfourne thilke same emprise by 
juste cause, men sholde nat seyn therefore that ye were a 
Iyer ne forsworn. For the book seith, that “the wysc man 
maketh no lesing whan he tiirneth his corage to the bet- 
tre." And al-be-it so that your emprise be establissed and 
ordeyned by greet multitude of folk, yet thar ye nat aceom- 
plice thilke same ordinaimce but yow lyke. h'or the trouthc 
of thinges and the profit been rather founden in fewe folk 
that been wyse and ful of rcsoun, than by greet multitude 
of folk, ther every man crycth and clatereth what that him 
lyketh. Soothly swich multitude is nat honcste. As to the 
scconde rosoun, where-as yc seyn that “allc w'ommcn been 
wikke," save your grace, certes ye despysen allc wommen 
in this wyse; and “he that allc despyseth allc displeseth," as 
seith the book. And Senek seith that “who-so w^ilc have 
sapience, shal no man dispreisc; but he shal gladly tcchen 
the jdence that he can, with-outen presumpeion or pryde. 
And swiche thinges as he nought ne can, he shal nat been 



ashamed to Icrnc hem and enquere of lassc folk than him- 
self/' And sir, that ther hath been many a good womman, 
may lightly be preved. l'"or eertes, sir, our lord Jesu Crist 
wolde ne\'er have descended to be born of a womman, if the 
allc wominen hadden ben wikke. And after that, for the tale 
grete boiintee that is in wommen, our lord Jesu Crist, whan of 
he was risen fro decth to lyve, appeered rather to a worn- Melibcus 
man tlian to his apostles. And though that Salomon seith, 
tliat “he nc fond never womman good," it folweth nat igy 

therforc tliat alle wommen ben wikke. For thogh that he 
ne fond no good womman, eertes, ful many another man 
hath foimdeii many a womman ful good and trewe. Or ellcs 
pcr'a\'entiiie tlie entente of Salomon was this; that, as in 
so\crcyn boiintee, he fond no womman; this is to seyn, that 
ther is no wight that hath sovereyn boiintee save god al- 
lone; as he him-self r'^cordeth in his Evaimgelie. h’or ther 
nis no ereatiire so good tliat him ne wanteth somwhat of 
the ])erfecci()uii of god, that is his maker. Your thridde 
resoim is this: ye scyn that “if ye governe yow by my con- 
seil, it shoklc seme that yc haddc yeve me the niaistric and 
the lordshipe over your persone." Sir, sa\'e your graee, it is 
nat so. I'or if it w'cre so, tliat no man sholde be conscilled 
but only of hem that hadilcn lordshipe and maistrie of his 
]H’rsonc, men wolden nat be conseillcd so oftc. For soothlv, 
thilke man that asketh eonscil of a purpos, yet hath he free 
chois, wheither he wolc werke by that eonseil or noon. And 
as to your foiirthe rcsoun, ther yc scyn that “the janglerie 
of wommen liath hid thinges that they woot noght, ' as 
who seith, that “a w'omman can nat hyde that she woot"; 
sir, thisc w'ordcs been iinderstondc of wommen that been 
janglercsses and wikked; of whichc wommen, men scyn 
that “three thinges dryven a man out of his hous; that is 
to scyn, smoke, dropping of rcyn, and wikked wyves"; and 
of swichc w'oinmen seith Salomon, that “it w'crc bettre 
dw’cllc in desert, than with a womman that is riotous." And 
sir, by your Icvc, that am nat I; for yc han ful oftc assayed 
niy grete silence and my gret pacicncc; and eek how wel 
that I can hyde and hclc thinges that men oghte secrecly to 
hyde. And soothly, as to your fifthe resoun, wher-as yc scyn, 
that “in wikked eonscil wommen venquisshe men": god 



woot, thilkc resoun stant here in no stede. For understood 
now, ye asken conscil to do wikkedncsse; and if ye wole 
werkcn wikkcdnessc, and your wyf rcstrcyncth thilke wik- 
THE kcd purpos, and overcometh yow by resoun and by good 
:anter- conscil; ccrtcs, your wyf oghte rather to be preised than 
BURY y-blaiucd. Tlius sholde yc understonde the philosoplire tliat 
TALES seilh, “in wikked conscil wommen venquisshen Iiir hous- 
boiidcs.” And thcr-as yc blaincn allc wommen and hir rc- 
ig8 souns. I shal shewe yow by manyc cnsamplcs that many a 
womman hath ben ful good, and yet been; and hir conscils 
fill hoolsomc and profitable. Eck som men han scyd, that 
“the conseillingc of wommen is outlier to dcrc, or dies to 
litcl of pr\'S.” But al-bc-it so, that fill many a womman is 
badde, and hir conscil vile and noght worth, yet han men 
founde ful many a good womman, and ful discrete and wise 
in conseillingc. Lo, Jacob, by good conscil of his modcr 
Rcbckka, wan the benisoun of Ysaak his fader, and the 
lordshipe over alle his brethren. Judith, by hir good conscil, 
delivered the citce of Bcthulic, in which she dwelled, out 
of the handcs of Olofernus, that haddc it biseged and 
woldc have al destroyed it. Abigail delivered Nabal hir 
housbonde fro David the king, that wolde have slayn him, 
and apaysed the ire of the king by hir wit and by hir good 
conscilling. Hester by hir good conscil cnhaunccd grectly 
the peple of god in the regne of Assucrus the king. And the 
same bountee in good conscilling of many a good womman 
may men telle. And moreover, whan our lord hadde creat 
Adam our forme-fader, he scyde in this wysc: “it is nat 
good to been a man allonc; make we to him an help sem- 
blable to himself." Here may ye se that, if that wommen 
were nat goodc, and hir conscils goode and profitable, our 
lord god of hevene wolde never han wroght hem, nc called 
hem help of man, but rather confiisioun of man. And ther 
seyde ones a clerk in two vers: “what is bettre than gold? 
Jaspre. What is bettre than jaspre? Wisdom. And what is 
bettre than wisdom? Womman. And what is bettre than a 
good womman? No-thing." And sir, by manye of othre 
resons may ye seen, that manye wommen been goodc, and 
hir fionscils goode and profitable. And therforc sir, if yc 
wol tristc to my conscil, I shal restore yow your doghter 



hool and sound. And cck I wol do to yow so muchc, that 
yc shill have honour in this cause.' 

|[i6. \Mian Mclibce hadde herd the wordes of his wyf 

Prudence, he seyde thus: ‘I sec wel that the word of the 
Salomon is sooth; he scith, that “wordes that been spoken tale 
discreetly by ordinaunce, been honycombes; for they yeven of 
swetnessc to the sonic, and hoolsomncssc to the body.” MeJibeur 
And wyf, by-eausc of thy swctc wordes, and eek for I have 
assayed and pievcd thy gretc sapience and thy grete trouthe, igg 
I wol governe me by tliy conseil in allc thing.' 

|[i 7 . ‘Now sir,' cjiiod dame Prudence, ‘and sin yc vouche- 
sauf to been governed by my conseil, I wol enforme 
yow how }c shnl go\'eriic your self in chesinge of your con- 
seillours. Ye shul first, in allc your werkes, mckcly biseken 
to the heighe god that he wol be your conscillour; and 
shapeth yow to s^vi. 1 ''^^^cnte, that he yeve yow conseil and 
confort, as taugbtc Thobie his sonc: “at alle tymes thou 
shalt blcsse g(/d, and prayc him to dresse thy weyes”; and 
looke that alle ihy conscils been in him for evermore. Scint 
Jaine eek seilli: “if any of yow have nede of sapience, axe it 
of god.” And afterward thanne shul ye taken conseil in 
your self, and examine wcl your thoghtes, of svvich thing 
as yow tliinkcth that is best for your profit. And thanne 
shul ye dr)\c fro your hertc three thinges that been cen- 
tral iousc to good conseil, that is to scyn, ire, coveitise, and 
hastifncssc. 

|[i(S. First, he that axeth conseil of him-self, certes he 
niostc been with-oiitcn ire, for manye causes. Tlie 
firstc is this: he that hath greet ire and wratthc in him-self, 
he weneth alwey that he may do thing that he may nat do. 

And sccoundely, he that is irons and wroth, he ne may nat 
wcl demc; and he that may nat wcl deme, may nat wel 
conscillc. The thiidde is this; that “he that is irous and 
wrooth,” as scith Scnck, “nc may nat speke but he blame 
thinges”; and with his viciouse woides he stircth other folk 
to angre and to ire. And cck sir, ye mostc dryve coveitise 
out of your herte. For the apostle scith, that “coveitise is 
rote of alle harmes.” And trust wcl that a coveitous man nc 
caji noght demc ne thinke, but only to fulfille the ende of 
his coveitise; and certes, that ne may never been accom- 



pliced; for ever the more liabiindauncc that lie hath of 
richesse, the more he desyreth. And sir, ye inostc also dryve 
out of your herte hastifnessc; for cert(\s, ye nc may iiat 
THE deme for the beste a sodeyn thought that fallcth in youre 
CANTER- herte, but ye inostc avysc yow on it ful ofte. For as ye herde 
BURY biforn, the commune pro\crbc is this, that “he that sonc 
TALES demeth, sonc repenteth.” 

<[i9- Sir, ye nc be nat alwey in lyke disposicioun; for cer- 
200 sojn thing that somtyinc semeth to yow' that it 

is good for to do, another tyme it someth to yow the con- 
traric. 

|[ 20 . Whan ye han taken conscil in yoiir-sclf, and han 
denied by good delibcracion swich thing as you sem- 
eth best, thanne rede I yow, that ye kepe it seeree. Biwrey 
nat your conseil to no persone, biit-if so be that ye wenen 
sikcrly that, thurgh your biwrey ing, yoiir condicioun shal 
be to yow the more profitable. For Jesus Syrak seith : “nei- 
ther to thy foo ne to thy freend discovere nat thy seeree ne 
thy folie; for they wol ye^’c yow audience and loking and 
supportacioun in thy presence, and scorne thee in thyn al> 
scnce.” Another clerk seith, that “scarsly shaltou finden any 
persone that may kepe conseil sccrcely.'’ 'I'he book seith: 
“whyl that thou kepest thy conscil in thyn herte, thou 
kepest it in thy prisoun: and whan thou biwTcycst thy con- 
seil to any wight, he holdeth thee in his snare.” And there- 
fore yow is bettre to hyde your conscil in your herte, than 
praye him, to whom ye han biwreyed your conseil, that he 
wole kepen it cloos and stillc. For Seneca seith: “if so be 
that thou nc mayst nat thyn owenc conseil hyde, how 
darstou praycn any other wight thy conscil seerecly to 
kepe?” But nathelecs, if thou wenc sikcrly that the biwrey- 
ing of thy conscil to a persone wol make thy condicioun to 
stonden in the bettre plyt, thanne shaltou tcllen him thy 
conseil in this w}^se. First, thou shalt make no scmblant 
whether thee were lever pees or werre, or this or that, nc 
shewe him nat thy wille and thyn entente; for trust wcl, 
that comunly thise conscillours been flatcrcres, namely the 
conscillours of grete lordes; for they cnforccn hem alwey 
rather to speken plcsante wordcs, enclyningc to the lordes 
lust, than wordcs that been trewe or profitable. And thcr- 



fore men scyn, that '‘the riche man liatli selcl good conscil 
biit-if he have it of himself.” And after that, thou shalt con- 
sidere Ihy freendes and thyne enemys. And as toiichinge 
thy freendes, thou shalt considcre whiche of hem been the 
most feitliful and most wysc, and eldest and most ap|)ro\'cd tale 

in eonseilling. And of hem shalt thou askc thy conscil, as of 
the cans rcquiretli. MeJibeus 

|[2J. 1 scyc that first ye shul clepc to your conscil your 

freendes that been trewe. I'or Salomon scitii: that 201 
“right as the herte of a man delyteth in savour that is sotc, 
right so the conscil of ticvvc freendes yeveth swetenesse to 
the soule.” He seith also: “thermay no-thing be lykned to 
the trewc freend.” For certes, gold nc silver beth nat so 
niuchc worth as the godc wil of a trewc friend. And eek he 
seith, that “a trewc freend is a strong deffense; who-so that 
is fiiidcth, certes he fndeth a greet tresour.” Tlianne shul 
\c eek considcre, if that your trewc freendes been discrete 
and wysc. For the book seith: “axe alwey thy cf)nseil of 
hem that been wysc.” And by this same rcsoun sliul ye 
clc])en to your conscil, of your freendes Hiat been of age. 
swichc as ban seyn and been expert in manyc thinges, and 
been approved in conscillingcs. I'br the book seith, that “in 
oldc men is the sapience and in longe tyme the prudence.” 

And 'rulliiis seith: that “grete thinges ne been nat ay ac- 
compliccd by strengthe, nc by delivernesse of bodv, but by 
good conscil, by auctoritee of pcrsoncs, and by science; the 
whiche three thinges nc been nat feblc by age. but certes 
they enforcen and cncrccsen day by day,” And thanne shul 
ye kepc this for a general reulc. h’irst .shul ye clepen to vour 
conscil a fewe of your freendes that been especiale; for Salo- 
mon seith : “manyc freendes have thou; but among a thou- 
sand chcse thee oon to be thy coiiseillour.” For al-be-it so 
that thou first ne telle thy conscil but to a fewc, thou inay;,t 
aftenvard telle it to mo folk, if it be ncdc. But lokc alwey 
that thy con.scillours have thilke three condiciouns that I 
have seyd biforc; that is to scyn, that they be trewc, wysc, 
and of old experience. And werke nat alwey in cvciy node 
by oon counscillour allonc; for sointyme bihoveth it to 
been conseilled by manyc. For Salomon seith: “salvacioun 
of thinges is wher-as ther been manyc conseillours.'^ 



{[ 22 . Now sith that I have told yow of which folk ye 
sholde been counseillcd, now wol I tcche yow which 
conseil ye oghte to eschewe. First ye shiil eschewc the con- 
THE seilliiig of foies; for Salomon scith: “taak no conseil of a 
CANTER- fool, for hc ne can noght conscille but after his owene lust 
BURY and his affcccioun/' TTic book seith: that “the propretee of 
TALES 3 ^ool is this; he troweth lightly harm of every wight, and 
lightly troweth alle bountce in himself.” Thou shalt eek 
202 eschewe the conseilling of alle flatercrcs, swiche as enforcen 
hem rather to preise your persone by flaterye than for to 
telle yow the sothfastnessc of thinges. 

{[ 23 . Wherforc Tullius scith: “amonges alle the pesti- 
lences that been in freendshipe, the gretteste is flat- 
erye.” And therfore is it more nedc that thou eschewe and 
drede flatcreres than any other pcple. The book scith: ‘'thou 
shalt rather drede and flee fro the swete wordcs of flatcringe 
prciscrcs, than fro the egre wordcs of thy freend that scith 
thee thy sothes.” Salomon scith, that “the wordcs of a flat- 
ercre is a snare to cacchc with innocents.” lie scith also, 
that “he that speketh to his freend wordcs of swe tnesse and 
of plcsaunce, setteth a net biforn his feet to cacclie him.” 
And therfore scith Tullius: “enclync nat thyne ercs to 
flatercrcs, nc taketh no con.scil of wordcs of flatcr\^c.” And 
Caton scith: “avyse thee wcl, and cschcwc the wordcs of 
swetnesse and of plca.saunce.” And eek thou shalt eschc^v^' 
the conseilling of thyne olde cnemys that been reconsil.d. 
TTie book seith: that “no wight rctourncth .sanfly in-to the 
grace of his olde enemy.” And Lsopc scith: “nc trust nat 
to hem to whiche thou hast had som-hmc werre or cn- 
mitcc, nc telle hem nat thy conseil.” And Scncca tcllctii 
the cause why. “It may nat be,” scith he, “that, where greet 
fyr hath longe tyme endured, that ther ne dwcllcth some 
vapour of warmnesse.” And therfore seith Salomon: “in 
thyn olde foo trust never.” For sikcrly, though thyn enemy 
be reconsiled and maketh thee chcre of humilitce, and lout- 
cth to thee with his heed, nc trust him never. For certes, 
he maketh thilke feyned humilitee more for his profit than 
for any love of thy persone; by-cause that he demeth to 
havL, victorie over thy persone by swich feyned contcnance, 
the which victorie he mighte nat have by stryf or werre. 



And Peter Alfonee scith : “make no felawshipc with thyne 
olde cnemys; for if thou do hem bountec, they wol per- 
verten it in-to wikkednesse.” And eek thou most esehewe 
the eonscilling of hem that been thy servants, and beren 
thee greet reverenee; for peraventure they scyn it more for 
drede than for love. And therfore seith a philosophre in 
this wyse: “ther is no wight parfitly trewe to him that he 
to sore dredeth.'' And Tullius seith: “ther nis no might so 
greet of any emperour, that longc may endure, but-if he 
have more love of the peplc than drede.” Thou shalt also 
esehewe the eonscilling of folk that been dronkelcwc; for 
they ne ean no conseil hyde. I'br Salomon scith: “ther is 
no privetee theras regneth dronkencsse.” Ye shul also han 
in suspect the eonscilling of swich folk as conscillc yow a 
thing prively, and conscillc yow the contrarie openly. For 
Ciissidorie scith: tha^ “It is a manner slcighte to hindre, 
wlian he sheweth to doon a thing openly and werketh 
prively the contrarie.” lliou shalt also have in suspect the 
eonscilling of wikked folk. For the book seith: “the con- 
scilling of wikked folk is alwey ful of fraude:” And David 
scith: “blisful is that man that hath nat folwed the con- 
scilling of shrewes.” Hioii shalt also esehewe the conscil- 
ling of yong folk; for hir conseil is nat rype. 

{[24. Now sir, sith I have shewed yow of which folk ye 
shul take your conseil, and of which folk ye shul 
folw'c the conseil, now wol I tcche yow how ye shal 
examine your conseil, after the doctrine of Tullius. Tn the 
cxaininingc thanne of your conscillour, ye shul considerc 
inanye thinges. Aldcrfirst thou shalt considcrc, that in 
thilke thing that thou purposcst, and upon what thing 
thou wolt have conseil, that verray trouthe be seyd and 
conserved; this is to seyn, telle trewely thy tale. For he 
that seith fals may nat wel be conscilled, in that cas of 
which he lyeth. And after this, thou shalt considcre the 
thinges that acorden to that thou purposest for to do by 
thy conscillours, if rcsoun accordc thcicto; and eek, if 
thy might may atteinc thcr-to; and if the more part and 
the bettre part of thy conscillours acorde ther-to, or no. 
Thanne shaltou considere what thing shal folwe of that 
conseilling; as hate, pecs, werre, grace, profit, or d. 'lage; 
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and manye othcre thinges. And in alle thisc thingcs thou 
shalt chese the beste, and weyve alle otherc thingcs. 
Thanne shaltow considcrc of what rote is cngcnclrcd the 
matcrc of thy conseil, and what fruit it may conccy\ c and 
engendre. Tliou shalt eek considcre alle thise causes, fro 
whennes they been sprongen. And whan ye han examined 
your conseil as I hav scyd, and which partie is the bettre 
and more profitable, and hast approved it by manye wyse 
folk and oldc; thanne shaltou considcrc, if thou niayst 
parfoume it and maken of it a good cndc. For certes, 
rcsoun wol nat that any man sholdc biginne a thing, but-if 
he mighte parfoume it as him oghte. Ne no wight sholdc 
take up-on hym so hevy a charge that he mighte nat here 
it. For the pro\'erbe seith: ''he that to muchc embraceth, 
distreyncth litel.” And Catoun scith: “assay to do swich 
thing as thou hast power to doon, lest that the charge 
oppresse thee so sore, that thee biho\’cth to weyve thing 
that thou hast bigonne.'' And if so be that thou be in 
doute, whether thou mayst parfoume a thing or noon, 
chese rather to suffre than biginne. And Piers Alplionce 
seith: “if thou hast might to doon a thing of which thou 
most repentc thee, it is bettre *nay' than VcV' this is to 
seyn, that thee is bettre holde thy tongc stille, than for to 
speke. Tlianne may ye understonde by stronger rcsons. 
that if thou hast power to parfoume a werk of which thou 
shalt repente, thanne is it bettre that thou suffre than 
biginne. Wei seyn they, that defenden every wight to 
assaye any thing of which he is in doute, whether he may 
parfoume it or no. And after, whan ye han examined your 
conseil as 1 have scyd biforn, and knowen wel that ye may 
parfoume yourc emprise, conferme it thanne sadly til it 
be at an cndc. 

^[25. Now is it rcsoun and t\'mc that I shewe yow, 
whanne, and whcrforc, that ye may chaungc your 
conseil with -011 ten your repreve. Soothly, a man may 
chaungen his purpos and his conseil if the cause ccsseth, 
or whan a newc caas bitydeth. For the lawc seith: that 
“upon thinges that newely bityden bihoveth newc conseil.” 
And Senek seith: “if thy conseil is comcn to the cres of 
thyn enemy, chaungc thy conseil.” Thou mayst also 



cliaiingc thy conscil if so be that thou finde that, by errour 
or by otiicr cause, harm or damage may bityde. Also, if 
thy conscil be dishonest, or dies cometh of dishonestc 
cause, chaiinge thy conseil. For the lawes scyn: that “alle 
bihestes that been dishoneste been of no value.” And 
eck, if it so be that it be impossible, or may nat goodly be 
parfourned or kept. 

|[26. And take this for a general rcule, that every conseil 
that is affermed so strongly that it may nat be 
chaunged, for no condicioun that may bityde, I seye that 
thilke conscil is wikked.' 

1(27. Tliis Mclibcus, whanne he haddc herd the doctrine 
of his wyf dame Prudence, answerde in this wysc. 
'Dame/ quod he, 'as yet in-to this tyme ye han wel and 
covenably taught me as in general, how I shal governe me 
in the chesinge and lU withholdingc of my conscillours. 
But now wolde I fayn that ye woldc condcsccnde in 
especial, and telle me liow lyketh yow, or what someth yow, 
by our conscillours that we han chosen in our present 
ncdc.' 

|[2 8. 'My lord,' quod she, 'I biseke yow in al humblesse, 
that ye ^^'ol nat wilfully replye agayn my resouns, 
nc distcnipre your herte thogh I speke thing that yow 
displcse. For god wot that, as in myn entente, I speke it 
for your beste, for your honour and for your profite eke. 
And soothly, I hope that your benignitec wol taken it in 
pacicnce. 'I rustcth me wel,’ quod she, ‘that your conseil 
as in this caas me sholdc nat, as to speke properly, be 
called a conseilling, but a mocioun or a moevyng of folyc; 
in which conscil ye han erred in many a sondry wyse. 

I[^9. First and forward, yc han erred in th'asscmblingc of 
your conscillours. For ye sholdc first have eleped a 
fewe folk to your conscil, and after yc mightc han shewed it 
to mo folk, if it hadde been ncdc. But certes, ye han 
sodcynly clepcd to your conscil a greet multitude of peple, 
fill chargeant and fill anoyous for to here. Also yc han erred, 
for ther-as yc sh olden only have eleped to your conseil 
your trewe freendes olde and wysc, ye han y-cleped straunge 
folk, and yong folk, false flatcreres, and enemys reconsiled, 
and folk that doon yow reverence withouten love. Ard eek 
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also ye have erred, for ye han broght with yow to your 
conscil ire, covctise, and hastifiicssc; the wliichc three 
thinges been contrariouse to every conscil honcstc and 
THE profitable; the whiche three thinges ye han nat anientissed 
CANTER- or destroyed hem, neither in your-sclf ne in your conscil- 
BURY lours, as yow oghte. Ye han erred also, for ye han shc^^'ed 

TALES to your conscillours your talent, and your affccioiin to 

make werre anon and for to do vengeance; they han espyed 
206 by your wordcs to what thing ye been cnclynccl. And 
th erf ore han they rather conscillcd yow to your talent than 
to your profit. Ye han erred also, for it scincth that yow 
suffyseth to han been conscillcd by thisc conscillours only, 
and with litcl avys; wher-as, in so greet and so heigh a 
nede, it haddc been nccessarie mo conscillours, and more 
dclibcracioun to parfourne your emprise. Ye han erred 
also, for yc han nat examined your conscil in the forseyde 
manere, ne in due mancre as the caas require Hi. Yc han 
erred also, for ye han maked no divisioun bitwixe your 
conscillours; this is to scyn, bitwixen your trewe freendes 
and your feyned conscillours; ne ye han nat knowe the 
wil of your trewe freendes olde and wysc; but yc han cast 
allc hir wordcs in an hochepot, and cnclyncd your herte 
to the more part and to the gretter nombrc; and thcr been 
ye condescended. And sith ye wot wcl that men shal alwey 
findc a gretter nombre of foies than of wysc men. and 
therfore the conseils that been at congrcgaciouns and mul- 
titudes of folk, ther-as men take more reward to the noni- 
bre than to the sapience of pcrsoncs, yc sec wel that in 
swiche conseillinges foies han the maistric.' .Mclibcus an- 
swerde agayn, and scyde: ‘I graunte wcl that I ha\’c erred; 
but thcr-as- thou hast told me hccr-biforn, that he nis 
not to blame that chaungeth hisc conscillours in ccrtcin 
caas, and for certeine juste causes, I am al redy to chaungc 
my conscillours, right as thou wolt devyse. Tlic proverbe 
seith: that ''for to do sinne is mannish, but certes for to 
persevere longe in sinne is werk of the dcvcl.'' ’ 

1(30. To this sentence answerde anon dame Prudence, 
and seyde: ‘Examineth,' quod she, ‘your conscil, and 
hhus see the whiche of hem han spoken most rcsonably, 
and taught yow best conscil. And for-as-muchc as that 



the cxaiiiinacioun is necessarie, lat us biginne at the sur- 
giciis and at the phisiciens, that first speken in this matere. 

I sey yow, that the surgiens and phisiciens han scyd yow 
in your conscil discreetly, as hem oughte; and in hir spechc the 
scyden fill wysly, that to the office of hem apertencth to tale 
doon to every wight honour and profit, and no wight, for to of 
anoyc; and, after hir craft, to doon greet diligence iin-to the Me/ibeus 
cure of hem whiclic that they han in hir govcrnauncc. And 
sir, right as they han answered wysly and discreetly, right 207 
so rede I that they been heighly and sovcrcynly guerdoned 
for hir noble spcchcs and eek for tliey sholde do the more 
ententif bisincsse in the ciiracioun of your doghter dere. 

For al-bc-it so that they been your frecndcs, therfore shal 
ye nat suffren that they serve yow for noght; but ye oghte 
the rather guerdone hem and shewe hem your largesse. 

And as touching: i!*. nroposicioun which that the 
phisiciens cntrctcdcn in this caas, this is to scyn, that, in 
maladycs, that oon contrarie is warisshed by another 
corttraric, I wolclc fayn knowc how yc understondc thilke 
text, and what is your sentence.’ 'Certes,’ quod Melibcus, 
i understondc it in this wysc: that, right as they han 
doon me a contrarie, right so sholde I doon hem another. 

For right as tlicy han venged hem on me and doon me 
wrong, right so shnl I venge me upon hem and doon hem 
wrong; and tliannc ha\’c I cured oon contrarie by another.’ 

([31. 'Lo, lo!' quod dame Prudence, ‘how lightly is every 
man cncl^ ncd to his owene desyr and to his owene 
plcsauncc! Certes,’ quod she, ‘the wordes of the phisiciens 
nc sholde nat han been understonden in this wysc. For 
certes, vv ikkednesse is nat contrarie to wikkednesse, ne ven- 
gcaunce, ne wrong to wrong; but they been semblable. 

And therfore, o vcngeauncc is nat warisshed by another 
vcngeaunce, ne o wrong by another wrong; but everich of 
hem cncrecsccth and aggreggeth other. But certes, the 
wordes of the phisiciens sholde been understonden in this 
wysc: for good and wikkednesse been two contraries, and 
pees and werre, vengeaimce and suffraunce, discord and 
acord, and manyc othcre thinges. But certes, wikkednesse 
shal be warisshed by goodnesse, discord by accord, werre 
by pees, and so forth of othere thinges. And heer-to ac- 



cordeth Scint Paul the apostle in manye places. lie scith: 
“ne yeldeth nat harm for harm, nc wikked spcche for 
vvikked spcche; but do wcl to him tliat dooth thcc harm, 
the and blcsse him that scith to thcc harm.” And in manye 

CANTER- otlicrc placcs he amoncsteth pees and accord. But now 

BURY wol I speke to yow of the conscil which that was yevon to 

TALES yow by the men of lawe and the wyse folk, that scyden 

allc by oon accord as ye han herd biforc; that, o\'cr alle 
208 thynges, ye sholde doon your diligence to kepen your 
personc and to warncstorc your hous. And scyden also, 
that in this caas ye oghten for to werken ful a\yse]y and 
with greet delibcracioun. And sir, as to the firstc point, that 
touclicth to the keping of your personc; ye shiil nnder- 
stonde that he that hath werre shal exermore mckely and 
devoutly preyen biforn alle tliinges, that Jesu Crist of liis 
grctc mercy wol han him in his protcccioun, and lK‘cn his 
sovcrcyn helping at his ncdc. I’or certes, in tliis world thcr 
is no wight that may be conscillcd nc kept sufhsantly with- 
outen the keping of our lord Jesu Crist. To tliis sentence 
accordeth the prophete David, that scith: ‘‘if god nc kepe 
the citcc, in ydcl waketh he that it kepeth.” Now sir, 
thanne shul ye committe the keping of your personc to 
your trewe freendes that been approved and y-knrn\'e; and 
of hem shul ye axen help your personc for to kepe. For 
Catoun scith: ''if thou hast nede of help, axe it of thy 
freendes^ for thcr nis noon so good a phisieicn as tliy trewe 
freend.” And after this, thanne shul ye kepe yow fro allc 
straunge folk, and fro lyercs, and have alwey in .suspect 
hir companye. For Piers Alfonec scith: "ne tak no com- 
panye by the weye of a straunge man, but-if so be that 
thou have knowe him of a lenger tyme. And if so be that 
he falle in-to thy companye paraventure wi thou ten thyn 
assent, enquerc thanne, as subtilly as thou mayst, of his 
convcrsacioim and of his lyf bifore, and fcync thy wey; 
seye that thou goost thidcr as thou wolt nat go; and if he 
bereth a sperc, hold thcc on the right syde, and if he here a 
swerd, hold thee on the lift syde.” And after this, thanne 
shul ye kepe yow wysely from allc swich manerc pcplc as I 
have seyd bifore, and hem and hir conscil cschcw^c. And 
after this, thanne shul ye kepe yow in swich manere, that 



for any prcsumpcioiin of your strcngthc, that yc nc dispyse 
nat nc acoiintc nat the might of your advcrsaric so litel, 
that yc Iclc the hoping of your persone for your pre- 
suinpcioun; for every wys man dredth his enemy. And the 
Salomon seilh: ''weleful is he that of allc hath drede; for tale 
certes, he that tlinrgh the haidincssc of his lierte and of 
thurgh the hardinessc of him-sclf hath to greet pre- ^^eIibeus 
sumpeioun, him slial yvcl bityde/’ Tliannc shul yc ever- 
more countrewayte embussliements and allc espiaillc. For ‘X09 
Senek seith: that 'hl:c wyse man that drecleth hannes 
cscliewcth harmes; rie he nc falleth iii-to perils, that perils 
eschew etli.” And al bc-it so that it seme that thou art in 
siker place, yet shallow alwey do thy diligence in ke pinge 
of thy persone; this is to se\n, nc be nat necligcnt to kepe 
thy persone, nat only fro thy gretteste enemys but fro thy 
lecste enemy. Sculk seitn. “a man that is wcl avysed, he 
dredeth his leste enemy.'' Ovidc seith: that “the liiel 
weselc wol slcc the gretc bole and the wdldc hert." And 
the' book seith: “a litel thorn may prikkc a greet king ful 
sore; and an liound wol holdc the wildc boor." But 
nathelces, I sey nat thou shalt be so coward that thou 
doutc ther wher-as is no drede. Tlic book seith: that 
“sonime folk han greet lust to dccc\wc, but yet they dre- 
den hem to be deceyved." Yet shaltou drede to been em- 
poisoned, and kepe yow' from the companye of scorncrcs. 

For the book seith: “with scorneres make no companye, 
but flee hir w ordcs as venim,” 

<[32 . Now as to the seconde point, wher-as your wyse 
conscillours coiiseillcd yow to wamestorc your 
hons with gret diligence, I wolde fayn knowc, how that ye 
iindcrstondc thilke wordcs, and w^hat is your sentence.' 
f‘53. Mclibciis answerde and scyde, 'Certes I understande 
it in this wise; that I shal wamestorc myn hous w-ith 
tonres, swichc as han castclles and othcre manerc edifices, 
and armiire and artclleries, by w'hiclie thinges I may iny 
persone and myn hous so kepen and defenden, that myne 
enemys shul been in drede myn hous for to approche.’ 

|[34. To this sentence answerde anon Prudence; 'warne- 
• storing,' quod she, 'of heighc tourcs and of gretc 
edifices apjDcrtcncth som-tynie to prj^de; and eck men Uiake 



heighe toures and grete edifices with gretc costages and 
with greet travaille; and whan that they been accompliccd, 
yet be they nat worth a stree, but-if they be defended by 
THE trewe freendcs that been olde and wyse. And understood 
CANTER- wel, that the gretteste and strongeste gamison that a riche 
BURY man may have, as wel to kepen his persone as hisc goodcs, 

TALES is that he be biloved amonges his subgets and with hise 

neighebores. For thus seith Tullius: that “thcr is a maner 
210 garnison that no man may venquisse me disconfite, and 
that is, a lord to be biloved of hise citezeins and of his 
peple.” 

|[35. Now sir, as to the thridcle point; wher-as your olde 
and wise conseillours seyden, that yow nc oghte nat 
sodeynly ne hastily proceden in tliis nede, but tliat yow 
oghte purveyen and apparaillcn yow in this caas with greet 
diligence and greet delibcracioun; trevvely, I trowc that 
they seyden right wysly and right sooth. For Tullius seith, 
‘'in every node, er thou biginne it, apparaillc thee with 
greet diligence."' Thanne scye I, that in vengeance-taking, 
in werre, in bataille, and in warncstoring, er thow biginne, 
I rede diat thou apparaille thee thcr-to, and do it with 
greet delibcracioun. For Tullius seith: that "long ap- 
parailling biforn the bataille maketh short victoric.” And 
Cassidonis seith: "the gamison is stronger whan it is longe 
tyme avysed.” 

([36. But now lat us speken of the conseil that was ac- 
corded by your neighebores, swiche as doon yow rev- 
erence withouten love, your olde cnemys reconsiled, your 
flatereres that conseilled yow certeyne thinges prively, and 
openly conscilleden yow the contraric; the yongc folk 
also, that conscilleden yow to venge yow and make werre 
anon. And certes, sir, as I have seyd biforn, ye han grcctly 
erred to han cleped swich maner folk to your conseil; which 
conseillours been y-nogh repreved by the rcsouns afore- 
seyd. But nathelees, lat us now dcscende to the special. Ye 
shuln first procede after the doctrine of Tullius. Certes, 
the trouthe of this matere or of this conseil nedeth nat 
diligently enquere; for it is wel wist whiche they been 
thikt han doon to yow this trespas and vilcinye, and how 
manyc trespassours, and in what mancre they han to yow 



doon al this wrong and al this vileinye. And after this, 

thanne shul ye examine the scconde condicioun, which 

that the same Tullius addeth in this matcre. For Tullius 

put a thing, which that he clepcth ‘"consentinge,” this is the 

to seyn; who been they and how manyc, and whichc been tale 

they, that consenteden to thy conscil, in thy wilfulnessc to of 

doon hastif vengeance. And lat us considere also who been Melibeus 

they, and how manyc been they, and whichc been they, 

that consenteden to your adversaries. And certes; as to the 211 

firstc poynt, it is wel knowen whichc folk been they that 

coinentedcii to your hastif wilfulnessc; for trcwcly. allc 

tho tliat conscilledcn yow to maken sodeyn werre nc been 

nat your freendes. l.at us now considere whichc been they, 

that ye hf'ldc so grectly your freends as to your personc. 

I'or al-bc-it so that yc be mighty and riche, certes ye nc 
been nat but allonc. »‘Ttes, yc nc ban no child but a 
doghtcr; nc yc nc han brcthcrcn nc cosins gernayns, nc 
noon oilier neigh kinrede, vvhcrforc that your cncinvs, for 
drede, sholdc stintc to plcdc with yow or to dcstroye your 
pcTsonc. Yc knowen also, that your richcsscs moten been 
dispended in di\CTsc parties; and whan that cvciy wight 
hath his part, they nc wollen taken but litcl reward to venge 
thy dccth. But thync enemys been three, and they han 
manic children, brcthcrcn, cosins, and other ny kinrede; 
and, though so were that thou haddest slayn of hem two or 
three, yet dwellcn thcr y-nowe to wreken hir dccth and to 
slcc thy personc. And though so be that your kinrede be 
more siker and stedefast than the kin of your ad\crsarie, 
yet nathclees your kinrede nis but a fer kinrede; they l)cen 
but litcl sib to yow, and the kin of your enemys been ny 
sib to hem. And certes, as in that, hir condicioun is bet 
than yourcs. Thanne lat us considere also if the conscilling 
of hem that conscilledcn yow to taken sodeyn vcngcaunce, 
whether it accordc to rcsoun? And certes, yc knowc \^'cl 
“nay.” For as by right and rcsoun, thcr may no man t;iken 
vengeance on no wight, but the jugc that hath the juris- 
diccioun of it, whan it is graunted him to take thilke \'cn- 
gcance, hastily or attemprely, as the lawc rcquircth. And 
yet more-over, of thilke word that Tullius elepeth “coiiscn- 
tingc,” thou shalt considere if tliy might and thy power 



may consenten and suffyse to thy wilfulnesse and to thy 
conseilloiirs. And certcs, thou mayst wel scyn that ‘‘nay.” 
For sikerly, as for to spcke proprcly, we may do iio-thing 
the but only swich thing as wc may doon rightfully. And 
CANTER- certes, rightfully nc mowc ye take no vengeance as of your 
BURY propre auctoritee. Thanne mowe ye seen, that your power 
TALES nc consenteth nat ne accordeth nat with your wilfulnesse. 

Lat us now examine the thridde point that Tullius elepeth 
212 “consequent.” Thou shalt understonde that the vengeance 
that thou purposcst for to take is the consequent. And ihcr- 
of folweth another vengeance, peril, and werre; and othcrc 
damages withoute nonibre, of wliichc we be nat war as at 
this tyme. And as touchingc the fourtlic point, that Tul- 
lius elepeth “engendringe,” thou shalt considcrc, that this 
wrong which that is doon to thee is engendred of the 
hate of thyne encinys; and of the vcngcance-takinge upon 
that wolde engendre another vengeance, and muchcl sorwe 
and wastinge of richcsscs, as I scyde. 

<[37. Now sir, as to the point that Tullius elepeth 
“causes,” which that is the lastc point, thou shalt 
understonde that the wrong that thou hast rcccyvcd hath 
certeine causes, whiche that elerkes elepen Oriens and Ef- 
ficiens, and Causa Jonginqua and Causa propinqiia; this 
is to seyn, the fer cause and the ny cause. 7 ’hc fer cause is 
almighty god, that is cause of allc thinges. The neer cause 
is thy three ciicmys. The cause accidental was hate, 'f’hc 
cause material been the fyve woundcs of thy doghter. The 
cause formal is the mancre of hir wcrkingc. that broghten 
laddres and clouinbcn in at thy windowes. Tlic cause final 
was for to sice thy doghter; it letted nat in as muche as in 
hem was. But for to speken of the fer cause, as to what 
ende they shul come, or what shal finally bityde of hem in 
this caas, ne can I nat dcine but by conjcctingc and by 
supposinge. For we shul suppose that they shul come to 
a wikked ende, by-cause that the Book of Decrees scith: 
“selden or with greet peync been causes y-broght to good 
ende whanne they been baddely bigonne.” 

([38. Now sir, if men wolde axe me, why that god suffred 
men to do yow this vileinye, certes, I can nat wel 
answere as for no sothfastnesse. For th'apostlc scith, that 



‘the sciences and the juggementz of our lord god al- 
mighty been ful depe; ther may no man comprehende ne 
scrchen hem sufHsantly.” Nathelecs, by certeync pre- 
siinipcions and conjcctingcs, I holde and bileve that god, the 
whicli that is ful of justice and of righhvisnesse, hath tale 
suffred tliis bityde by juste cause resonable. of 

|[.39. Thy name is Melibce, this is to scyn, “a man that MeJibeui 
drinketh bony/' Thou hast y-dronke so muchcl 
hony of swctc tcmporcl rich esses and dcliccs and honours 213 
of this \^'orld, that thou art dronken; and hast forgeten 
Jesu Crist thy creatour; thou ne hast nat doon to him 
swich honour and reverence as thee oughte. Ne thou ne 
hast nat ^\'cl y-taken kepe to the wordes of 0\idc, that 
scith: “under the liony of the godcs of the body is hid the 
\eniin that sleetli the soulc/' And Salomon seith, “if thou 
hast founden hony, etc ot it that siiffyscth; for if thou 
etc of it out of mesure, thou shalt spewe,"' and be nedy and 
povre. And pcravcntiirc Crist hath thee in despit, and 
iiatli turned awey fro thee his face and hisc eres of miser- 
icorde; and also he liatli suffred that thou hast been pun- 
isshed in the mancrc that thow hast y-trespassed. T^ou 
hast doon sinne aga\ n our lord Crist; for certes, the three 
enemys of mankinde, that is to seui, the flessh, the feend, 
and the world, hast suffred hem entre in-to thyn 
herlc wilfully by the windowes of thy body, and hast nat 
defended thyself siiffisantly agayns hir assautes and hir 
tenjptacioims, so that they ban wounded thy sonic in 
fyve places; this is to se}n, the deedly sinnes that been 
entred in to thyn herte by thy fyve wittes. And in the 
same nianerc our lord Crist hath wold and suffred, that 
thy tlirce eiu’inys been entred in-to thyn hous by the 
\Mndovves, and ban y-w'ounded tliy doghtcr in the fore- 
seule niancre/ 

(■40. ‘Certes,’ quod Melibce, ‘I see wel that ye enforce 
yow muchcl by w'ordes to overcome me in swich 
nianere, that I shal nat venge me of myne enemys; shew- 
iiigc me the perils and the yvcles that mighten fallc of this 
^engcancc. But who-so woldc considcre in alle vengeances 
the perils and yvcles that mightc scw'c of vengeance tak- 
iugc, a man wolde never take vengeance, and that were 



harm; for oy the vengeance-takinge been the wikked men 
dissevered fro the gode men. And they that han wil to do 
wikkednesse restreyne hir wikked purpos, whan they seen 
THE the punissinge and chastysinge of the trespassours.' [And 
r.ANTER- to this answcrde dame Prudence: ‘Ccrtes/ seyde she, 'I 
grauntc wel that of vengeaunce cometh miichel yvcl and 
TALES muchel good; but vengeauncc-taking aperteneth nat unto 
cverichoon, but only unto juges and unto hem that han 
214 jurisdiccioun upon the trcspassours.] And yet seye I more, 
that right as a singular persone sinneth in takingc ven- 
geance of another man, right so sinneth the juge if he do 
no vengeanee of hem that it han deserved. For Senek 
seith thus: "'that maister,'* he seith, “is good that pro\'eth 
shrewes.” And as Cassidore seith: “A man dredeth to do 
outrages, whan he woot and knoweth that it displcseth to 
the juges and sovereyns.’' And another scith: “the juge 
that dredeth to do right, maketh men shrewes.” And 
Seint Paule the apostle seith in his epistle, whan he wryteth 
un-to the Romayns: that “the juges beren nat the spere 
with-outen cause;"' but they beren it to punissc the shrewes 
and misdoercs, and for to defende the gode men. If ye 
wol thanne take vengeance of your enemys, ye shul rc- 
toume or have your recours to the juge that hath the juris- 
diccion up-on hem; and he shal punisse hem as the lawe 
axeth ajid requyreth.' 

'Ar quod Melibee, ‘this vengeance lyketh me no- 
thing. I bithenke me now and take hede, how 
fortune hath norissed me fro my childhcde, and hath 
holpen me to passe many a strong pas. Now wol I assayen 
hir, trowinge, with goddes help, that she shal helpe me my 
shame for to venge." 

i[ 42 - ‘Certes,’ quod Prudence, ‘if ye wol werkc by my 
conseil, ye shul nat assaye fortune by no wey; ne 
shul nat Icne or bowe unto hir, after the word of Senek: 
or “thinges that been folily doon, and that been in hope 
of fortune, shullen never come to good ende." And as the 
same Senek seith: “the more deer and the more shyning 
that fortune is, the more brotil and the sonner broken she 
is.^ Trusteth nat in hir, for she nis nat stidefast ne stable; 
for whan thow trowest to be most seur or siker of hir 



help, she wol faille thee and deceyve thee. And wheras ye 
seyn that fortune hath norissed yow fro your ehildhcde, 

I seye, that in so muchel shul ye the lasse truste in hir and 
in hir wit. For Senek seith: 'Vhat man that is norissed by the 

fortune, she inakcth him a greet fool.” Now thanne, sin tale 

ye desyre and axe vengeance, and the vengeance that is of 
doon after the lawe and biforc the juge ne lyketh yow Melibeus 
nati and the vengeance that is doon in hope of fortune is 
perilous and uncertcin, thanne have ye noon other remedie 215 
but for to have your rccours unto the sovereyn juge that 
vengeth alle vilcinyes and wronges; and he shal vengc yow 
after that hiin-sclf witnesseth, wher-as he seith: 'levcth 
the vengeance to me, and I shal do it.” ' 
i[43- Melibcc answerde, ‘if I nc venge me nat of the 
vilcinyc that men han doon to me, I sompnc or 
warne hem that ha”, to me that vileinye and alle 
othcre, to do me another vileinye. For it is written: “if 
thou take no vengeance of an old vileinye, thou sompnest 
tliyne adversaries to do thee a newe vileinye.” And also, 
for my suffrance, men wolden do to me so muchel vileinye, 
that 1 mighte neither here it ne sustenc; and so sholdc 
I been put and holdcn over lowe. For men seyn: “in 
muchel suffringc shul manyc thinges falle un-to thee 
whiche thou shalt nat mowe suffre.” ' 
i[44- ‘Certes,' quod Prudence, ‘I graiinte yow that over 
muchel suifraunce nis nat good; but yet ne folweth 
it nat ther-of, that every persone to whom men doon 
vileinye take of it vengeance; for that aperteneth and 
longeth al only to the juges, for they shul venge the 
\'ilcinycs and iniuries. And ther-fore tho two auctoritees 
that ye han seyd above, been only understonden in the 
juges; for whan they suffren over muchel the wronges and 
the vileinyes to be doon withouten punisshinge, they 
sompnc nat a man al only for to do newe wronges, but they 
comanden it. Also a wys man seith: that “the juge that 
correcteth nat the sinnere comandetli and biddeth him do 
sinne.” And the juges and sovereyns mighten in hir land 
so muchel suffre of the shrewes and misdoeres, that they 
sholdcn by swich suffrance, by proces of tyme, wexen of 
swich power and might, that they sholden putte out the 



jugcs and the sovercyns from hir places, and attc laste 
maken hem Icsen hir lordshipcs. 

^[45. But lat us now puttc, that ye have Icvc to venge 
the yow. I seye ye been nat of might and power as now 

t^ANTER* to venge yow. For if ye wole maken eomparisoim un-to tlie 
BURY might of your adversaries, ye shul finde in main^e Ihinges. 

TALES that I have shewed yow cr this, that hir eondicioiin is 

bettre than youres. And therfore seye I, that it is good as 
216 now that ye suffre and be pacient. 

1(46. Forther-more, ye knowen wel that, after the 
comune sawe, "'it is a woodnesse a man to stryve 
w'ith a stronger or a more mighty man than he is him- 
self; and for to strywe witli a man of c\’cne strengthe. that 
is to scyn, with as strong a man as he, it is peril; and for 
to stryve with a weyker man, it is folie/' And therfore 
sholdc a man flee stryvinge as niiichel as he mightc. For 
Salomon seith; "it is a greet worship to a man to kepen 
him fro noyse and stryf/' And if it so bifallc or happe that 
a man of gretter might and strengthe than thou art do 
thee grevaunce, studie and bisie thee rather to stille the 
same grevaunce, than for to venge thee. For Senck seith: 
that "he putteth him in greet peril that stry\’clh with a 
gretter man than he is liim-sclf/' And Catoun seith: “if a 
man of hycr cstaat or degree, or more mighty than thou, do 
thee ijnoy or grevaunce, suffre him; for he that ones hath 
greved thee may another tyme relcvc thee and hclpe.’' 
Yet sette I caas, ye ha\c bothe might and licence for to 
venge yow. I seye, that ther be ful manyc thinges that 
shul restreyne yow of vcngcancc-takinge, and make yow 
for to enclyne to suffre, and for to han pacience in the 
thinges that han been doon to yow. First and foreward, if 
ye wolc considere the defautes that been in your oweiic 
persone, for whiche defautes god hath siiffred yow ha\c 
this tribulacioun, as I have scyd yow hccr-biforn. For the 
poete seith, that "we oghtc pacicntly taken the tribulacions 
that comcn to us, whan we thinken and considcren that 
wc han deserved to have hem.” And Seint Gregorio seith: 
that "whan a man considcreth wel the nombre of hisc de- 
putes and of his sinnes, the peyncs and the tribulaci()uiL> 
that he suffreth semen the lesse un-to hym; and in-as- 



miiclic i\s him thinkcth hisc sinncs more hevy and grcvoiis, 
in-so-iiuiche semctli his pcync the lighter and the esier 
iin-to him.” Also ye owen to cnclync and bo we your hertc 
to take the pacicnce of our lord Jesii Crist, as scith scint 
Peter in hisc epistles: “Jcsii Crist,” he scith, “hath suffred 
for us, and yeven ensamplc to c\cry man to folwc and sewe 
him; for lie didc never sinne, nc never cam thcr a vileinoiis 
word out of his mouth: whan men cursed him, he cursed 
hem noght; and wlian men betten him, he manaced hem 
noght.” Also the gretc pacience, which the seintes that 
been in paradys han liad in tribuLicioiins that they han 
y-suffred, with-oiitcn hir desert or gilt, oghte muchcl stiren 
yow to pacicnce. I'orthcnnorc, ye sliolJe enforce yow to 
have pacieiicc, consideiiiigc tliat the tribulncioiins of this 
world but litcl endure, and sonc ])asscd been and 

goon. And the joye that a man seketh to have by pacicnce 
in tribulaciouns is perdurable, after iliat the apostle scith 
in his epistle: “the joye of god,” he scith, “is perdurable,” 
that is to scyn, cvcrlastingc. Also troweth and bileveth 
stedefastly, that he nis nat wel y norisscd nc wel y'^aught, 
that can nat ha\c pacience or wol nat rcccyvc pacicnce. 
hor Salomon scith: that “the doctiinc and the wit of a man 
is knowen by pacicnce.” And in anotlicr place he scith: 
that “he that is paeient governelh him by greet prudence.” 
And the same Salomon scith: “the angry and wrathful man 
maketh noyses, and the paeient man atempreth hem and 
stillcth.” He scith also: “it is more worth to be paeient than 
for to be right strong; and he that may have the lordshipe 
of his owenc herte is more to preyse, than he that by his 
force or strengthe taketh gretc citees.” And therforc seith 
scint Jamc in his epistle: that “pacience is a greet vertu of 
pcrfcccioun.” ' 

i[47- 'Certes,’ quod Mclibec, ‘I graiinte yow, dame Pru- 
dence, that pacience is a greet vertu of perfcccioun; 
but every man may nat have the perfcccioun that ye seken; 
ne I nain nai of the nombre of right parfite men, for myn 
hertc may never been in pees un-to the tyme it be venged. 
And al-bc-it so that it was greet peril to myne enemys, to 
do me a vilcinyc in takinge vengeance up-on me, ye* token 
they noon hede of the peril, but fulfillcdcn hir wikked wil 
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and hir corage. And therfore, me thinketh men oghten nat 
repreve me, though I putte me in a litel peril for to venge 
me, and though I do a greet excesse, that is to scyn, that 
THE I venge oon outrage by another.’ 

CANTER- |[ 48 . ‘A!’ quod dame Prudence, 'ye scyn your wil and as 
bury yow lyketh; but in no caas of the world a man sholde 

TALES doon outrage ne cxcesse for to vengen him. For Cassi- 
dorc seith: tliat “as yvcl doth he that vengeth him by out- 
2 i 8 rage, as he that doth the outrage.” And therfore ye shul 
venge yow after the ordre of right, that is to seyn by the 
la we, and noght by excesse ne by outrage. And also, if ye 
wol venge yow of the outrage of your adversaries in other 
maner than right comandeth, ye sinnen; and therfore seith 
Senek: that “a man shal never vengen shrewednesse by 
shrewdnesse.” And if yc saye, that right axeth a man to 
defenden violcnee by violcnee, and fighting by fighting, 
certes ye scye sooth, whan the defense is doon anon with- 
outen intervalle or witli-outcn tarying or delay, for to de- 
fenden him and nat for to vengen him. And it bihoveth 
that a man putte swich attcmpcrancc in his defenee, that 
men have no cause nc matcrc to rcprc\’en him tliat defend- 
eth him of excesse and outrage; for dies were it agayn re- 
soun. Pardee, yc knowen wcl, that yc maken no defence as 
now for to defende yow, but for to venge )'ow; and so sew- 
eth it that ye han no wil to do your dede attcniprcly. And 
therforfi, me thinketh that pacicnce is good. P'or Salomon 
seith: that “he that is nat pacient shal have greet harm.” ’ 
<[49- ‘Certes,’ quod Mclibce, ‘I grauntc yow, that whan a 
man is impacient and wroth, of tliat that toucheth 
him noght and that aperteneth nat un-to him, though it 
harme him, it is no wonder. For the lawc seith: that “he 
is coupablc that entremetteth or mcdicth with swich thyiig 
as aperteneth nat un-to him.” And Salomon seith: that “he 
that entremetteth him of the noysc or stryf of another man, 
is lyk to him that taketh an hound by the ercs.” For right 
as he that taketh a straunge hound by the ercs is outher- 
whyle biten with the hound, right in the same wyse is it 
resoun that he have harm, that by his inpacience mcdleth 
hip of the noyse of another man, wher-as it aperteneth nat 
un-to him. But ye knowen wel that this dede, that is to 



seyn, my grief and my disese, toucheth me rignt ny. And 
thcrfore, though I be wroth and inpacient, it is no mcr- 
veillc. And savinge your grace, I can nat seen that it mightc 
greetly harme me though I toke vangeaiince; for I am richer the 

and more mighty than myne cncmys been. And wcl tale 

knowen ye, that by moncyc and by havinge grctc posses- of 
sions been all the thinges of this world governed. And Melibeas 
Salomon scith: that ''allc thinges obeyen to moncyc.” ' 

1(50. Whan Prudence haddc herd hir housbonde avanten 219 
of his richessc and of his moncyc, dispreisinge the 
power of hise adversaries, she spak, and scyde in this wysc: 

‘certes, derc sir, 1 graunte yow that ye been *icii and 
mighty, and that the richesses been goodc to hem that han 
wel y-geten hem and wcl conne iiscn hem. For right as the 
body of a man may nat liven withoute the soiile, naniore 
may it live with-oiitrn tcmporel goodes. And by richesses 
may a man gete tnin grete frccndcs. And therforc jeith 
Pamphillcs: '‘if a nctherdcs doghter,” seith he, "be riche, 
she may chosen of a thousand men which she wol take to 
hir housbonde; for, of a thousand men, oon wol nat for- 
saken hir nc refusen hir.” And this Pamphillcs scith also: 

"if thou be right happy, that is to seyn, if thou be right 
riche, thou shalt find a greet nombre of felawes and 
freendes. And if thy fortune change that thou wexe povre, 
farewel freendshipe and fclaweshipe; for thou shalt be al- 
lonc with-outen any companye, but-if it be the companye 
of povre folk.” And yet scith this Pamphillcs moreover: 
that "they that been thralle and bond of linage shullen 
been maad worthy and noble by the richesses.” And right 
so as by richesses thcr comen manye goodes, right so by 
povertc come thcr manye harmes and yveles. For greet pov- 
erte constreyneth a man to do manye yveles. And therfore 
clepeth Cassidore povertc “the moder of mine,” that is to 
seyn, the moder of overthrowinge or fallinge doun. And 
therfore seith Piers Alfoncc: “oon of the gretteste adver- 
sitecs of this world is whan a free man, hy kinde or by 
burthe, is constreyned by poverte to eten Ae almesse of 
his enemy.” And the same scith Innocent in oon of hise 
bokes; he scith: that “sorweful and mishappy is the condi- 
cioun of a povre begger; for if he axe nat his mete, he dyeth 



for hunger; and if he axe, he dyeth for shame; and algates 
neccssitce cqnstrcyneth him to axe.” And therfore seith 
Salomon: that “bet it is to dye than for to have swich 
THE povcrtc.” And as the same Salomon scilh: “bettre it is to 
CANTER- dye of bitter deeth than for to liven in swicli wysc.” By 
BURY thise resons that I have seid un-to yow, and by nianye 

TALES othere resons that I eoiide seye, I graunte yow tliat riclicsscs 
been goode to hem that geten hem wcl, and to heir, that 
220 ivel iisen tho richesses. And therfore wol I slicwc yow liow 
ye shul have yow, and how ye shul here yow in gadcrinj^c 
of richesses, and in what maiierc ye sliul usen hem. 
j[5i. First, ye shul geten hem withouten greet desyr, by 
good leyscr sokingly, and nat over hastily, h'or a man 
that is to desyringe to gete richesses abaiindtmclh liim first 
to thefte and to alle other yvcles. And therfcMC seith Salo- 
mon: “he that hasteth him to bisily to wexe riche shal be 
noon innocent.” He seith also: that “the ricliessc that has- 
tily Someth to a man, sonc and lightly gooth and ])assetli 
fro a man; but that richesse that cometli litel and litcl 
wexeth alwey and multiplycth.” And sir, ye shul geten 
richesses by your wit and by your trax aille un-lo }a)ur profit; 
and that with-outen wrong or harm-doingc to any other 
persone. For the lawc seith: that “tlier inaketh no man 
himselven riche, if he do harm to another wight”; tliis is 
to scyn, that nature defendeth and forbedeth by right, that 
no mdn make himself riche un-to the harm of another per- 
sonc. And Tullius seith: that “no sorwc nc no diedc of 
deeth, nc no-thing that may fallc un-to a man is so inuchcl 
agayns nature, as a man to encrcssen his owenc profit to 
the harm of another man. And though the gretc men and 
the mighty men geten richesses more lightly than thou, \et 
shaltou nat been ydcl ne slow to do thy profit; for thou 
shalt in alle wyse flee ydclnesse.” For Salomon seith: that 
“ydelnesse tccheth a man to do manye yvelcs.” And the 
same Salomon seith: that “he that travailleth and bisicth 
him to tilien his land, shal eten breed; but he that is ydcl 
and casteth him to no bisinesse ne occupacioun, shal fallc 
in-to poverte, and dye for hunger.” And he that is ydcl and 
dow can never finde covenable tyme for to doon his profit. 
For ther is a versifiour seith: that “the ydcl man cxeuseth 



hym in winter, by cause of the grete cold; and in somcr, by 
enchcsoun of the hete/' For thisc causes scith Caton: 

“waketh and enclyneth nat yow over muchel for to slepc; 
for over muchel rcste norisseth and causeth manyc vices/' the 
And therfore scith scint Jerome: “doth somme godc dedes, tale 

that the dcvcl which is our enemy nc findc yow nat unoc- of 
ciipied. For the dcvcl ne taketh nat lightly iin-to his werk- Mdibeus 
ingc swiche as he findeth occupied in godc werkes/' 

1(52. lhanne thus, in getinge richesses, ye mosten flee 221 
ydclncsse. And afterward, yc shiil use the richesses, 
whichc yc have geten by your wit and by your travaille, in 
swich a manere, that men holdc nat yow to scars, ne to 
sparinge, ne to fool-large, that is to scyn, over-large a 
spender. For right as men blamcn an avaricious man by- 
cause of his scarsclcc and chinchcryc, in the same wyse is 
he to blame that sp. over largely. And therfore seith 
Caton: “use,*' he scith, “thy richesses that thou hast geten 
in swich a manere, that men have no matcrc ne cause t^ 
calle thee neither wrccchc ne chinche; for it is a greet 
shame to a man to have a povere hertc and a riche purs." He 
seith also: “the goodcs that thou hast y-geten, use hem by 
incsurc," that is to seyn, spendc hem nicsurably; for they 
tliat folily wasten and despenden the goodes that they han, 
whan they han namorc propre of hir owene, they shapen 
hem to take the goodcs of another man. I seye thanne, that 
yc shul flecn avarice; usinge your richesses in swich manere, 
that men scyc nat that your richesses been y-biiried, but 
that yc have hem in your might and in your wccldinge. Fo( 
a wys man repreveth the avaricious man, and scith thus, in 
two vers: “wher-to and why burieth a man hisc goodcs by 
his grete avarice, and knoweth wel that nedes moste he dye; 
for deeth is the ende of every man as in this present lyf." 

And for what cause or enchcsoun joyncth he him or knit- 
teth he him so faste un-to hise goodcs, that alle his wittes 
mowen nat disseveren him or departen him from hise 
goodcs; and knoweth wel, or oghte knowe, that whan he 
is deed, he shal no-thing here with him out of this world? 

And ther-fore seith seint Augustin: that “the avaricioui 
man is likned un-to helle; that the more it swelweth, the 
more desyr it hath to swelwe and devoure.” And as wel as 



ye wolde eschewe to be called an avaricious man or chinche, 
as wel sholde ye kepe yow and governe yow in swich a wyse 
that men calle yow nat fool-large. Thcrfore, scith Tullius: 
THE "‘the goodes/' he seith, '"of thyn hous nc sholde nat been 
CANTER- hid, ne kept so cloos but that they mighte been opened by 
BURY pitee and debonairetce”; tliat is to scyn, to yeven part to 

TALES hem that han greet nede; ''ne thy goodes shullcn nat been 

so opene, to been every mannes goodes."' Afterward, in 
222 getinge of your richesscs and in usinge hem, ye shul alwey 
have three thinges in your herte; that is to seyn, our lord 
god, conscience, and good name. First, ye shul have god in 
your herte; and for no richesse ye shullen do no-thing, 
which may in any manere displese god, that is your crea- 
tour and maker. For after the word of Salomon: '‘it is bettre 
to have a litel good with the love of god, than to have 
muchel good and tresour, and lese the love of his lord god." 
And the prophete seith: that "bettre it is to been a good 
man and have litel good and tresour, than to been holdcn a 
shrewe and have grete richesses." And yet seye I fcrthcr- 
more, that ye sholde alwey doon your bisincssc to gctc yow 
richesses, so that ye gete hem with good conscience, x'^nd 
th "apostle seith: tliat "ther nis thing in this world, of which 
we sholden have so greet joye as whan our conscience 
bereth uS good witnesse."" And the wyse man scith: "the 
substance of a man is ful good, whan sinne is nat in marines 
conscience."’ Afterw^ard, in getinge of your richcsscs, and in 
usinge bf hem, yow moste have greet bisinesse and greet 
diligence, that your goode name be alwey kept and con- 
served. For Salomon seith: that "bettre it is and more it 
availleth a man to have a good name, than for to have grete 
richesses.” And therfore he seith in another place: "do 
greet diligence,"" seith Salomon, "in keping of thy freciid 
and of thy gode name; for it shal lenger abide with thee 
than any tresour, be it never so precious."" And certes he 
sholde nat be called a gentil man, that after god and good 
conscience, alle thinges left, ne dooth his diligence and 
bisinesse to kepen his good name. And Cassidorc seith: 
that "it is signe of a gentil herte, whan a man loveth and 
desyreth to han a good name."" And therfore seith seint 
Augustin: that "ther been two thinges that arn neccssarie 



and nedcfulle, and that is good conscience and good loos; 
that is to scyn, good conscience to thyn owcnc persone in- 
ward, and good loos for thy ncighebore outward. And he 
that tnistcth him so muchel in his godc conscience, that the 
he dis]dcscth and setteth at noght his gode name or loos, tale 

and rekketh noght though he kepc nat his gode name, nis of 
■ but a cruel cherl. Melibcus 

Sire, now have I shewed vow how ye shul do in 
getinge richesscs, and how yc shullcn u:cn hem; and 223 
I see wcl, that for the trust that yc han in youre richesses, 
yc woIe moeve werre and bataille. I conscille yow, that ye 
biginiie no W'crre in trust of your richesses; for they ne 
suffysen noght werres to niayntenc. And therforc scith a 
philosophic: “that man that desyreth and wolc algatcs han 
werre, slial never hc' c suffisaunce; for the richer that he is, 
the gretter despenses mostc he make, if he wole have wor- 
ship and victoric."' And Salomon scith: that “the gretter 
richesscs that a man hath, the mo despendours he hath.” 

And dcre sire, al-be-it so that for your richesscs yc mowe 
have muchel folk, yet bihoveth it nat, ne it is not good, to 
biginne werre, whcrc-as ye mowe in other mancrc have 
pees, un-to your worship and profit. For the victories of 
bataillcs that been in this world, lycn nat in greet nombre 
or multitude of the peplc ne in the vertu of man; but it 
lyth in the wil and in the hand of our lord god almighty. 

And therforc Judas Machabciis, w'hich was goddes knight, 
whan he sholdc fighlc agayn his adversarie that hadde a 
greet nombre, and a gretter multitude of folk and stronger 
than was this peplc of Machabcc, yet he rcconforted his 
litcl companyc, and seyde tight in this wysc: “als lightly,” 
quod he, “may our lord god almighty yevc victorie to a 
tewe folk as to many folk; for the victorie of bataile cometh 
nat by the grctc nombre of peple, but it cometh from our 
lord god of hevene.” And dere sir, for as muchel as there 
is no man certcin, if he be worthy that god yeve him vic- 
torie, [namcre than he is certein whether he be worthy of 
the love of god] or naught, after that Salomon scith, ther- 
fore every man sholde grectly drede werres to biginne. And 
b'y-cause that in batailles fallen manyc perils, and happeth 
outherwhilc, that as sonc is the grete man slcyn as the litel 
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man; and, as it is written in the seconde book of Kinges, 
'‘the dedcs of bataillcs been aventurouse and nothing eer- 
teyne; for as lightly is oon hurt with a spere as another." 
And for ther is gret peril in werre, therfore sholde a man 
flee and eschewe werre, in as muchel as a man may goodly. 
For Salomon seith: "he that loveth peril shal fallc in 
peril." ' 

i[S 4 - After that Dame Prudence hadde spoken in this 
manere, Melibee answerde and seyde, 'I sec wel, 
dame Prudence, that by your fair wordes and by your resons 
that ye han shewed me, that the werre Ij^keth yow no-thing; 
but I have nat yet herd your conscil, how I shal do in this 
nede.' 

<[55. 'Certes,' quod she, 'I conscillc yow that ye accorde 
with youre adversaries, and that ye have pees with 
hem. For seint Jame seith in hise epistles: that "by con- 
cord and pees tne smale richcsscs wexen grete, and by de- 
baat and discord the grete richesses fallen doun." And ye 
knowen wel that oon of the gretteste and most sovereyn 
thing, that is in this world, is unitce and pees. And ther- 
fore seyde oure lord Jesu Crist to hise apostles in this wyse: 
"wel happy and blessed been they that loven and pur- 
chacen pees; for they been called children of god." ' 'A!' 
quod Melibee, 'now see I wel that ye loven nat myn hon- 
our ne my worshipe. Ye knowen wel that myne adversaries 
han bigonnen this debaat and brige by hir outrage; and ye 
see wel that they ne requeren ne preyen me nat of pees, 
ne they asken nat to be reconsiled. Wol ye thanne tliat I 
go and meke me and obeye me to hem, and crye hem 
mercy? For sothe, that were nat my worship. For right as 
men seyii, that “over-greet homlinesse engendreth disrey- 
singe," so fareth it by to greet humylitee or mekenesse.' 

^[56. Thanne bigan dame Prudence to maken scmblant 
of wratthe, and seyde, 'certes, sir, sauf your grace, I 
love your honour and your profit as I do myn owene, and 
ever have doon; ne ye ne noon other syen never the con- 
trarie. And yit, if I hadde seyd that ye sholde han pur- 
chaced the pecs and the rcconsiliacioun, I ne hadde nat 
mui^el mistaken me, ne seyd amis. For the wyse man 
seith: '*the dissensioun biginneth by another man, and the 



rcconsiling biginneth by thyself.” And the prophete seith: 

''flee shrcwdnesse and do goodncsse; seke pees and folwe 
it, as muchel as in thee is.” Yet seyc I nat that ye shul 
rather pursue to your adversaries for pecs than they shiiln the 
to yow; for I knowe wel that ye been so hard-herted, that tale 
ye wol do no-thing for me. And Salomon seith: "he that of 
.hath over-hard an herte, atte laste he shal inishappe and Melibeus 
mistyde.” ' 

^[57. Whanne Melibce hadde herd dame Prudence 225 
maken semblant of wratthe, he seyde in this wyse, 

'dame, I prey yow that yc be nat displescd of thiiigcs that 
I scye; for ye knowe wel that I am angry and wrooth, and 
that is no wonder; and they that been wrothe witen nat 
wel what they doon, ne what they seyn. Therforc the 
prophete seith: that "troubled cycn han no cleer sighte.” 

But scycth and Loiiscncth me as yow lyketh; for I am redy 
to do right as ye wol desyre; and if ye repreve me of my 
folyc, I am the more holdcn to love yow and to preyse yow. 

For Salomon seith: that "he that repreveth him that doth 
folyc, he shal finde gretter grace than he that deceyveth 
him by swetc wordes.” ' 

([58. '‘riiannc scide dame Prudence, 'I make no semblant 
of wratthe nc anger but for your gretc profit. For 
Salomon seith: "he is more worth, that repreveth or chyd- 
eth a fool for his folye, shewingc him semblant of wratthe, 
than he that supporteth him and preyseth him in his mis- 
doingc, and laugheth at his folyc.” And this same Salomon 
seith afterward: that "by the sorweful visage of a man,” 
that is to seyn, by the sory and hevy countcnaunce of a 
man, "the fool corrccteth and amendeth him-self.” ' 

^[59. '^Thannc seyde Melibce, 'I shal nat conne answere 
to so manye fairc rcsoiins as ye putten to me and 
shewen. Scycth shortly your w'il and your conseil, and I am 
al ready to fulfille and parfournc it.' 

|[6o. Thannc dame Prudence discovered al hir wil to him, 
and seyde, 'I conseille yow,' quod she, 'aboven alle 
thinges, that ye make pees bitvs^ene god and yow; and beth 
rcconsiled un-to him and to his grace. For as I have seyd 
yow heer-biforn, god hath suffred yow to have this tribula- 
cioun and disese for your sinnes. And if ye do as I s^y yow. 



god wol sende your adversaries un-to yow, and makcn hem 
fallen at your feet, redy to do your wil and your comande- 
ments. For Salomon seith: ‘Vhan the condicioun of man 
THE is plesaunt and likinge to god, he changcth the hcrtcs of 

CANTER- the mannes adversaries, and constreyncth hem to biseken 

bury him of pees and of grace.” And I prey yow, lat me speke 

TALES with 3^our adversaries in privec place; for they shiil nat 

knowe that it be of your wil or your assent. And thanne, 
226 whan I knowe hir wil and hir entente, I may conscillc yow 

the more seurly/ 

|[6i. 'Dame,' quod Melibee, ‘dooth your wil and your 
lykinge, for I putte me hoolly in your disposicioun 
and ordinaunce.’ 

<[62. Thanne Dame Prudence, whan she saugh the godc 
wil of her housbondc, delibercd and took avys in 
hir-self, thinkinge how she mighte bringe this nede un-to a 
good conclusion and to a good ende. And whan she saugh 
hir tyme, she sente for thise adversaries to come un-to hir 
in-to a privec place, and shewed wysly un-to hem the grctc 
goodcs that comen of pecs, and the grctc harmes and perils 
that been in werre; and scyde to hern in a goodly inanere, 
how that hem oughtc have greet repcntaunce of the injurie 
and wrong that they hadden doon to Melibee hir lord, and 
to hir, and to hir doghter. 

|[63. And whan they herden the goodliche wordcs of 
dame Prudence, they weren so surprised and rav- 
isshed, and hadden so greet joye of hir, that wonder was 
to telle. ‘A! lady!' quod they, 'ye han shewed un-to us “the 
blessingc of swetnesse,” after the sawe of David the proph- 
ete; for tlie reconsilinge which we been nat worthy to have 
in no mancre, but we oghtc requeren it with greet contri- 
cioun and humilitee, ye of your grete goodnesse have pre- 
sented unto us. Now see we wel that the science and the 
cominge of Salomon is ful trewe; for he seith: that 'swete 
wordes multiplyen and cncresen freendes, and makcn 
shrewes to be debonaire and meke.” 

<[64. 'Certes,' quod they, 'we putten our dede and al our 
matere and cause al hoolly in your goode wil; and 
been redy to obeye to the speche and comandement of my 



lord Melibcc. And therfore, derc and benigne lady, we 
preyen yow and bisekc yow as mekcly as we conne and 
inowen, that it lyke un-to your grete goodnesse to fulfillen 
in dcdc your goodliche wordcs; for we consideren and 
knowlichen that we han offended and greved my lord Meli- 
bec out of mcsurc; so ferforth, that we be nat of power to 
maken hisc amcndes. And therfore we oblige and binden 
us and our frecndes to doon al his wil and hise coinande- 
nients. But peravcnturc he hath swich hevincsse and swich 
wratthc to iis-ward, by-cause of our offence, that he wolc 
cnjoync us swich a pcyne as we mowe nat berc nc sustciic. 
And therfore, noble lady, we biseke to your wommanly 
j^itcc, to taken swich avyscinent in this nedc, that we, nc 
our frecndes, be nat desherited nc destroyed thurgh our 
folyc/ 

1(65. 'Certes,' quod Prudence, 'it is an hard thing and 
right perilous, that a man piittc him al outrely in 
the aibitracioun and juggement, and in the might and 
power of hisc cnemys. I' or Salomon seith: "Icvcth me, and 
yeveth credence to that I shal seyn: I scyc,'' quod he, “ye 
pcplc, folk, and governours of holy chirche, to thy sone, to 
tliy wyf, to thy freend, ne to thy brother ne yeve thou never 
might ne maistrie of thy body, whyl thou livest/' Now 
sitlien he defendeth, that man shal nat yeven to his brother 
nc to his freend the might of his body, by a stronger resoun 
he defendeth and forbedeth a man to yeven him-self to his 
enemy. And nathclees I conseillc you, that ye mistruste nat 
my lord. For I woot wcl and knowe verraily, that he is 
debonaire and mckc, large, curtcys, and nothing desyrous 
nc covcitous of good nc richesse. For ther nis no-thing in 
this world tliat he desyreth, save only worship and honour. 
Forther-more I know'c wel, and am right scur, that he shal 
no-thing doon in this nede with-oiiten my conseil. And I 
shal so werken in this cause, that, by grace of our lord god, 
ye shul been rcconsilcd un-to us.' 

<[66. Thanne scyden they with 0 vois, 'worshipful lady, 
we putten us and our goodes al fully in your wil and 
disposicioun; and been redy to comen, what day that it lyke 
un-to your noblesse to limite us or assigne us, for to maken 
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our obligacioun and bond as strong as it lyketh un-to your 
goodnesse; that we mowe fulfillc the wille of yow and of 
my lord Mclibee/ 

THE |[67. Whan dame Prudence hadde herd the answcres of 
CANTER- thise men, she bad hem goon agayn prively; and she 

BURY retourned to hir lord Melibee, and tolde him how she fond 

TALES hise adversaries ful repentant, knowlechinge ful lowcly hir 

sinnes and trespas, and how they were redy to suffren al 
228 peyne, requiringe and preyinge him of mercy and pitce. 

|[68. Thanne seyde Melibee, 'he is wel wortliy to have 
pardoun and foryifnesse of his sinne, that cxcuseth 
nat his sinne, but knowlechcth it and repenteth him, axinge 
indulgence. For Senek seith: "thcr is the remissioiin and 
foryifnesse, whereas confessioun is”; for confession is 
neighebore to innocence. And he seith in another place: 
''he that hath shame for his sinne and knowlechcth it, is 
worthy remissioun.” And therforc I assente and conferme 
me to have pees; but it is good that we do it nat with-outen 
the assent and wil of our freendes/ 

([69. Thanne was Prudence right glad and joyeful, and 
seyde, 'Certes, sir,' quod she, 'ye han wel and goodly 
answered. For right as by the conseil, assent, and help of 
your freendes, ye han been stired to venge yow and maken 
wenc, right so with-outen hir conseil shul yc nat accorden 
yow, ne have pees with your adversaries. For the lawc seith: 
"ther nis no-thing so good by wey of kinde, as a tiling to 
been unbounde by him that it was y-bounde.” * 

{[70. And thanne dame Prudence, with-outen delay or 
taryinge, sente anon hir messages for hir kin, and for 
hir olde freendes whiche that were trewc and wysc, and 
tolde hem by ordre, in the presence of Melibee, al this 
matere as it is aboven expressed and declared; and preyden 
hem that they wolde yeven hir avys and conseil, what best 
were to doon in this nede. And whan Melibces freendes 
hadde taken hir avys and delibcracioun of the forseide 
matere, and hadden examined it by greet bisinessc and 
greet diligence, they yave ful conseil for to have pees and 
reste; and that Melibee sholde receyve with good herte hise 
adversaries to foryifnesse and mercy. 



|[7i. And whan dame Prudence haddc herd the assent of 
hir lord Mclibcc, and the conscil of hise frecndes, 
accorde with hir willc and hir entencioun, she was wonderly 
glad in hir hcrte, and seydc: 'ther is an old proverbe/ quod 
she, ‘seith: that “the goodncsse that thou mayst do this 
day, do it; and abyde nat ne delayc it nat til to-morwe." 
And therfore I conseille that ye sende your messages, 
swiche as been discrete and wysc, un-to your adversaries; 
tellinge hem, on your bihalve, that if they wolc trete of 
pees and of aecord, that they shape hem, with-outen delay 
or tarying, to comcn un-to us/ Which thing parfourned 
was in dede. And whanne thise trespassoiirs and repentinge 
folk of hir folies, that is to scyn, the adversaries of Mclibee, 
hadden herd what thise messagers seyden un-to hem, they 
weren right glad and joyeful, and answereden ful mekely 
and benignely, y^ldingc graces and lhankinges to hir lord 
Mclibee and to al his companyc; and shopen hem, with- 
outen delay, to go with the messagers, and obeye to the 
cdinandcnicnt of hir lord Mclibee. 

1(72. And right anon they token hir wey to the court of 
Mclibee, and token with hem somme of hir trewe 
freendes, to maken feith for hem and for to been hir 
borwes. And whan they were comcn to the presence of 
Mclibee, he scyde hem thise wordes: 'it standeth thus,' 
quod Mclibee, 'and sooth it is, that ye, causeless, and with- 
outen skilc and rcsoun, han doon grctc injuries and wronges 
to me and to my wyf Prudence, and to my doghter also. 
I’or ye han entred iii-to myn hous by violence, and have 
doon swich outrage, that alle men knowen wcl that ye have 
deserved the deeth; and therfore W'ol I knowc and wite of 
yo\^', whether ye wol puttc the punisssement and the chas- 
tysinge and the vengeance of this outrage in the wil of me 
and of my wyf Prudence; or ye wol nat?' 

|[73. Thanne the wyscste of hem three answerde for hem 
alle, and scyde: 'sire,' quod he, ‘we knowen wel, 
that we been unworthy to comen un-to the court of so 
greet a lord and so worthy as ye been. For we han so grcetly 
mistaken us, and han offended and agilt in swich a wyse 
agayn your heigh lordshipc, that trewely we han deserved 


THE 

TALE 

of 

Meliheus 

229 



THK 

GANTIR- 

BURT 

TALES 

230 


the deeth. But yet, for the grete goodnesse and debonaire- 
tee that all the world witnesseth of your persone, we sub- 
mitten us to the excellence and benignitce of your gracious 
lordshipe, and been redy to obeie to alle your comande- 
ments; bisekinge yow, that of your merciable pitee ye wol 
considere our grete repentaunce and lowe submissioun, and 
CTaunten us foryevenesse of our outrageous trespas and of- 
fence. For wel we knowe, that your liberal grace and mercy 
strecchen hem feither in-to goodnesse, than doon our out- 
rageouse giltcs and trespas in-to wikkednesse; al-be-it that 
cursedly and dampnably we han agilt agayn your heigh 
lordshipe.' 

<[74. Th anne Melibee took hem up fro the ground ful 
benignely, and receyved hir obligaciouns and hir 
bondcs by hir othes up-on hir plegges and borwes, and 
assigned hem a certeyn day to retoume un-to his court, for 
to accepte and receyve the sentence and jugement that 
Melibee wolde comande to be doon on hem by the causes 
afore-scyd; whiche thinges ordeyned, every man retourned 
to his hous. 

1(75. And whan that dame Prudence saugh hir tyme, she 
freyned and axed hir lord Melibee, what vengeance 
he tlioughte to taken of hise adversaries? 

1(76. To which Melibee answerde and scyde, ‘certes,' 
quod he, T tliinke and purpose me fully to deshcritc 
hem of al that ever they han, and for to putte hem in cxil 
for ever.* 

1(77. 'Certes,* quod dame Prudence, ‘this were a cruel 
sentence, and muchel agayn rcsoun. Tor ye been 
riche y-nough, and han no nede of other mennes good; and 
ye mightc lightly in this wyse gctc yow a covcitous name, 
which is a vicious thing, and oghte been eschewed of e\'ery 
good man. For after the sawe of the word of the apostle: 
“coveitise is rote of alle harmes.” And therfore, it were 
bettre for yow to lese so muchel good of your owene, than 
for to taken of hir good in this mancre. For bettre it is to 
lesen good with worshipe, than it is to winne good with 
vileinye and shame. And every man oghte to doon his dili- 
gence and his bisinesse to geten him a good name. And 
yet shal he nat only bisie him in kepinge of his good name. 



but he shal also enforcen him alwey to do som-thing by 
which he may renovclle his good name; for it is writen, that 
“the olde good loos or good name of a man is sone goon 
and passed, whan it is nat newed ne renovelled/’ And as thi 
touchinge that ye seyn, yt wole exile your adversaries, that tale 
thinketh me muchel agayn resoun and out of mesure, con- of 
sidcred the power that they han yeve yow up-on hem-self. Mclibcus 
And it is writen, that '‘he is worthy to Icsen his privilege 
that misuseth the might and the power that is yeven him.” 231 
And I sette cas ye mightc cnjoync hem that pcync by right 
and by lawe, which I trowe ye mowe nat do, I seye, ye 
mighte nat putten it to cxccucioiiii peraventurc, and thanne 
weer it lykly to rctournc to the werre as it was biforn. And 
therfor, if ye wole tliat men do yow obeisance, ye nioste 
demen more curteislv; this is to seyn, ye moste yeven more 
esy sentences and jugements. For it is writen, that “he that 
most curteisly comandeth, to him men most obcycn.” And 
therforc, I prey yow that in this neccssitcc and in this nede, 
ye caste yow to overcome your herte. For Senck scith : that 
“he that ovcrcomcth his herte, ovcrcometh twyes.” And 
I’ullius scith: “thcr is no-tliing so comendable in a greet 
lord as whan he is debonaire and inckc, and appeseth him 
lightly.” And I prey yow that ye wol forbcrc now to do 
vengeance, in swicli a iiiancrc, that your goode name may 
be kept and conscr\'ed; and that men mowe have cause and 
niaterc to prey sc yow of pi tec and of mercy; and that ye 
have no cause to rcpcnlc yow of thing that ye doeii. For 
Senck scith: “he ovcrcomcth in an y\’cl mancrc, that re- 
pcntctli him of his victoric.” Whcrfoic 1 pray yow, lat 
mercy been in your mindc and in your herte, to th’effect 
and entente that god almight)^ have merry on yow in his 
lastc jiigcincnt. For scint Jamc scith in his epistle: “juge- 
ment withouten mercy shal be doon to him, that hath ng 
mercy of another wight.” ' 

([78. Whanne Mclibee haddc herd the grete skilcs and 
resouns of dame Prudence, and hir wise informa- 
ciouns and techinges, his herte gan enclyne to tlic wil of 
his wyf, consideringe hir trewe entente; and conformed him 
aiion, and assented fully to werken after hir conseil; and 
thonked god, of whom procedeth al vertu and all good- 
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nesse, that him sente a wyf of so greet discrecioiin. And 
whan the day cam that hise adversaries sholdc apperen in 
his presence, he spak unto hem ful goodly, and seyde in 
this wyse: 'al-be-it so that of your pryde and presumpeioun 
and folie, and of your nccligence and unconninge, ye have 
misborn yow and trespassed un-to me; yet, for as much as 
I see and biholde your grete humilitee, and that ye been 
sory and repentant of your giltes, it constreyneth me to 
doon yow grace and mercy. Therfore I receyve yow to my 
grace, and foryeve yow outrely alle the offences, injuries, 
and wronges, that ye have doon agayn me and mync; to 
this effect and to this ende, that god of his endelees mercy 
woIe at the tyme of our dyinge foryeven us our giltes that 
we han trespassed to him in this wrecched world. For 
doutclces, if we be sory and repentant of the sinnes and 
giltes whiche we han trespassed in the sighte of our lord 
god, he is so free and so merciable, that he wole foryeven 
us our giltes, and bringen us to his blisse that never hath 
ende. Amen.' 


Here is ended Chaucers Tale of Melibee and of 
h^rudence 



The Monkes Tale 


The tnery wordes of the Host to the Monk 


W HAN ended was my tale of Mclibce, 

And of Prudence and hir benigiiitec, 

Our hoste scyde, 'as I am faithful man. 

And by the precious corpus Madrian, 

I haddc lever than a barcl ale 

That goodc lief my wyf hadde herd this talc! 

For she nis no-thing of swich pacicncc 
As was this Mclibeus wyf Prudence. 

By goddes bones! whan I betc my knaves, 

She bringth me forth the grctc clobbcd staves. 
And crycth, "slee the dogges evcrichoon. 

And brek hem, bothe bak and every boon."' 

And if that any neighebor of myiie 
Wol nat in chirche to my wyf cncylnc, 

Or be so hardy to hir to trespacc. 

Whan she comth hoom, she rampeth in my face. 
And cryeth, "false coward, wreck thy wyf! 

By corpus bones! I wol have thy knyf. 

And thou shalt have my distaf and go spinne!" 
Fro day to night right thus she wol biginne; — 

. "Allas!" she scith, "that ever I was shape 
To wedde a milksop or a coward ape, 
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Tliat wol be ovcrlad with every wight! 

Thou darst nat stondcn by thy wyvcs right!” 

ITiis is my lyf, but-if tliat I wol fighte; 

And out at dore anon I moot me dighte, 

Or dies I am but lost, but-if that I 
By lyk a wilde leoun fool-hardy. 

I woot wel she wol do me sice som day 
Som neighebor, and thanne go my wey. 

For I am perilous with knyf in honde, 

A1 be it that I dar nat hir withstonde, 

For she is big in armcs, by my feith. 

That shal he finde, that hir misdooth or seith. 

But lat us passe awey fro this matcre. 

My lord the Monk,' quod he, 'be mery of chere; 
For ye shul telle a tale trcwcly. 

Lo! Rouchestre stant heer faste by! 

Ryd forth, myn owcne lord, brek nat our game, 

But, by my trouthe, I knowe nat your name, 

Wher shal I calle yow my lord dan John, 

Or dan Thomas, or elles dan Albon? 

Of what hous be ye, by your fader kin? 

I vow to god, thou hast a ful fair skin, 

It is a gentil pasture thcr thou goost; 

Tliou art nat lyk a penaunt or a goost. 

Upon my feith, thou art som officer. 

Some worthy sexteyn, or som clcrer. 

For by my fader soule, as to my doom, 

Thou art a maister whan thou art at hoom; 

No povre cloisterer, nc no novys, 

But a govemour, wyly and wys. 

And therwithal of brawnes and of bones 
A wel-faring persone for the nones. 

I pray to god, yeve him confusioun 
Tbat first thee broghte un-to religioun; 

Thou woldest han been a tredc-foul aright. 
Haddestow as greet a leve, as thou hast might 
To parfourne al thy lust in engendrurc. 

Thou haddest bigeten many a creature. 

Alas! why werestow so wyd a cope? 



God ycvc me sorwe! but, and I were a pope, 

Not only thou, but every mighty man, 

ITiogh he were shorn ful hye upon his pan, 

Sholde have a wyf; for al the world is lorn! the 

Religioun hath take up al the eorn Monkes 

Of treding, and we borel men ben shrimpes! tale 

Of feble trees ther comen wrecched impes. 

This maketh that our heiress been so sclendre 

And feble, that they may nat wel engendre. 235 

This maketh that our wyves wol assaye 

Religious folk, for ye may bettre paye 

Of Venus payements than mowe we; 

God woot, no lussheburghes paycn yc! 

But be nat wrooth, my lord, for that I pleye; 

Fill ofte in game a sooth I have herd scyc/ 

This worthy nivii.k ^ook al in pacicncc. 

And scyde, 'I wol doon al my diligence, 

As fer as souncth in-to honcstce, 

To telle yow a tale, or two, or three. 

And if yow list to herkne hiderward, 

I wol yow seyn the lyf of scint Edward; 

Or dies first Tragedies wol I telle 
Of which I h«nve an hundred in my celle. 

'Fragcdic is to seyn a certeyn storie. 

As olde bokes maken us incmoric. 

Of him that stood in greet prosperitee 
And is y-fallcn out of heigh degree 
Into miseric, and endeth wrccchcdly. 

And they ben versifyed comunly 
Of six feet, which men clepe exametron. 

In prose eek been endyted many oon. 

And eek in metre, in many a sondry wyse. 

Lo! this declaring oughte y-nough siiffise. 

Now herkneth, if yow lyketh for to here; 

But first I yow biseke in this matcrc, 

Though I by ordre telle nat thise thinges. 

Be it of popes, emperours, or kinges, 

After hir ages, as men writen finde. 

But telle hem som bifore and som bihinde^ 
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As it now comth un-to my remembraunCQ 
Have me excused of myn ignoraunce/ 

Explicit 

Here higinneth the Monkes Tale, de Casibus Virorum 
lllustrium 

I wol biwayle in maner of Tragedie 

The harm of hem that stode in heigh degree. 

And fillcn so that tlicr nas no remedie 
To bringc hem out of hir adversitce; 

For certein, whan that fortune list to flee, 

Ther may no man the eours of hir withholde; 

Lat no man truste on blind prosperitee; 

Be war by thise ensamples trewc and olde. 

LUCIFER 

At Lucifer, though he an angel were, 

And nat a man, at him I wol biginne; 

For, thogh fortune may non angel dere. 

From heigh degree yet fcl he for his sinne 
Doun in-to helle, wher he yet is inne. 

O Lucifer! brightest of angels alle. 

Now artow Sathanas, that maist nat twinne 
Out of miserie, in which that thou art falle. 

ADAM 

Lo Adam, in the feld of Damassene, 

With goddes owene finger wroght was he. 

And nat bigeten of mannes spermc unclene. 

And welte al Paradys, saving 0 tree. 

Had never worldly man so heigh degree 
As Adam, til he for misgovemaunce 
Was drive out of his hye prosperitee 
To labour, and to helle, and to meschaunce. 

SAMPSON 

Lo Sampson, which that was annunciat 
^.fiy th ’angel, longe er his nativitee. 



And was to god almighty consecrat. 

And stood in noblesse, whyl he mighte see. 

Was never swich another as was he. 

To speke of strengthe, and therwith hardinesse; 

But to his wyves tolde he his secrcc, 

Tlirough which he slow him-sclf, for wrecchednesse. 

Sampson, this noble almighty champioun, 

Witliouten wepen save his hondcs tweyc. 

He slow and al to-rente the leoun. 

Toward his wedding walking by the weye. 

Ilis false wyf coude him so plese and preye 
'ril she his eonseil knew, and she untrewe 
Uii-to his foos his eonseil gan biwreye. 

And him forsook, and took another newe. 

I'hree hundred foxes look Sampson for ire> 

And allc hir tayles he togidcr bond, 

And sette the foxes tayles alle on fire, 

For lie on every tayl had knit a brond; 

And they brendc allc the comes in that lond. 

And alle hir oliveres and vynes cck. 

A thousand men he slow cek with his bond. 

And had no wepen but an asses check. 

Whan they were slayn, so thursted him that he 
W^as wcl ny lorn, for which he gan to preye 
That god woldc on his peyne han som pitcc. 

And sende him drinkc, or dies inoste he deye; 

And of this asses cheke, that was dreye, 

Out of a wang-tooth sprang anon a welle. 

Of which he drank y-nogh, shortly to seye. 

Thus hcclp him god, as Judicum can telle. 

By verray force, at Gazan, on a night, 

Maugree Philistiens of that citce, 

Tlie gates of the toun he hath iip-plight, 

And on his bak y-caried hem hath he 
Hye on an hille, that men mighte hem see. 

O noble almighty Sampson, leef and dere, 



Had thou nat told to wommcn thy sccree, 

In al this worlde ne hadde been thy pere! 

Til is Sampson never sicer drank ne wyn, 

Ne on his heed cam rasour noon ne shore. 

By precept of the messagcr divyn, 

For allc his strcngthes in his heres were; 

And fully twenty winter, ycer by yere, 

He hadde of Israel the governaunce. 

But sone shal he wepen many a terc, 

For wommcn shal him bringen to meschaunce! 

Un-to his Icmman Dalida he tolde 
Tliat in his heres al his strengthe lay. 

And falsly to his fo-men she him solde. 

And sloping in hirbarmc up-on a day 
She made to clippe or shore his hecr awey. 

And made his fo-men al his craft espyen; 

And whan that they him fondc in tliis array, 

They boundc him faste, and putten out his yen. 

But er his hecr were clipped or y-shave, 

I’hcr Was no bond with which men might him binde; 
But now is he in prisoun in a cave, 

Wher-as they made him at the querne grinde. 

O ndble Sampson, strongest of mankindc, 

O whylom jugc in glorie and in richesse. 

Now may stow wepen with thyn yen blinde, 

Sith thou fro wele art fallc in wrecchednesse. 

Th ende of this caytif was as I shal seye; 

His fo-men made a feste upon a day, 

And made him as hir fool bifore hem pleye. 

And this was in a temple of greet array. 

But atte last he made a foul affray; 

For he two pilers shook, and made hem falle. 

And doun fil temple and al, and ther it lay, 

And slow him-self, and eek his fo-men alle. 

Yhis is to seyn, the princes everichoon. 

And eek three thousand bodies wer ther slayn 
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With falling of the grete temple of stoon. 

Of Sampson now wol I na-more scyn. 

Beth war by this ensample old and playh 
That no men telle hir eonseil til hir wyves 
Of swieh thing as they wolde han seeree fayn, 

If that it touche hir limmes or hir lyves. 

II KRCULES 

Of Hercules the sovereyn conquerour 
Singen his workes laude and heigh renoun; 

For in his tyme of strcngtlic he was the flour, 
lie slow, and raftc the skin of the leoun; 

He of Centauros Icydc the boost adoun; 

He Arpies slow, the cruel briddes felle; 

He golden apples rafte of the dragoun; 

He drow out Cerberus, the hound of helle: 

He slow the cruel tyiaut Busirus, 

And made his hors to frctc him, flesh and boon; 
He slow the firy serpent venimous; 

Of Achclois two homes, he brak oon; 

And he slow Cacus in a cave of stoon; 

He slow the gcaunt Antheus the stronge; 

He slow the grisly boor, and that anoon, 

And bar the heven on his nckke longc. 

Was never wight, sith that the world bigan, 

That slow so many monstres as didc he. 
Thurgh-out this wyde world his name ran. 

What for his strengthc, and for his heigh bountee. 
And every rcaume wente he for to see. 

He was so strong that no man mightc him lette; 

At bothe the worldes endcs, seith 'IVophee, 

In stede of boundes, he a piler sette. 

A lemman hadde this noble champioun, 

That highte Dianira, fresh as May; 

And, as tbisc clerkes maken mencioun. 

She hath him sent a sherte fresh and gay. 

Allas! this sherte, alias and wcylaway! 


THE 

Monkes 

TALE 

239 



THE 

CANTER- 

BURY 

TALES 

240 


Envenimed was so siibtilly with-alle. 

That, er that’ he had wercd it half a day, 

It made his flesh al from his bones falle. 

But nathelees somme clerkes hir excusen 
By oon that highte Nessiis, that it maked; 

Be as be may, I wol hir noght accuscn; 

But on his bak this shcrte he wcred al naked. 

Til that his flesh was for the venim blaked. 

And whan he scy noon other remedye. 

In hote coles he hath him-selven raked. 

For with no venim deyncd him to dye. 

Thus starf this worthy mighty Hercules; 

Lo, who may truste on fortune any throwe? 

For him that folweth al this world of prees, 

Er he be war, is ofte y-leyd ful lowc. 

Ful w)'S is he that can him-selven knowe. 

Beth war, for whan that fortune list to glose. 
Than wayteth she hir man to overthrowe 
By swich a wey as he wolde leest suppose. 

NABUCODONOSOR ( NEBUCHADNEZZAR ) 

The mighty trone, the precious tresor, 

ITie glorious ceptre and royal magestee 
That hadde the king Nabugodonosor, 

With tonge unnethe may discryved be. 

He twyes wan Jerusalem the citee; 

The vessel of the temple he with him ladde. 

At Babiloyne was his sovereyn see. 

In which his glorie and his delyt he hadde. 

The fairest children of the blood royal 
Of Israel he leet do gelde anoon. 

And maked ech of hem to been his thral. 
Amonges othcre Daniel was oon. 

That was the wysest child of everichoon; 

For he the dremes of the king expounded, 
V^er-as in Chaldey clerk ne was ther noon 
That wiste to what fyn his.dremes souned. 



This proude king Icet make a statue of golde, 

Sixty cubytes long, and seven in brede, 

To which image bothe yonge and olde 

Comaiindcd he to loutc, and have in drede; the 

Or in a fourneys fill of flambes rede 
He shal be brent, that woldc iioght obcyc. 

But never wolde assente to that dede 
Daniel, ne his yonge felawes tweye. 

TTiis king of kinges proud was and elaat, 
lie wendc that god, that sit in magestee, 

Ne mighte him nat bireve of his estaat: 

But sodeynly he loste his dignitcc. 

And lyk a beste him semed for to be. 

And cet hay as an oxe, and lay ther-oute; 

In reyn with wilde bestes walked he. 

Til eertein tyiuc was y come aboute. 

And lyk an egles fetheres wexe his heres, 

His nayles lyk a briddes clawes were; 

Til god rclcsscd him a eertein yeres, 

And yaf him wit; and than with many a tere 
He thanked god, and ever his lyf in fere 
Was he to doon amis, or more trespace. 

And, til that tyme he leyd was on his here. 

He knew that god was ful of might and graee. 

BALTHASAR (bELHAZZAR) 

His sone, whieh that highte Balthasar, 

That heeld the regne after his fader day, 

He by his fader eoude nought be war. 

For proud he was of herte and of array; 

And eek an ydolastre was he ay. 

His hye estaat assured him in pryde. 

But fortune easte him doun, and ther he lay, 

And sodeynly his regne gan divyde. 

A feste he made iin-to his lordes alle 
Up-on a tyme, and bad hem blythe be, 

And than his ofEccrcs gai: he calle — 
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‘Goth, bringeth forth the vessels/ [tho] quod he, 
‘Which that my fader, in his prosperitee. 

Out of the temple of Jerusalem biiafte. 

And to our hye goddes thankc we 
Of honour, that our eldres with us lafte/ 

His wyf, his lordes, and his concubynes 
Ay dronken, whyl hir appetytes laste. 

Out of thise noble vessels sundry wynes; 

And on a wal this king his yen caste. 

And scy an bond armlees, that wroot ful faste. 
For fere of which he quook and syked sore. 

ITiis bond, that Blathasar so sore agaste, 

Wroot, Mane, techel, phares, and na-morc. 

In al that lond magicien was noon 

That coude expoune what this lettre inente; 

But Daniel expouned it anoon, 

And scyde, ‘king, god to thy fader Icnte 
Glorie and honour, regne, tresour, rente: 

And he was proud, and no-thing god nc draddc. 
And therfor god gret wreche up-on him sente. 
And him biraftc fiie regne that he hadde. 

He was out cast of mannes companye, 

With asses was his habitacioim, 

And cct hey as a beste in weet and drye. 

Til that he knew, by grace and by rcsoun, 

That god of heven hath dominacioim 
Over every regne and every creature; 

And thanne had god of him compassioun, 

And him restored his regne and his figure. 

Eek tliou, that art his sone, art proud also. 

And knowest alle thise thinges verraily. 

And art rebel to god, and art his fo. 

Thou drank eek of his vessels boldcly; 

Thy wyf eek and thy wenches sinfully 
Dronke of the same vessels sondry wynes. 

And heriest false goddes cursedly; 

Therfor to thee y-shapen ful gret pync is. 



This hand was sent from god, that on the walk 
Wroot mane, techel, phares, truste me; 

Thy rcgnc is doon, thou wcyest noght at alle; 
Divydcd is thy regne, and it shal be 
To Mcdcs and to Perses yeven,’ quod he 
And thilkc same night this king was slawe. 

And Darius occupyeth his degree, 

Thogh he therto had neither right nc lawe. 

Lordinges, cnsample heer-by may ye take 
How that in lordshipc is no sikerncssc; 

For whan fortune wol a man forsake. 

She bereth awey liis regne and his richesse, 

And cck his freendes, bothe more and Icsse; 

For what man that hath freendes thurgh fortune, 
Mishap wol make hem cnemys, I gessc: 

This proverb^ sooth and ful commune. 

CENOBIA (zENOBIA) 

Cenobia, of Palimerie quene. 

As writen Persians of hir noblesse. 

So worthy was in armes and so kene. 

That no wight passed hir in hardinesse, 

Ne in linage, nc in other gcntillesse. 

Of kinges blodc of Perse is she descended; 

I scyc nat that she haddc most fairncssc, 

But of hir shape she mighte nat been amended. 

From hir childhede I finde that she fledde 
Office of wommen, and to wodc she wente; 

And many a wilde hertes blood she shedde 
With arwes brode that she to hem sente. 

She was so swift that she anon hem hente, 

And whan that she was elder, she wolde kille 
Leouns, Icpardcs, and bercs al to-rente. 

And in hir armes wclde hem at hir wille. 

She dorsLc wilde beestes dennes seke, 

And rennen in the montaignes al the night, 

And slepcn under a bush, and she coude eke 


THE 

Monkes 

TALB 

243 



THE 

CANTER- 

BURY 

TALES 

244 


Wrastlen by vcrray force and verray might 
With any yong man, were he never so wight; 
Thcr mighte no-thing in hir armes stondc. 
She kcptc hir maydenhod from every wight. 
To no man deigned hir for to be bonde. 

But atte laste hir frendes han hir maried 
To Odenakc, a prince of that contree, 

A1 were it so that she hem longe taried; 

And ye shul understonde how that he 
Iladdc swichc fantasyes as hadde she. 

But nathelees, whan they were knit inf ere. 
They lived in joyc and in fclicitcc; 

For cell of hem hadde other leef and dere. 

Save o thing, that she never wolde assente 
By no wey, that he sholdc by hir lye 
But ones, for it was hir plcyn entente 
To have a child, the world to multiplye; 

And al-so sone as that she mighte espye 
That she was nat with childc with that dede, 
'riian wolde she suffre him doon his fantasyc 
Eft-sone, and nat but ones, out of drede. 

And if she were with ehilde at thilke cast, 
Na-morc sholde he plcyen thilke game 
Til fully fourty dayes weren past; 

Than wolde she ones suffre him do the same. 
A1 were this Odenake w'ildc or tame, 

He gat na-more of hir, for thus she seyde, 

‘It was to wyves lecheryc and shame 
In other cas, if that men with hem pleyde.’ 

Two sones by this Odenake hadde she. 

The wiche she kepte in vertu and lettrure; 
But now un-to our tale tume we. 

I seye, so worshipful a creature. 

And wys therwith, and large with mesure. 

So penible in the werre, and curteis eke. 



Nc more labour mighte in werre endure, 

Was noon, thogh al this world men sholde seke. 

Hir riche array ne mighte nat be told 
As wel in vessel as in hir clothing; 

She was al clad in perree and in gold, 

And eek she lafte noght, for noon hunting. 

To have of sondry tonges ful knowing, 

Whan that she leyscr hadde, and for to entende 
To lernen bokes was al hir lyking. 

How she in vertu mighte hir lyf dispende. 

And, shortly of this storie for to trete. 

So doughty was hir housbondc and cek she. 

That they conquered many regnes gretc 
In th’oricnt, with many a fair citcc, 

Apertenaunt i::i to Jhr magestee 
Of Rome, and with strong bond heldc hem ful faste; 
Nc never mighte hir fo-men doom hem flee. 

Ay whyl that Odenakes dayes laste. 

Hir batailcs, who-so list hem for to rede, 

Agayn Sapor the king and othere mo. 

And how that al this proccs fil in dedc, 

Why she conquered and what title had therto. 

And after of hir mcschief and hir wo. 

How that she was biseged and y-take. 

Let him un-to my maister Petrark go. 

That writ y-nough of this, I undertake. 

\Micn Odenake was deed, she mightily 
'Ilic regnes heeld, and with hir propre honde 
Agayn hir foos she faugh t so cruelly, 

Tliat tlier nas king ne prince in al that londe 
That he nas glad, if that he grace fonde, 

ITiat she ne wolde up-on his lond werreye; 

With hir they made alliaunce by bonde 
To been in pecs, and lete hir ryde and pleyc. 

The emperour of Rome, Claudius, 

'Ne him bifore, the Romayn Calien, 
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Ne dorste never been so corageous, 

Ne noon Ermyn, ne noon Egipcien, 

Ne Surrien, ne noon Arabien, 

Within the feld that dorste with hir fighte 
Lest that she wolde hem with hir hondes slen 
Or with hir meynce putten hem to flighte. 

In kinges habit wentc hir sones two. 

As heires of hir fadres regnes allc. 

And Hermanno, and Tliymalao 
Hir names were, as Persiens hem calle. 

But ay fortune hath in hir hony gallc; 

This mighty quene may no whyl endure. 

Fortune out of hir regne made hir falle 
To wrecchednesse and to misaventure. 

Aurelian, whan that the govcrnaunce 
Of Rome cam in-to his hondes tweye, 

He shoop up-on this queen to do vcngeaunce, 
And with his legiouns he took his weye 
Toward Cenobie, and, shortly for to scye, 

He made hir flee, and atte laste hir hente, 

And fettred hir, and cek hir children tweye. 

And wan the lond, and hoom to Rome he wente. 

Amonges othere thinges that he wan, 

Hir char, that was with gold wrought and perree. 
This gretc Romayn, this Aurelian, 

Hath with him lad, for that men sholde it see. 
Biforen his triumphe walketh she 
With gilte chcyncs on hir nekkc hanging; 
Corouned was she, as after hir degree. 

And ful of perree charged hir clothing. 

Allas, fortune! she that whylom was 
Dredful to kinges and to emperourcs, 

Now gaureth al the peple on hir, alias! 

And she that helmed was in starke stoures, 

And wan by force tounes stronge and toures, 

Shal on hir heed now were a vitremyte; 



And she tliat bar the ceptre ful of floiires 
Shal here a distaf, hir cost for to qiiytc. 
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The fccld of snow, with th'cgle of blak ther-inne, 
Caught with the ^ymrod, coloured as the gledc, 

He brew this cursednes and al this sinne. 

The 'wikked nest was worker of this nede; 

Noght Charles Oliver, that ay took hede 
Of trouthe and honour, but of Armorike 
Genii on Oliver, corrupt for mede, 

Broghte this worthy king in swich a brike. 

DE PETRO DE CIPRO 

O worthy Petro, king of Cypre, also, 

Tliat Alisaundre wan by heigh inaistryc, 

Ful many a hethen wrogthestow ful wo. 

Of which thyn owcnc liges haddc cn\yc. 

And, for no thing but for thy chivalryc, 

Tl'iey in thy bedde han slayn thee by the morwe. 
Tlius can fortune hir wheel governe and gyc. 

And out of joyc bringe men to sorwe. 

DE BARNABO DE LOMBARDIA 

Of Melan grctc Barnabo Viscounte, 

God of delyt, and scourge of Lumbarclyc, 

Why sholdc I nat thyn infortunc acountc, 

Sith in cstaat thou clombc were so hye? 

Thy brother sone, that was thy double allye. 

For he thy nevcw was, and sone-in-lawc, 


DE PETRO REGE ISPANNIE 

O noble, o worthy Petro, glorie of Spayne, 
Whom fortune hecld so hy in magestce, 

Wcl oughten men thy pitous decth coiiiplayne! 
. Out of thy lond thy brother made thee flee; 
And after, at a segc, by subtiltec. 

Thou were bitrayed, and lad un-to his tente, 
Wher-as he with his owcnc honcl slow thcc, 
Succeding in thy regne and in thy rente. 



With-innc his prisoun made thcc to dye; 

But why, ne how, noot I that thou were slawc. 

DE HUGELINO, COMITE DE PIZE 

Of the crl Hugelyn of Pysc the langour 
Ther may no tonge telle for pitcc; 

But litel out of Pyse stant a tour, 

In wiehe tour in prisoun put was he. 

And with him been his litel children three. 

The eldeste scarsly fyf yecr was of age. 

Allas, fortune! it was greet crueltee 
Swiche briddes for to putte in swichc a cage! 

Dampned was he to deye in that prisoun, 

For Roger, which that bisshop was of Pysc, 
Hadde on him maad a fals snggestioun, 

Thurgh which the pcple gan upon him r}'sc. 
And putten him to prisoun in svvich wysc 
As ye han herd, and mete and drink he hadde 
So smal, that wel unnethe it may snffysc. 

And therwith-al it w^as fnl povre and badde. 

And onta day bifil that, in that hour. 

Whan that his mete wont was to be broght. 

The gaylcr shette the dorcs of the tour. 

He herdc it wel, — but he spak right noght. 

And in his herte anon ther fil a thought. 

That they for hunger woldc doon him dycn. 
^Allasl' quod he, ‘alias! that I was wroght!' 
Therwith the teres fillen from his yen. 

His yonge sone, that three yeer was of age, 

Un-to him seyde, ‘fader, why do ye wepc? 
Whan wol the gayler bringen our potage. 

Is ther no morsel breed that ye do kepe? 

I am so hungry that I may nat sicpe. 

Now wolde god that I mighte slepen ever! 

•' Than sholde nat hunger in my wombe crepe; 
Ther is no thing, save breed, that me were lever. 
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Tlius day by day this child bigan to cryc, 

Til in his fadrcs barme adoim it lay. 

And seydc, ‘far-wcl, fader, I moot dye,' 

And kistc his fader, and deyde the same day. the 

And whan the wofiil fader deed it sey, Monkes 

For wo his armes two he gan to byte, tale 

And seydc, 'alias, fortune! and wcylaway! 

Thy false wlicel my wo al may 1 wytcl' 
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His children wende that it for hunger was 
That he his armes gnow, and nat for wo. 

And seydc, 'fader, do nat so, alias! 

But rather eet the flesh upon us two; 

Our flesh thou yaf us, tak our flesh us fro 
And eet y-nough:' right thus they to him scyde. 

And after that, with in a day or two. 

They leyde hem in his lappe adoun, and deyde. 

. Him-sclf, despeired, cek for hunger starf; 

Thus ended is this mighty Erl of Pyse; 

From heigh estaat fortune awey him carf. 

Of this 1 ragedie it oghte y-nough suffysc. 

Who-so wol here it in a longer wyse, 

Redeth the gretc poete of Itaille, 

Tliat highte Dant, for he can al devyse 
Fro point to point, nat o word wol he faille. 

NERO 

Al-though that Nero were as vicious 
As any feend that lyth ful lowe adoun. 

Yet he, as tellcth us Swetonius, 

This wyde world hadde in subjeccioun. 

Both Est and West, South and Septemtrioun; 

Of rubies, saphircs, and of pcrles whyte 
Were alle his clothes brouded up and doun; 

For he in gemmes greetly gan delyte. 

More dclicat, more pompous of array. 

More proud was never emperour than he; 

That ilke cloth, that he had wered o day. 
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After that tyme he nolde it never see. 

Nettes of gold-tlired hadde he gret plentee 
To fisshe in Tybre, whan him liste pleye. 

His lustes were al lawe in his decree. 

For fortune as his f reend him wolde obeye. 

He Rome brende for his dclicacye; 

The senatoiirs he slow up-on a day, 

To here how men wolde wepe and creye; 

And slow his brother, and by his sister lay. 

His modcr made he in pitoiis array; 

For he hir wombe slitte, to biholdc 
Wher he conceyved was; so wcilaweyl 
That he so litcl of his modcr tolde! 

No tore out of his yen for that sighte 
Nc cam, but seyde, 'a fair womman was she.^ 
Gret wonder is, how that he coude or mighte 
Be domesman of hir dede bcautcc. 

Tlic wyn to bringen him comauiKlcd he. 

And drank anon; non other wo he made. 
Whan might is joyned un-to criicltcc, 

Allas! to depe wol the venim wade! 

In youthc a maistcr hadde this emperour. 

To teche him letterurc and curtcisyc. 

For of moralitee he was the flour. 

As in his tyme, but-if bokes lye; 

And whyl this maister hadde of him maistrye. 
He maked him so conning and so souple 
That longe tyme it was cr tirannyc 
Or any vyce dorste on him uncouple. 

This Seneca, of which that I devyse. 

By-cause Nero hadde of him swich drede. 

For he fro vyces wolde him ay chastyse 
Discreetly as by worde and nat by dede; — 
'Sir,' wolde he seyn, ‘an emperour moot nede 
Be vertuous, and hate tirannye' — 

For which he in a bath made him to blede 
On bothe his armes, til he mostc dye. 
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The pcplc roos up-on him on a night 
For his defaute, and whan he it espyed, 

Out of his dorcs anon he hath him dight 
Alone, and, ther he wende han ben allyed. 

He knokked fastc, and ay, the more he eryed. 
The faster shette they the dores alle; 

T'ho wiste he wcl he liadde him-self misgyed. 
And wente liis wey, no longer dorste he callc. 

The peple eryde and romblcd up and doun, 
That witli his eres herde he how they seyde, 
'Wher is this false tyraunt, this Neroiin?' 

For fere almost out of his wit he breyde, 

And to his goddes pitously he preyde 
I'or socour, but it mightc nat bityde. 
r or drede of this, him thoughte that he deyde. 
And ran in-to a gardin, him to hyde. 

And in this gardin fond he eherles tweye 
ITiat setcTi by a fyr ful greet and reed. 

And to thisc eherles two he gan to preye 
.To slcen him, and to girden of his heed, 


This Nero hadde eek of aeustumaunec 
In you the ageyn his maister for to ryse, 

Whieh afterward him thoughte a greet grevaunce; 
ITierfor he made him deyen in this wyse. 

But natheles this Sencea the wyse 
Checs in a bath to deye in this manere 
Rather than han another tormentyse; 

And thus hath Nero slayn his maister dere. 

Now fil it so that fortune list no lenger 
The hye pryde of Nero to ehcryee; 

For though that he were strong, yet was she strenger; 
She thoughte thus, 'by god, I am to nyee 
To sette a man that is fulfild of vyee 
In heigh degree, and emperour him calle. 

By god, out of his sete I wol him tryce; 

When he leest ur soncst shal he falle/ 
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That to his body, whan that he were deed, 
Were no despyt y-doon, for his defame. 
Him-self he slow, he coude no better reed. 

Of whieh fortune lough, and hadde a game. 

DE OLOFERNO (hOLOFERNES) 

Was never capitayn under a king 
That regnes mo putte in subjeecioiin, 

Nc stronger was in feeld of alle thing, 

As in his tyme, ne grettcr of renoun, 

Ne more pompous in heigh presum pcioun 
Tlian Oloferne, which fortune ay kiste 
So likcrously, and ladde him up and doun 
Til that his heed was of, er that he wistc. 

Nat only that this world hadde him in awe 
For lesinge of richesse or libcrtce, 

But he made every man reneye his lawe. 
'Nabugodonosor was god," scyde he, 

"Noon other god sholde adoured be." 

Ageyns his heste no wight dar trespaee 
Save in Bethulia, a strong citee, 

Wher Eliachim a prest was of that plaee. 

But tak kepe of the dectli of Olofern; 

Amidde his host he dronkc lay a night, 
With-inne his tente, large as is a bern. 

And yit, for al his pompe and al his might, 
Judith, a womman, as he lay upright, 

Sloping, his heed of smoot, and from his tente 
Ful prively she stal from every wight. 

And with his heed unto hir toun she wente. 

DE REGE ANTHIOCIIO ILLUSTRI 

What nedeth it of King Anthiochus 
To telle his hye royal magestee. 

His hye pryde, his werkes venimous? 

For swich another was ther noon as he. 

Rede which that he was in Machabee, 

And rede the proude wordes that he seyde. 



And why he fil fro heigh prosperitec. 

And in an hil how wrcehedly he deyde. 

Fortune him hadde enhaunced so in pryde 
That verraily he wende he mighte attayne 
Unto the sterres, upon every syde, 

And in lialanee weyen eeh montayne, 

And alle the flodes of the see restrayne. 

And goddes pcple hadde he most in hate, 

1 1cm wolde he slecn in torment and in payne. 
VVening that god ne miglile his pryde abate. 

And for that Nichanor and Tliimothee 
Of }c\^'es weren vcnqiiisshed mightily, 

Unto the jewes swich an hate hadde he 
That he bad greithc his ehar ful hastily, 

And swoor, ancl ^ ful despitously, 

Unto Jerusalem he wolde eft-sone, 

'l o wTcken his ire on it ful cruelly; 

• But of his purpos he w'as let ful sonc. 

God for his manacc him so sore smoot 
With invisible wounde, ay incurable, 

That in his guttes carf it so and boot 
Tliat his pcyncs weren importable. 

And ccrtcinly, the wreche was rcsonablc, 

1 or many a mannes guttes didc he peyne; 

But from his purpos cursed and dampnable 
I'br al his smert he wolde him nat rcstrcync; 

But bad anon apparaillcn his host. 

And sodeynly, cr he of it was war, 

God daunted al his pryde and al his host. 

For he so sore fil out of his char. 

That it his limes and his skin to-tar. 

So that he neither mighte go ne ryde. 

But in a chayer men aboute him bar, 

Al for-brused, bothe bak and syde. 

The wreche of god him smoot so cruelly 
•That thurgh his body wikked wormes creptc; 
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And ther-with-al he stank so horribly, 

That noon of al his meynee that him kcpte, 
Whether so he wook or elles slepte, 

Ne mighte noght for stink of him endure. 

In this meschief he wayled and eek wepte. 

And knew god lord of every ereatiire. 

To al his host and to him-self also 
Ful wlatsom was the stink of his eareyne; 

No man ne mighte him here to ne fro. 

And in this stink and this horrible peyne 
He starf ful wrecchedly in a monteyne. 

Thus hath this robbour and this homicyde, 

That many a man made to wepe and pleyne, 

Swieh guerdon as bilongeth unto pryde. 

DE ALEXANDRO 

The storie of Alisaiindre is so comune, 

That every wight that hath discrecioun 
Hath herd somwhat or al of his fortune. 

This wyde world, as in conelusioun, 

He wan by strengthc, or for his hye renoun 
They weren glad for pees un-to him scndc. 

The pryde of man and beste he Icyde adoun, 
Wher-so he cam, un-to the worldes cndc. 

Comparisoun might never yit be maked 
Bitwixe him and another conquerour; 

For al this world for drede of him hath quaked, 

He was of knighthode and of fredom flour; 
Fortune him made the heir of hir honour; 

Save wyn and wommen, no-thing mighte aswage 
His hye entente in armes and labour; 

So was he ful of leonyn corage. 

What preys were it to him, though I yow toldc 
Of Darius, and an hundred thousand mo, 

Of kinges, princes, erles, dukes boldc, 

Whiche he conquered, and broghte hem in-to wo? 
1 scyc, as fer as man may ryde or go. 



The world was his, what sholde I more dcvyse? 

For though I write or toldc you evcrmo 
Of his knighthodc, it mightc nat suffyse. 

Twclf yccr he rcgiicd, as scith Machabcc; 

Philippes sonc of Maccdoyne he was, 

'Ihat first was king in Grcce the con tree. 

O worthy gcntil Alisaundre, alias! 

I’hat ever slioldc fallen swicli a cas! 

Empoisoned of thyn owcnc folk thou were; 

'riiy sys fortune hath turned into as, 

And yit for thee ne weep she never a tcre! 

WIk) slial me yeven teres to coinpleync 
'riic deetli of genlillcssc and of fraunchyse. 

That al the world welded in his deineync, 

And \it him it mightc nat suffyse? 

So fill was liis eorage of heigh empryse. 

Allas! who shal me helpe to endyte 
false fortune, and poison to des])ysc, 

I'he VN'hiche two of al tliis wo I wyte? 

DE JULTO CESARE 

By wisdom, manhede, and by greet labour 
Fro humble bed to royal magestee. 

Up roos he, Julius the conquerour, 

'That wan al tlfoecicleiit by lond and see, 

By strengthe of bond, or dies i)y tretee, 

And un-to Rome made hem tributarie; 

And sitthc of Rome the emperour was he, 

'Pil that fortune wex his advcrsaric. 

C) mighty Cesar, that in Thessalyc 
Agc\ii Pompeius, fader thyn in lawe. 

That of th'oricnt haddc al the chivalryc 
As fer as that the day biginneth dawc. 

Thou thiirgh thy knighthodc hast hem take and slawe. 
Save fewe folk that with Pompeius fleddc, 
llnirgh vi'hich thou puttest al th'oricnt in awe. 

/nianke fortune, that so wcl thee spedde! 
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But now a litel whyl I wol biwaille 
This Pompcius, this noble govcrnour 
Of Rome, which that fleigh at this bataille; 

I scyc, oon of his men, a fals traitoiir, 

I lis heed of smoot, to winnen him favour 
Of Julius, and him the heed he broghtc. 

Allas, Pompey, of th'orient conquerour, 

That fortune unto swich a fyn thee broghte! 

To Rome ageyn repaireth Julius 
With his triumphe, laurcat ful hye. 

But on a tyme Brutus Cassius, 

That ever hadde of his hye cstaat envye, 

Ful priv cly hath maad conspiracyc 
Ageins this Julius, in subtil wysc, 

And cast the place, in whiche he sholde dye 
With boydekins, as I shal yow devysc. 

This Julius to the Capitolic wente 
Upon a day, as he was wont to goon. 

And in the Capitolie anon him hente 
This false Brutus, and his otherc foon, 

And strikede him with boydekins anoon 
With'many a wounde, and thus they Ictc him lye; 
But never gronte he at no strook but oon, 

Or dies at two, but-if his storic lyc. 

So manly was this Julius at herte 
And so wel lovede estaatly honcstce. 

That, though his deedly woundcs sore smerte. 

His mantel over his hippes casteth he, 

For no man sholde seen his privitec. 

And, as he lay on deying in a traunce. 

And wiste verraily that deed was he. 

Of honestce yit hadde he remcmbraunce. 

Lucan, to thee this storie I recomendc. 

And to Sweton, and to Valeric also, 

That of this storie wryten word and ende, 

.«Uow that to thise grctc conqueroures two 



Fortune was first freend, and sithen fo. 

No man ne trustc up-on hir favour longc, 

But have hir in awayt for cver-mo. 

Witnesse on alle thise conqueroures stronge. 

CRESUS 

This riche Cresus, whylom king of Lyde, 

Of whiche Cresus Cyrus sore him dradde, 

Yit was he caught amiddes al his pryde. 

And to be brent men to the fyr him laddc. 

But swich a reyn doun fro the welknc shadde 
That slow the fyr, and made him to escape; 

But to be war no grace yet he haddc, 

Til fortune on the galwes made him gape. 

Whan he escaped he can nat stente 
h or to bigiiine a newe werre agayn. 

He wende wcl, for that fortune him sente 
' Swich hap, that he escaped thurgh the rayn. 

That of his foos he mightc nat be slayn; 

And cck a sweven up-on a night he mette. 

Of which he was so proud and cek so fayn, 
lliat in vcngcaunce he al his herte settc. 

Up on a tree he was, as that him thoughte, 

Ther Juppitcr him wesh, bothe bak and syde. 

And Phclnis cck a fair towaille him broughtc 
To dryc him with, and thcr-for wex his pryde; 
And to his doghtcr, that stood him bisyde. 
Which that he knew in heigh science habounde. 
He bad hir telle him what it signifyde. 

And she his dreem bigan right thus expounde. 

‘Tlie tree,' quod she, 'the galwes is to mene. 

And Juppiter bitokneth snow and reyn. 

And Phebus, with his towaille so clcnc, 

Tho ben the sonne stremes for to scyn; 

Thou shalt anhanged be, fader, certeyn; 

Reyn shal thee wasshe, and sonne shal thee drye;^ 
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Tlius warned she him ful plat and ful pleyn, 

His doughter, which that called was Phanye. 

Anhanged was Cresus, the proude king, 

Ilis royal trone mighte him nat availle. — 
Tragedic is noon other manor thing, 

Nc can in singing cryc ne biwaille. 

But for that fortune alwey wol assaille 
With unwar strook the regnes that ben proude; 
For when men trusteth hir, than wol she faille. 
And covere hir brightc face with a cloudc. 

Explicit Eragedia 

Mere stinteth the Knight the Monk of his Tale 



The Nonne Preestes Tale 


The 'prologe of the Nonne Preestes Tale 


H o!^ quod the knight, 'good sir, na-more of this, 
'That yc han seyd is right y-nough, y-wis. 

And niochcl more; for litcl hevinesse 
Is right y-nough to mochcl folk, I gesse. 

I scyc for me, it is a greet disese 

Wher-as men han ben in greet wclthe and esc. 

To heren of hir sodeyn fal, alias! 

And the contraric is joic and greet solas. 

As whan a man hath been in povre estaat. 

And clymbeth up, and wexeth fortunat. 

And tlicr abydeth in prosperitee, 

Swich thing is gladson, as it thinketh me. 

And of sw'ich thing were goodly for to telle/ 

'Ye,' quod our hostc, 'by seint Poules belle, 

Yc scye right sooth; this monk, he clappeth loude. 
He spak how '‘fortune covered with a cloudc" 

I noot never what, and als of a “Tragedic" 

Right now ye herde, and pardc! no remedie 
It is for to biwaillc nc compleyne 
That that is doon, and als it is a peyne. 

As ye han seyd, to here of hevinesse. 

Sir monk, na-more of this, so god yow blessc! 
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Your tale anoyeth al this companye; 

Swich talking is nat worth a boterflyc; 

For thcr-in is thcr no desport ne game. 

THE Whcrfor, sir Monk, or dan Piers by your name, 

>ANTER- I preye yow hertcly, telle us somwhat elles 

bury For sikcrly, nere clinking of your belles, 

r^LES That on your brydel hange on every syde, 

By heven king, that for us allc dyde, 

260 I sholde er this han fallen doun for slcpc. 

Although tlic slough had never been so depe; 
Than had your tale al be told in vayn. 

For ccrtcinly, as tliat thise clerkcs scyn, 

‘*\Vhcr-as a man may have noon audience, 

Noght hclpeth it to tellcn his sentence.'' 

And wel I woot the substance is in me. 

If any thing shal wcl reported be. 

Sir, scy somwhat of hunting, I yow prcyc.' 

'Nay,' quod this monk, T have no lust to plcyc; 
Now let another telle, as I hav told.' 

Tlian spak our host, with rude spcchc and bold, 
And scyde un-to the Nonnes Freest anon, 

'Com neer, thou preest, com hidcr, thou sir John, 
Tel us swich thing as may our hertes glade. 

Be blythe, though thou ryde up-on a jade. 

What though thyn hors be bothe foule and Icne, 
If he wol serve thee, rekke nat a bene; 

Look that thyn hertc be mcry evcrino.' 

‘Yis, sir,' quod he, 'yis, host, so mote I go, 

But I be mcry, y-wis, I wol be blamed:' — 

And right anon his tale he hath attamed, 

And thus he scyde iin-to us cverichon. 

This swetc preest, this goodly man, sir John. 

Explicit 

Here higinneth the Nonne Preestes Tale of the Cok and 
Hen, Chaunteclecr and Pertelote 


A povre widwe, somdel stape in age. 

Was whylom dwelling in a narwe cotage. 



Bisyde a grove, stonding in a dale. 

This widwc, of which I tcllc yow my tale. 

Sin thilke day that she was last a wyf, 

In pacience laddc a ful simple lyf, the 

I‘or litel was liir catcl and hir rente; Norine 

By honsbondrye, of such as Cxod hir sente, Preestes 

She fond hir self, and cek hir doghtrcii two. tale 

ITircc large sowes hadde she, and naino, 

Three kyn, and cck a sheep that hightc Malle, 261 


Ful sooty was hir hour, and cck hir hallc. 

In which she cct ful many a sclcndrc mccl. 

Of poynaiint sauce hir neded never a dccl. 

No deyn tec morsel passed tliurgh hir throtc; 

Ilir dyctc was accordant to hir cotc. 

Rcplcccioun nc made hir nc\ cr S3 k; 

Attempree dy^^^e was al hir phisyk. 

And cxcrcyse, and iicrtcs sufEsaiincc. 

The goutc lette hir no-thing for to daunce, 
N'apoplexye shente nat hir heed; 

No wyn nc drank she, neither whyt nc rcccl; 

Hir bord was scr\'ed most with whyt and blak, 
Milk and broun breed, in which she fond no lak, 
Scynd bacoun, and somtyme an cy or tweye. 

For she was as it were a inancr dcyc. 

A yerd slie hadde, enclosed al aboiitc 
With stikkes, and a drye dich with-outc. 

In which she hadde a cok, hight Chauntccleer, 

In al the land of crowing nas his peer. 

His vois was mcricr than the mcry orgon 
On messc-dayes that in the chirche gon; 

Wcl sikerer was his crowing in his logge, 

Than is a clokkc, or an a])bcy orlogge. 

(By nature knew he cch asccncioun 
Of cquinoxial in thilke toun; 

For whan degrees fiftcnc were ascended, 

'^riianne crew he, that it mighte nat ben amended. 
His comb was redder than the fyn coral, 

And batailed, as it were a castcl-wal. 

His bile was blak, and as the ject it shoon; 

Lyk asur were his Icggcs, and his toon; 
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His nayles whytter than the lilie flour. 

And lyk the burned gold was his colour. 

This gentil cok haddc in his governaunce 
Sevene hcnnes, for to doon al his plcsaunce, 
Whichc were his sustres and his paramours, 
And wonder lyk to him, as of colours. 

Of whiche the faircstc hewed on hir throte 
Was eleped faire damoyscle Pcrlelote. 

Curteys she was, discreet, and debonairc, 

And compaignablc, and bar hir-self so faire. 

Sin thilke day that she was seven night old. 
That trewely she hath the herte in hold 
Of Chauntecleer loken in every lith; 

He loved hir so, that wel was him therwith. 

But such a joyc was it to here hem singe. 
Whan that the brighte sonne gan to springe, 
In swetc accord, 'my lief is faren in londe.' 

For thilke tyme, as I have understonde, 

Bestes and briddes coude speke and singe. 

And so bifel, that in a daweninge. 

As Chauntecleer among his wyves alle 
Sat on his perche, that was in the halle, 

And next him sat this faire Pcrtclotc, 
lliis Chauntecleer gan gronen in his throte. 

As man that in his dreem is drccched sore. 

Arid whan that Pertelote thus herde him rore, 
She was agast, and seyde, 'O herte dcrc. 

What eyleth yow, to grone in this manerc? 

Yc been a verray slcper, fy for shame!' 

And he answerde and seyde thus, 'madame, 

I pray yow, that yc take it nat a-grief : 

By god; me mette I was in swich meschief 
Right now, that yet myn herte is sore afright. 
Now god,' quod he, 'my swevene rccchc aright. 
And keep my body out of foul prisoun! 

Me mette, how that I romed up and doun 
Withinneour yerde, wher-as I saugh a beste. 
Was lyk an hound, and woldc han maad areste 
Upon my body, and wolde han had me deed. 
His colour was bitwixe yelwe and reed; 



And tipped was his tail, and bothc his ercs. 

With blak, iinlyk the rernenant of his heres; 

His snowte sinal, with glowingc cycn tweye. 

Yet of his look for fere almost I deye; 

'this eaiised me my groning, doutelecs/ 

‘Avoy!' quod she, 'fy on yow, hcrtclccs! 

Allas!' quod she, ‘for, by that god above. 

Now Ikui yc lost myn herte and al my love; 

I can nat love a coward, by my feith. 

T' or certes, what so any womman scith, 

We allc desyren, if it mightc be, 

'I'o han housbondcs hardy, wyse, and free. 

And sccrcc, and no nigard, nc no fool, 

Nc him that is agast of every tool, 

Nc noon avauntour, by that god above! 

How dorstc yc scyn for shame unto your love, 
'I'hat any Ihiiig ••lightc make yow aferd? 

Have 5 c no mannes herte, and han a herd? - 
Allas! and coiine yc been agast of swevenis? 
No-lhing, god wot, but vanitcc, in sweven is. 
Swe^■encs engendren of replccciouns, 

And oftc of fume, and of complccciouns, 

Wlian humours been to habundant in a wight. 
Certes this dreem, which ye han met to-night, 
Cometh of the grctc supcrfluitcc 
Of yoiirc rede coJera, pardcc, 

^\^uch caiiseth folk to dreden in here dremes 
Of arwes, and of fyr with rede Icmcs, 

Of grctc bestes, that tlicy wol hern byte. 

Of contek, and of whclpes grctc and lyte; 

Right as the humour of malcncolyc 
Caiiseth ful many a man, in sleep, to crye, 
r"or fere of blake beres, or boles blake. 

Or elles, blake develcs wole hem take. 

Of othcre humours coude I telle also, 

That werken many a man in sleep ful wo; 

But I wol passe as lightly as I can. 

Lo Catoun, which that was so wys a man, 

Scyde he nat thus, ne do no fors of dremes? 

Now, sire,' quod she, ‘whan we flee fro the bemes. 
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For Goddes love, as tak som laxatyf; 

Up peril of my soulc, and of my lyf, 

I counseille yow the bestc, I wol nat lye, 

That bothe of colcre and of malcncolyc 
Yc purge yow; and for ye shul nat tarie, 

Though in this toun is noon apotecarie, 

I shal my-self to herbes techen yow, 

That shul ben for your hole, and for your prow; 
And in our yerd tho herbes shal I finde. 

The wiche han of hir propretee, by kindc, 

To purgen yow binethe, and eek above. 

Forget not this, for goddes owene love! 

Ye been ful colerik of compleccioun. 

Ware the sonne in his asccncioun 
Ne fyndc yow nat replect of humours hote; 

And if it do, I dar wel leye a grotc, 

That ye shul have a fevere tcreiane. 

Or an agu, that may be youre bane. 

A day or two ye shul have digestyves 
Of wormes, er ye take your laxatyves. 

Of lauriol, centaure, and fumetere. 

Or elles of ellebor, that groweth there. 

Of -catapuce, or of gaytres beryis, 

Of erbe yve, growing in our yerd, that mcry is; 
Pekke hem up right as they growe, and ete hem in. 
Be mery, housbond, for your fader kin! 

Dredeth no dreem; I can say yow na-inore.' 

"Madame," quod he, "graunt mercy of your lore. 
But nathclees, as touching daun Catoun, 

That hath of wisdom such a greet renoun. 

Though that he had no drcincs for to drede. 

By god, men may in olde bokes rede 
Of many a man, more of auctoritce 
Than ever Catoun was, so mote I thee, 

Tliat al the revers scyn of his sentence. 

And han wel founden by experience. 

That dremes ben significaciouns. 

As wel of joye as tribulaciouns 
That folk enduren in this lyf present. 

Ther nedeth make of this noon argument; 



Tlie vcrray prcve sheweth it in dede. 

Oon of the gretteste aiictours that men rede 
Scith thus, that whylom two felawcs wcnte 
On pilgrimage, in a ful good entente; 

And happed so, thay come into a toun, 

Wher-as ther was swich congregacioun 
Of peple, and eek so streit of herbergage 
That they ne founde as muche as o cotage 
In which they bothe mighte y-loggcd be. 

Wherfor thay mosten, of ncccssitee. 

As for that night, departen compaignye; 

And ech of hem goth to his hostclryc. 

And took his logging as it wolde falle. 

That oon of hem was logged in a stalle, 

Fcr in a yerd, with oxen of the plough; 

That other mm was logged wel y-nough, 

As was his aventure, or his fortune, 
lliat us govemeth alle as in commune. 

And so bifel, that, longe cr it were day, 

This man mettc in his bed, thcr-as he lay, 

How that his felawe gan up-on him calle, 

And scyde, '"alias! for in an oxes stalle 
This night I shal be mordred thcr I lyc. 

Now help me, dere brother, ere I dye; 

In alle haste com to me,'' he sayde. 

Tliis man out of his sleep for fere abrayde; 

But whan that he was wakned of his sleep. 

He turned him, and took of this no keep; 

Him though tc his dreem nas but a vanitce. 
llius twyes in his sloping dremed he. 

And atte thridde tyme yet his felawe 

Cam, as him though tc, and seidc, "I am now slawe; 

Bihold my blody woundes, depc and wyde! 

Arys up erly in the morwe-tyde. 

And at the west gate of the toun,” quod he, 

"A carte ful of dong ther shal tow see. 

In which my body is hid ful privcly; 

Do thilke carte aresten boldely. 

My gold caused my mordre, sooth to sayn;” 

And tolde him every poynt how he was slayn. 
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With a ful pitous face, pale of hcwc. 

And truste wel, his dreem he fond ful trewe; 

For on the morwc, as sone as it was day. 

To his felawes in he took the way; 

And whan that he cam to this oxcs stalle. 

After his felawe he bigan to calle. 

The hostilcr answered him anon. 

And scyde, ‘‘sire, your felawe is agon. 

As sonc as day he wente out of the toun/' 

This man gan fallen in suspecioun, 

Rcmcmbring on his dremes that he mette, 

And forth he goth, no lengcr wolde he lette. 

Unto the west gate of the toun, and fond 
A dong-carte, as it were to donge lond. 

That was anayed in the same wysc 
As ye han herd the dede man devysc; 

And with an hardy herte he gan to crye 
Vengeaunce and justice of this fclonyc: — 

'‘My felawe mordred is this same night, 

And in this carte he lyth gapinge upright. 

I crye out on the ministres,*' quod he, 

“Tliat sh olden kepc and rculcn this citcc; 

Harrow! alias! her lyth my felawe slayn!'' 

What sholde I more un-to this talc sayn? 

The pcplc out-sterte, and caste the cait to grounde, 
And in the middcl of the dong they founde 
The dedc man, tliat mordred was al newe. 

O blisful god, that art so just and trewe! 

Lo, how that thou biwreyest inordre alway! 

Mordre wol out, that sec we day by day. 

Mordre is so wlatsom and abhoniinable 
To god, that is so just and rcsonablc, 

That he nc wol nat suffre it heled be; 

I’hough it abyde a yeer, or two, or three, 

Mordre wol out, this my conclusioun. 

And right anoon, ministres of that toun 
Han hent the carter, and so sore him pyned, 

And eek the hostiler so sore engyned, 

That they biknewc hir wikkednesse anoon, 

And were an-hanged by the nekke-boon. 



Here may men seen that drcines been to drede 
And certes, in the same book I rede, 

Right in tlie nexte chapitre after this, 

(I gabbe nat, so have I joye or blis,) 

Two men that wolde han passed over see, 

For ccrtcyn cause, in-to a fer con tree, 

If that the wind ne hadde been contraric. 

That made hem in a citee for to tarie. 

That stood ful mcry upon an haven-syde. 

But on a day, agayn the cven-tyde, 
llic wind gan chaunge, and blew right as hem leste. 
Jolif and glad they wentc un-to hir rcstc, 

And casten hem ful erly for to saillc; 

But to that oo man fil a greet mcr\^aillc. 

7Tiat oon of hem, in sloping as he lay, 

Him iiiette a V'onder drceni, agayn the day; 

Him though te a man stood by his beddes syde. 

And him comaunded, that he sholde abyde, 

And scydehim thus, 'hf thou to-morwe wende. 
Thou shalt be dreynt; my talc is at an ende." 

He wook, and tolde his fclawe what he mette. 

And preyde him his viage for to lette; 

As for that day, he preyde him to abyde. 

His fclawe, that lay by his beddes syde. 

Can for to laughc, and scorned him ful fastc. 

'‘No drcciii,” quod he, "may so myn licite agaste, 
I’hat I wol lette for to do my thinges. 

I settc not a straw by thy dreminges, 

For swevcncs been but vanitecs and japes. 

Men dreme al-day of owles or of apes. 

And eke of many a masc tlicrwithal; 

Men dreme of thing that never was nc shal. 

But sith I see that thou wolt heer abyde. 

And thus for-sleuthcn wilfully thy tyde, 

God wot it reweth me; and have good day.” 

And thus he took his Icve, and wente his way. 

But er that he hadde halfe his cours y-seylcd, 

Noot I nat why, ne what mischaunce it cyled. 

But casuelly the shippes botme rente. 

And ship and man under the water wente 
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In sighte of othere shippes it byside. 

That with hem seykd at the same tyde. 

And thcrfor, faire Pertelote so dere, 

By swiche ensamples olde maistow lere, 

TTiat no man sholde been to recchelees 
Of dremes, for I sey thcc, doutelees. 

That many a dreem ful sore is for to drede. 

Lo, in the lyf of seint Keneim, I rede, 

That was Kenulphus sone, the noble king 
Of mcreenrike, how Keneim mette a thing; 

A lyte er he was mordred, on a day. 

His mordre in his avisioun he say. 

His noriee him expoiined every del 
His sweven, and bad him for to kepe him wcl 
For traisoun; but he nas but seven yeer old. 
And therfore litel talc hath he told 
Of any dreem, so holy was his hertc. 

By god, I hadde lever than my shertc 
That ye had rad his legende, as have 1. 

Dam Pertelote, I sey yow trewely, 
"Macrobeus, that writ th 'avisioun 
In Affrike of the worthy Cipioun, 

Affermeth dremes, and seith that they been 
Warning of thinges that men after seen. N 
And forther-more, I pray yow loketh 
In' th 'olde testament, of Daniel, 

If he held dremes any vanitee. 

Reed cek of Joseph, and ther shul ye see 
Wher dremes ben somtyme (I sey nat allc) 
Warning of thinges that shul after falle. 

Loke of Egipt the king, daun Pharao, 

His bakcre and his boteler also, 

Wher they ne felte noon effeet in dremes. 
Who-so wol seken actes of sondry remes. 
May rede of dremes many a wonder thing. 

Lo Cresus, which that was of Lyde king, 
Mette he nat that he sat upon a tree, 

Which signified he sholde anhanged be? 

Lo heer Andromacha, Ectores wyf. 

That day that Ector sholde lese his lyf. 



She dremed on the same night biforn. 

How that the lyf of Ector sholdc be lorn, 

If thilke day he wente in-to bataille; 

She warned him, but it mightc nat availl^ the 

He wente for to fighte nathclees. 

But he was slayn anoon of Achilles. 

But thilke tale is al to long to telle. 

And cck it is ny day, I may nat dwelle. 

Shortly I scyc, as for conclusioun. 

That I shal ban of this avisioim 
Adversitee; and I seye forther-morc. 

That I ne telle of laxatyves no store, 
hbr they ben venimous, I woot it wcl; 

I liem defyc, I love hem never a del. 

Now let Uj speke of mirthc, and stintc al this; 

Madame Pertclote. so have I blis. 

Of o thing god hath sent me large grace; 

For whan I see the bcautce of your face, 

Yc ben so scarlct-recd about your yen. 

It maketh al my drede for to dyen; 
l"or, also siker as In priiicipio, 

Mulicr cst honiinis coufusio; 

Madame, the sentence of this Latin is — 

M^ominan is mannes joyc and al his blis. 

F'or whan I fclc a-night your softc syde, 

Al-bc-it that I may nat on you ryde. 

For that our pcrche is maad, so narwe, alas! 

I am so ful of joye and of solas 
That I defye bo the sw^even and dreem.' 

And with that word he fley doun fro the beem. 

For it was day, and cek his hennes alle; 

And w ith a chuk he gan hem for to calle. 

For he had founde a corn, lay in the yerd. 

Royal he was, he was namore aferd; 

He fcthcrcd Pcrtelotc twenty tyme. 

And trad as oftc, er that it was pryme. 

He loketh as it were a grim leoun; 

And on his toos he rometh up and doun. 

Him d^yned not to sette his foot to grounde. 

He chukketh, whan he hath a com y-founde. 
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And to him rcnnen thanne his wyves allc. 

Tlius royal, .as a prince is in his halle, 

Leve I this Chaunteclcer in his pasture; 

And after wol I telle his aventurc. 

Whan that the month in which the world bigan, 
That highte March, whan god first maked man, 

Was complet, and [y]-passcd were also, 

Sin March bigan, thritty dayes and two, 

Bifel that Chaunteclcer, in al his pryde, 

His seven wyves walking by his syde, 

Caste up his eyen to the brighte sonne, 

That in the signe of Taurus haddc y-roone 
Twenty degrees and oon, and somwhat more; 

And knew by kynde, and by noon other lore. 

That it was pryme, and crew with blisful stevene. 
The sonne,* he sayde, 'is clomben up on hevenc 
Fourty degrees and oon, and more, y-wis. 

Madame Pcrtclote, my worldes blis, 

Herkneth thise blisful briddes how they singe, 

And sec the fresshe floures how they springe; 

Ful is myn herte of revel and solas.* 

•But sodcinly him fil a sorweful cas; 

For. ever the latter ende of joyc is wo. 

God woot that worldly joye is sone ago; 

And if a rethor coude faire endyte. 

He in a cronique saufly mightc it wryte, 

As for a sovereyn notabilitee. - 
Now every wys man, lat him herknc me; 

This storie is al-so trewc, I undertake. 

As is the book of Launcelot dc Lake, 

That wommen holde in ful gret reverence. 

Now wol I tome agayn to my scntcnec. 

A col-fox, ful of sly iniquitce. 

That in the grove hadde woned ycrcs three. 

By heigh imaginacioun forn-cast, 

^le same night thurgh-out the hegges brast 
Into the yerd, ther Chauntecleer the faire 
Was wont, and eek his wyves, to repaire; 

And in a bed of wortes stille he lay. 

Til it was passed undern of the day. 



Wayting his tyme on Chauntcclcer to fallc. 

As gladly doon thise hoinicydcs allc, 

That in awayt liggcn to mordrc men. 

O false mordrcr, lurking in thy den! 

O newe Scariot, newc Gcnilon! 

I'alsc dissimiloiir, O Greek Sinon, 

That broglitcst Troyc al outrely to sorwe! 

0 Chauntcclcer, acursed be that morwc, 

I’hat thou into that yerd flough fro the hemes: 
Thou were ful wel y-warned by thy dremes, 
'rhat thilke day was perilous to thcc. 

But what that god forwoot mot ncdcs be. 

After the opinioun of ccrtcyn clerkis. 

V Witnesse on him, that any perfit clerk is. 

That in scole is gret altercacioun 
In this materf »rcet disputisoun, 

And hath ben of an hundred thousand men. 
But I nc can not bultc it to the bren, 

As can the holy doctour Augustyn, 

Or Boece, or the bishop Bradwardyn, - 
Whether that goddes worthy forwiting 
Streyneth me ncdcly for to doon a thing, 
(Ncdcly clepc I simple neccssitcc); 

Or dies, if free choys be graunted me 
lb do that same thing, or do it noght, 

'Fhoiigh god forwoot it, cr that it was wroght; 
Or if his witing streyneth nevere a del 
But by nccessitee condicionel. 

1 wol not ban to do of swich matcre; 

My tale is of a cok, as ye may here. 

That took his coiinseil of his w^f, with sorwe, 
'Fo walkcn in the yerd upon that morwe 
That he had met the dreem, that I yow tolde 
^^ommennes coiinseils been ful oftc coldc; 
^Vommannes counseil broghte us first to wo. 
And made Adam fro paradys to go, 

Thcr-as he was ful mery, and wel at ese. — 

But for I noot, to whom it niightc displese. 

If I counseil of wommen wolde blame. 

Passe over, for I seyde it in my game. 
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Rcclc auctoiirs, wher they tretc oi swich niatcre, 
And what thay scyn of womincn yc may here. 
Thisc been the cokkes wordcs, and nat mync; 

I can noon harm of no woniman divync. — 
Fairc in the sond, to bathe hir mcrily, 

Lyth Pertclote, and allc liir siistrcs by, 

Agayn the sonne; and Cliaiintcclcer so free 
Song mcricr than the mennayde in the sec; 

For Phisiologiis seith sikcrly, 

How that they singen wel and mcrily 
And so bifcl that, as he caste his ye, 

Among the wortes, on a boterflye. 

He was war of this fox that lay ful lowe. 
No-thing ne listc him thanne for to crowc. 

But Clyde anon, ‘cok, cok,' and up he stertc, 

As man that was affrayed in his herte. 

For naturclly a beest desyreth flee 
Fro his contraric, if he may it see. 

Though he never erst had scyn it with his ye. 

This Chauntccleer, when he gan him espye. 
He wolde han fled, but that the fox anon 
Seyde, 'Gcntil sire, alias! wher wol ye gon? 

Bcyc affrayed of me that am your freend? 

Now' certes, I were worse than a feend. 

If I to yow wolde harm or vilcinye. 

I ^m nat come your counscil for t'cspye; 

But trewcly, the cause of my cominge 
Was only for to herknc how that yc singe.. 

For trewely yc have as mcry a stevcnc 
As eny aungcl hath, that is in hevcnc; 

Therwith ye han in musik more fclinge 
Than hadde Boece, or any that can singe. 

My lord your fader (god his soule blessel ) 

And eek your moder, of hir gentilesse, 

Han in myn hous y-bcen, to my gret cse; 

And certes, sire, ful fayn wolde I yow plese. 

But for men speke of singing, I wol saye, 

So mote I brouke wel myn eyen tweye, 

Save yow, I herde never man so singe 
As dide your fader in the morweninge; 



Certcs, it was of licrtc, al that he song. 

And for to make his voys the more strong, 

He woldc so pcync him, that with bothe his yen 
He most winke, so loiide he woldc cryen, the 

And stonden on his tiptoon ther-with-al, Nonne 

And strccche forth his nckke long and smal. Preestes 

And cek he was of swich discrccioun, tale 

That thcr nas no man in no regioiin 

That him in song or wisdom mightc passe. 273 

I have wel rad in daun Burncl the Asse, 

Among his vers, how that thcr was a cok. 

For that a preestes sonc yaf him a knok 
Upon his leg, whyl he was yong and nyce. 

He made him for to Icse his bcncfycc. 

But certeyn, thcr nis no comparisoun 
Bitwix the wis* 1 and discrccioun 
Of yoiire fader, and of his subtiltce. 

Now singeth, sire, for seinte Charitcc, 
liCt see, conne ye your fader countrefete?' 

This Chauntcclcer his winges gan to bete. 

As man that coudehis tresoun nat espye. 

So w'as he ravissed with his flateryc. 

(^Allas! yc lordes, many a fals flatoiir 
Is in your courtes, and many a loscngcour, 

"^Tliat plcsen yow wel more, by my feith, 

Tlian he that soothfastnessc unto yow scith. 

Rcdeth Ecclesiaste of flaterye; 

Beth war, ye lordes, of hit trcchcry(p 

Tliis Chaunteclecr stood hye up-on his toos, 

Strccchinghis nekke, and hccld his eycn cloos. 

And gan to crowc loude for the nones; 

And daun Russel the fox sterte up at ones. 

And by the gargat hentc Chauntecleer, 

And on his bak toward the wode him beer, 

For yet ne was thcr no man that him sewed. 

O destinec, that mayst nat been eschewed! 

Allas, that Chauntecleer fleigh fro the bemes! 

Allas, his wyf ne roghte nat of dremes! 

And on a Friday fil al this mcschaunce. 

O Venus, that art goddesse of plesaunce. 
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Sin that thy servant was this Chauntecleer, 

And in thy service didc al his poweer, 

More for dclyt, than world to multiply c, 

Why woldestow suffre him on thy day to dye? 

O Gaiif red, derc mayster soverayn, 

■ "riiat, whan thy worthy king Riehard was slayn 
With shot, compleynedcst his deth so sore, 

Why ne badde I now thy sentenec and thy lore 
The 1' riday for to chyde, as diden yc? 

(For on a Friday soothly slayn was he.) 

Ilian wolde I shewe yow how that I coude plcyne 
For Chauntecleres drede, and for his pcyiie. 

Certes, swich ery ne lamentacioun 
Was never of ladies maad, whan Jlioiin 
^^"as wonne, and Pirrus with his streitc swerd. 
Whan he hadde lient king Priam by the herd, 
And slayn him (as saith us Eneydos) , 

As maden alle the hennes in the clos, 

Whan they had seyn of Chauntecleer the siglite. 
But sovercynly dame Pertelote shrighte, 

Fill louder tlian dide Hasdrubalcs wyf, 

Whan that hir housbond hadde lost his lyf, 

And that the Romayns hadde brend Cartage; 

She was so fill of torment and of rage, 

That wilfully into the fyr she stertc, 

And brend e hir-sclvcn with a stedfast hertc. 

O woful hennes, right so ciy^dcn ye, 

As, whan that Nero brende the citee 
Of Rome, cryden senatourcs wyves. 

For that hir hoiisbondes lostcn allc hir lyves; 
Withouten gilt this Nero hath hem slayn. 

Now wol I tome to my tale agayn: — 

"^This scly widwe, and eek hir doghtres two, 
Herden thise hennes crye and maken wo. 

And out at dorcs sterten they anoon. 

And scyen the fox toward the grove goon, 

And bar upon his bak the eok aw'ay; 

And cryden, ‘Out! harrow! and weylaway! 

Ha, ha, the fox!' and after him they ran, 

And eek with staves many another man; 



Ran Colic our dogge, and Talbot, and Cerland, 

And Malkin, with a distaf in hir hand; 

Ran cow and calf, and eek the verray hogges 
So were they fered for berking of the dogges 
And shouting of the men and wimmen eke, 

I’hcy ronne so, hem thoughtc hir herte broke. 

They yelledcn as fccndcs doon in hello; 

The dokes cryden as men woldc hem ciiicllc; 

The gees for fere flowen over the trees; 

Out of the hyve cam the swarm of bees; 

So hidous was the noysc, a! bciiedicitc! 

"Certes, he Jakke Straw, and his meynee, 

Ne made never shoutes half so shrillc, 

Whan that they w'oldcn any Fleming kille. 

As thilkc day was maad upon the fox. 

Of bras thay bf'^qhten bemes, and of box, 

Of horn, of Doon, in whichc they blewe and pouped. 
And thcrwithal thay shryked and they houped; 

It seined as that heven sliolde falle. ) 

Now, godc men, I pray yow herknefn alle! 

Lo, how fortune turncth sodcinly 
I’hc hope and pryde eek of hir encmyl 
Tliis cok, that lay upon the foxes bak. 

In al his drede, un-to the fox he spak. 

And scyde, 'sire, if that I were as ye. 

Yet sholde I scyn (as wis god helpc me), 

Turncth agayn, ye proude chcrlcs allel 
A verray pestilence up-on yow falle! 

Now am I come un-to this wodes syde, 

Maugree your heed, the cok shal heer abyde; 

I wol him etc in feith, and that anon.* — 

The fox answerde, ‘in feith, it shal be don.* — 

And as he spak that word, al sodeinly 
This cok brak from his mouth dcliverly. 

And heighc up-on a tree he fleigh anon. 

And whan the fox saugh that he was y-gon, 

‘Allas!' quod he, ‘O Chaunteclcer, alias! 

I have to yow,' quod he, ‘y-doon trespas, 

In-as-muche as I maked yow aferd. 

Whan I yow hente, and broghte out of tlie yerd; 
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But, sire, I didc it in no wikke entente; 

Com doun, and I shal telle yow what I niente. 

I shal scye sooth to yow, god help me so/ 

'Nay than,' quod he, 'I shrewe us bothe two, 

And first I shrewe my-self, bothe blood and bones. 

If tliou bigylc me oftcr than ones. 

Thou shalt na-more, thurgh thy flaterye, 

Do me to singe and winke with myn ye. 

For he that winketh, whan he sholde see, 

A1 wilfully, god lat him never thee!' 

'Nay,' quod the fox, 'but god yeve him meschaunec. 
That is so undisereet of governaiinee, 

That jangleth whan he sholde holde his pees.' 

Lo, swich it is for to be reechelees. 

And neeligent, and tniste on flaterye. 

But ye that holdcn this tale a folye. 

As of a fox, or of a cok and hen, 

Taketh the moralitee, good men. 

For seint Paul seith, that al that writen is, 

To our doctryne it is y-write, y-wis. 

Taketh the fruyt, and lat the chaf be stille. 

Now, godc god, if that it be thy wiHc, 

As seith my lord, so make us alle good men; 

And bringe us to his heighc blisse. Amen. 

• Here is ended the Nonne Precstes Tale 

EPILOGUE TO THE NONNE PRKESTE S TALE 

'Sir Nonnes Freest,' our hoste seyde anoon, 
‘Y-blcssed be thy breche, and every stoon! 

This was a niery tale of Chaunteclcer. 

But, by my trouthe, if thou were seeuler. 

Thou woldest been a trede-foul a-right. 

For, if thou have eorage as thou hast might. 

Thee were nede of hennes, as I wene, 

Ya, mo than seven tymes seventene. 

See, whiehe braunes hath this gentil Freest, 

So greet a nekke, and swieh a large breest! 

He loketh as a sperhauk with his yen; 



Him ncdeth nat his colour for to dycn 

With brasil, nc with greyn of Portingale. 

Now sire, fairc falle yow for youre tale!' 

And after that he, with ful mcry chere, 

Seidc to another, as ye shullen here. 
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The Phisiciens Tale 


Here folweih the Phisiciens Tale 


T iier was, as tcllctli Titus Livius, 

A knight that called was Virginius, 

Fulfild of honour and of worthinessc. 

And strong of frccndcs and of greet richesse. 

ITiis knight a doghtcr haddc by his wyf. 

No children hadde he mo in al his lyf . 

Fair was this niaydc in excellent bcautee 
Aboven every wight that man may see; 
l"or nature hath with sovcrcyn diligence 
Y-forined hir in so greet excellence, 

As though she woldc scyn, ‘lo! I, Nature, 

Thus can I forme and peyntc a creature. 

Whan that me list; who can me countrefete? 
Pigmalion noght, though he ay forge and bete. 
Or grave, or peynte; for I dar wcl seyn, 

Apelles, Zanzis, sholde werche in veyn, 

Outher to grave or peynte or forge or bete. 

If they presumed me to countrefete. 

For he that is the former principal 
Hath maked me his vicairc general. 

To forme and peynten erthely creaturis 
Right as me list, and ech thing in my cure is 
379 
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Under the monc, that may wane and waxe, 
And for my werk right no-thing wol I axe; 

My lord and I ben ful of oon accord; 

I made hir to the worship of my lord. 

So do I alle myne othere creatures, 

What colour that they han, or what figures/ — 
^fhiis semeth me that Nature woldc scyc. 

This mayde of age twelf yeer was and tweyc. 
In which that Nature hadde swich delyt. 

For right as she can peynte a lilic whyt 
And reed a rose, right with swich peynture 
She peynted hath this noble creature 
Er she were born, up-on hir limes free, 
Wher-as by right swiche colours sholde be; 
And Phebus dyed hath hir tresses grete 
Lyk to the stremes of his burned hete. 

And if that excellent was hir bcautcc, 

A thousand-fold more vertuous was she. 

In hir nc lakked no condicioun, 

That is to preyse, as by discrccioun. 

As wel in goost as body chast was she; 

For which she floured in virginitce 
With alle humilitec and abstinence. 

With alle attcmperauncc and pacience. 

With mesure eek of bering and array. 

Discreet she was in answering alvvay; 

Though she were wys as Pallas, dar I seyn, 

Hir facound eek ful wommanly and plcyn. 

No countrefeted termes hadde she 
To seme wys; but after hir degree 
She spak, and alle hir wordes more and lesse 
Souninge in vertu and in gentillessc. 

Shamfast she was in maydens shamfastnessc. 
Constant in hertc, and ever in bisinessc 
To dyrvc hir out of ydcl slogardye. 

Bacus hadde of hir mouth right no maistryc; 
For wyn and youthe doon Venus encrece. 

As men in fyr wol casten oilc or grcce. 

And of hir owene vertu, unconstreyned. 

She hath ful oftc tyme syk hir feyned. 



For that she woldc fleen the companye 
Whcr lykly was to trctcn of folye. 

As is at festcs, revels, and at daiinces. 

That been oecasions of daliaunccs 
Swich thinges maken children for to be 
To sone rype and bold, as men may see. 

Which is ful perilous, and hath ben yore. 

L or al to sone may she Icrnc lore 
Of boldncsse, whan she woxen is a wyf. 

And ye inaistrcsses in your oldc lyf, 

Tliat lordes doghtres ban in govcruaiince, 

Ne taketh of my wordcs no displcsnunce; 
Thcnketli that yc ben set in govern inges 
Of lordes doglitres, only for two thinges; 
Outlier for yc ban kept your honcstee, 

Or dies yc hmi fallc in frclctcc. 

And knowen wei y-iiough the oldc daunce. 
And ban forsaken fully swicb niescbaunce 
For evermo; tberefore, for Cristes sake. 

To techc hem vertu loke that yc nc slake. 

A tbeef of venisoun, that bath forlaft 
His likerousnesse, and al bis oldc craft. 

Can kepe a forest best of any man. 

Now kepeth hem wcl, for if yc wol, yc can; 
Loke wcl that ye un-to no vice assentc, 

Lest yc be dampned for your wikkc entente; 
l'"or who-so doth, a traitour is ccrtcyn. 

And taketh kepe of that that I shal seyn; 

Of allc tresons sovereyn pestilence 
Is whan a wight bitrayseth innocence. 

Yc fadres and ye modres cck also, 

Though yc han children, be it oon or two. 
Your is the charge of al hir surveyaunce, 

Whyl that they been under your govcrnaunce. 
Beth war that by cnsamplc of your livingc, 

Or by your nccligcnce in chastisinge, 

That they ne perisse; for I dar wcl seye, 

If that they doon, yc shul it dere abcyc. 

Under a shepherde softe and necligcnt 
Tlie wolf hath many a sheep and lamb to-rent. 
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SuflFyseth oon ensamplc now as here, 

For I mot turne agayii to iny matere. 

This niaydc, of'which I wol this tale cxpresse, 
So kcptc hir-self, hir ncdcd no maistressc; 

For in hir living maydcns mightcn rede, 

As in a book, every good word or dede, 

That longetli to a mayden vertuous; 

She was so prudent and so bountevous. 

For which the fame out-sprong on every syde 
Bothe of hir beautee and hir bouiitcc wyde; 

That thurgh that land they preysed hir cchonc, 
'ITiat loved vertu, save cnvyc allonc, 

That sory is of other mennes wclc, 

And glad is of his sorwe and his unhelc; 

(The doctour maketh this dcscripcioiin ) . 

This mayde up-on a day wente in the toun 
Toward a temple, with hir nioderdcrc, 

As is of yonge maydcns the niancrc. 

Now was tlier thanne a justice in that toun, 
That governour was of tlrat regioun. 

And so bifel, this jugc his cycn caste 
Up-on this mayde, avysingc him ful fastc, 

As she cam forby thcr this jugc stood. 

Anon his herte chaunged and his mood, 

So was he caught with bcautcc of this mayde; 
And to him-sclf ful privcly he sayde, 

‘This mayde shal be myn, for any man.' 

Anon the feend in-to his herte ran, 

And taughtc him sodeynly, that he by slightc 
Tlic mayden to his purpos winiic mighte. 

For certes, by no force, ne by no mede. 

Him though tc, he was nat able for to spede; 

For she was strong of freendcs, and cck she 
Confermed was in swich soverayn bountcc, 

That wcl he wiste he mighte hir never winnc 
As for to make hir with hir body sinne. 

For which, by greet deliberacioun. 

He sente after a cherl, was in the toun, 

Which that he knew for subtil and for bold. 
Tliis jugc un-to this cherl his tale hath told 



In sccree wysc, and made him to ensure. 

He sholde telle it to no creature. 

And if he didc, he sholde lesc his heed. 

Whan that assented was this cursed reed. 

Glad was this juge and maked him greet chere. 
And yaf him yiftes preciousc and derc. 

Whan shapen was al hir conspiracye 
Fro point to point, how that his Icchcryc 
Parfourned sholde been ful subtilly. 

As ye shill here it after openly, 

Iloom gooth the cherl, that hightc Claudius. 
This false juge that highte Apius, 

So was his name, (for this is no fable, 

But knowen for historial thing notable. 

The sentence of it sooth is, out of dontc) , 

This false jno.* now faste aboute 
To hasten his dclyt al that he may. 

And so bifcl sone after, on a day, 

I’his false juge, as tellcth us the storie, 

As he was wont, sat in his consistoric. 

And yaf his domes up-on sondry cas. 

This false ehcrl cam forth a ful greet pas. 

And scyde, ‘lord, if that it be your wille. 

As dooth me right up-on this pitous bille. 

In which I pleyne up-on Virginius. 

And if that he wol scyn it is nat thus, 

I wol it preve, and findc good witnesse, 

Tliat sooth is that my bille wol expresse.' 

The juge answerde, ‘of this, in his absence, 

I may nat yeve diffinitif sentence. 

Lat do him callc, and I wol gladly here; 

Thou shalt have al right, and no wrong here.’ 

Virginius cam, to witc the juges wille. 

And right anon was rad this cursed bille; 

The sentence of it was as ye shul here. 

‘To yow, my lord, sire Apius so dcre, 
Sheweth your povre servant Claudius, 

How that a knight, called Virginius, 

Agayns the lawe, agayn al cquitcc, 

Holdeth, expres agayn the wil of me. 
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My servant, which that is my thral by right, 
Which fro myn hous was stole up-on a night, 
Whyl that she was ful yong; this wol I prove 
By witnessc, lord, so that it nat yow grcvc. 

She nis his doghter nat, what so he scyc; 
Wherforc to yow, my lord the juge, I preye, 
Yeld me my thral, if that it be your willc/ 

Lo! this was al the sentence of his billc. 

Virginius gan up-on the chcrl biholdc, 

But hastily, er he his tale toldc, 

And wolde have proved it, as slioldc a knight. 
And cck by witnessing of many a wight, 

Tliat it was fals that scyde his ad\ crsaiie. 

This cursed juge wolde no-thing tarie, 

Nc here a word more of Virginius, 

But yaf his jugeinent, and seyde thus: — 

'I deme anon this ehcrl his servant have; 
Thou shalt no longer in thyn hous liir save. 

Go bring hir forth, and put hir in our wnrdc, 
The cherl shal have his thral, this I awardc.' 

And whan this worthy knight Virginius, 
Thurgh sentence of this justice Apius, 

Moste by force his derc doghter yiven 
Un-to the juge, in Icchcrye to liven, 

He gooth him hoom, and settc him in his halle. 
And Icet anon his dcre doghter calle, 

And, with a face deed as asshen coldc, 

Upon hir humble face he gan biholde. 

With fadres pitee stiking thurgh his herte, 

Al wolde he from his purpos nat convertc. 

‘Doghter,' quod he, ‘Virginia, by thy name, 
Thcr been two weyes, outlier deeth or shame, 
That thou most suffre; alias! that I was bore! 

For never thou deservedest wherforc 
To deyn with a swerd or with a knyf . 

O dcre doghter, ender of my lyf, 

WTiich I have fostred up with swich plcsauncc, 
That thou were never out of my remembraunce! 
O doghter, which that art my laste wo. 

And in my lyf my lastc joye also. 



O gemme of chastitce, in pacience 
Take thou thy decth, for this is my sentence. 
For love and nat for hate, thou most be deed; 
My pitous hand mot smyten of thyn heed. 

Allas I that ever Apius thee say! 

Thus hath he falsly juged thee to-day' — 

And tolde hir al the cas, as ye bifore 
Han herd; nat nedeth for to telle it more. 

*0 mercy, dere fader,’ quod this mayde. 

And with that w'ord she both hir armes layde 
About his nekke, as she was wont to do: 

The tres broste out of hir cycn two, 

And scyde, 'gode fader, shal I dye? 

Is thcr no grace? is there no remedye?' 

‘No, certes, dcrc doghter myn,' quod he. 
‘Thannc vif Vyscr, fader myn,' quod she, 
‘My deeth for to coinpleyne a litel space; 

For pardee, Jepte yaf his doghter grace 
For to coniplcyne, er he hir slow, alias! 

And god it woot, no-thing was hir trespas. 

But for she ran hir fader first to see, 

To welcome him with greet solcmpnitee.’ 

And with that word she fil aswoyne anon. 

And after, whan hir swowning is agon. 

She ryseth up, and to hir fader sayde, 

‘Blessed be god, that I shal dye a mayde. 

Yif me my deeth, cr that I have a shame; 

Doth with your child your wil, a goddes name!' 

And with that word she preyed him ful oftc, 
That with his swerd he wolde smyte softe. 

And with that word aswowne doun she fil. 

Hir fader, with ful sorweful herte and wil, 

Hir heed of smoot, and by the top it hente. 
And to the juge he gan it to presente. 

As he sat yet in doom in consistorie. 

And whan the juge it saugh, as scith the storie. 
He bad to take him and anhange him faste. 

But right anon a thousand peple in thraste, 

7’o save the knight, for routhe and for pitee. 
For knowen was the false iniquitee. 
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The peple anon hath suspect of this thing. 

By manere of the cherles chalanging, 

That it was by th'assent of Apius; 

They wisten wel that he was lecherous. 

For which iin-to this Apius they gon, 

And caste him in a prison right anon, 

Wher-as he slow him-self; and Claudius, 

That servant was un-to this Apius, 

Was demed for to hange upon a tree; 

But that Virginius, of his pitcc, 

So preyde for him that he was exyled; 

And ellcs, certes, he had been bigyled. 

The remenant were anhanged, more and Icsse, 
That were consentant of tliis curscdncssc. — 

Hcer men may seen how sinne hath his mcryte! 
Beth war, for no man woot whom god wol smyte 
In no degree, ne in which mancr wyse 
The worm of conscience may agrysc 
Of wikked lyf, though it so privee be, 

That no man woot thcr-of but god and he. 

For be he lewed man, or elles lered. 

He noot how sone that he shal been afered. 
Therfore I rede yow this conscil take, 

Forsaketh sinne, er sinne yow forsake. 

Here endeth the Phisiciens Tale 

WORDS OF THF. HOST 

The wordes of the Host to the Phisicieti and the Pardoner 

Our Hostc gan to swere as he were wood, 
'Harrow!' quod he, ‘by nayles and by blood! 

This was a fals cherl and a fals jiistysc! 

As shamful deeth as herte may devysc 
Come to thisc juges and hir advocats! 

Algate this sely mayde is slayn, alias! 

Allas! to dere boghte she beautec! 

Wherfore I scyeal day, as men may see, 

That yiftes of fortune or of nature 



Ben cause of deeth to many a creature. 

Hir beautee was hir deeth, I dar wcl sayn; 
Allas! so pitously as she was slayn! 

Of bothe yiftes that I speke of now 
Men han ful oftc more harm than prow. 

But trewely, myn owcnc niaystcr derc, 

Tliis is a pitoiis talc for to here. 

But natheles, passe over, is no fois; 

I prey to god, so save thy gentil cors. 

And cek thync urinals and thy jordanes, 

'I’hyn Ypocras, and cek thy Caliancs, 

And every boist ful of thy letuaric; 

God blcssc hem, and our lady seintc Marie! 
So mot 1 tliccn, thou art a propre man. 

And lyk a piclat, by scint Ronyan! 

Scyde I nat I can nat speke in terme; 

But wcl I woot, thou doost my herte to erme 
'Iliat I almost ha\'e caught a cardiaclc. 

By corpus bones! but I have triaclc. 

Or dies a draught of inoyste and corny ale. 

Or ])ut ! here anon a mcry talc, 

Myn herte is lost for pitce of this inayde. 
Thou bd amy, thou Pardoner/ he scyde, 

"1 cl us som inirthc or japes right anon.' 

*It shal be doon,' quod he, ‘by scint Ronyon! 
But first,' quod he, ‘heer at this ale-stake 
I wol both drinkc, and cten of a cake.' 

But right anon thisc gcntils gonne to crye, 
‘Nay! lat him telle us of no ribaiidyc; 

Td us som moral thing, that we inav lere 
Som wit, and thanne wol we gladly here.' 

‘! grauntc, y-wis,' quod he, ‘but I mot thinkc 
Up-on som honest thing, whyl that I drinke.' 




The Pardonfers Tale 


Here folweth the Prologe of the Pardoners Tale 
Radix malorutn est Cupiditas: Ad Thimotheum, sexto 


I ORDiNGs/ quod he, ‘in chirclics whan I prechc, 
•J I preyne me to han an hautcyn speche, 

And ringc it out as round as gooth a belle. 

For I can al by rote that I telle. 

My theme is alwey oon, and ever was — 

“Radix malorum est Cupiditas.’' 

First I pronounce whennes that I come. 

And than my billies shewe I, alle and somme. 

Oui lige lordcs seel on my patentc. 

That shewe I first, my body to warente. 

That no man be so bold, nc preest ne clerk. 

Me to destourbe of Cristes holy werk; 

And after that than telle I forth my talcs, 

Bulles of popes and of cardinalcs. 

Of patriarkes, and bishoppes I shewe; 

And in Latyn I speke a wordes fewe. 

To saffron with my predicacioun. 

And for to stirc men to devocioun. 

Than shewe I forth my longe cristal stones, 
Y-crammed ful of cloutes and of bones; 
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Reliks been they, as wenen they cchoon. 

Tlian have I in latoun a sholdcr-boon 
Wliich that was of an holy Jewes shepc. 

“Good men," seye I, “tak of my wordes kepe; 

If that this boon he wasshe in any wellc, 

If cow, or calf, or sheep, or oxe swelle 
That any worm hath cte, or worm y-stonge, 

Tak water of that wclle, and wash his tonge. 

And it is hool anon; and forthcrmorc, 

Of pokkes and of scabbe, and every sore 
Shal every sheep be hool, that of this wellc 
Drinketh a draughte; tak kepe eck what I telle. 

If that the good-man, that the bestes oweth, 

Wol every wike, er that the cok him croweth, 
Fastinge, drinken of this welle a draughte, 

As thilke holy jewe our eldres taughte. 

His bestes and his stoor shal miiltiplye. 

And, sirs, also it hclcth jalousyc; 

For, though a man be falle in jalous rage. 

Let maken with this water his potage, 

And never shal be more his wyf mistriste, 

Though he the sooth of hir dcfaiitc wiste; 

A1 had she taken precstes two or three. 

Hcer is a mitcyn eck, that ye may sec. 

He that his bond wol putte in this mitcyn. 

He shal have multiplying of his greyn. 

Whan he hath sowen, be it whete or otes. 

So that he offre pens, or dies grotes. 

Good men and wommen, o thing warnc I yow. 
If any wight be in this chirche now, 

Tliat hath doon sinne horrible, that he 
Dar nat, for shame, of it y-shriven be. 

Or any womman, be she yong or old, 

Tliat hath y-maad hii housbond cokewold, 

Swich folk shul have no power ne no grace 
To offren to my reliks in this place. 

And who-so findeth him out of swich blame, 

He wol com up and offre in goddes name. 

And I assoillc hifn by the auctoritee 
Which that by bulle y-graunted was to me." 



By this gaiide have I wonne, yecr by ycer. 
An hundred mark sith I was Pardoner. 

I stoiidc lyk a clerk in my pulpet. 

And whan the Icwcd peple is doun y-set, 

I prcche, so as ye han herd bifore. 

And tcllc an hundred false japes more. 

Than peyne I me to strccche forth the nekke, 
And cst and west upon the peple I bekke, 

As doth a dowvc sitting on a berne. 

Myn hondcs and my tonge goon so yerne, 
'Ibat it is joye to see my bisincsse. 

Of avaryce and of swich cursednesse 
Is al my prcching, for to make hem free 
To yevc her pens, and namely un-to me. 

For my entente is nat but for to winne, 

And no-thing for . rcioiin of sinne. 

I rekke never, whan that they ben beried, 
Though that her soulcs goon a-blakcbericd! 
h'or certes, many a prcdieacioun 
Comth ofte tynic of y\'cl entcncioun; 

Som for plesauncc of folk and flateiy^c. 

To been avaunced by ipocrisyc, 

And som for veyne glorie, and som for hate, 
h'or, whan I dar non other weyes debate. 
Than wol I stingc him with my tonge smerte 
In prcching, so that he shal nat asterte 
To been defamed falsly, if that he 
Hath trespased to my brethren or to me. 

For, though I telle noght his propre name. 
Men shal wcl knowc that it is the same 
By signes and by othcre circumstances. 

'riiiis quyte I folk that doon us displesances; 
Thus spitte I out my venim under hewe 
Of holynessc, to seme holy and trcwc. 

But shortly myn entente I wol devyse; 

I prcche of no-thing but for coveityse. 
Therfor my theme is yet, and ever was — 
"'Radix maloTum est cupiditas/' 
lliiis can I preche agayn that same vyce 
Which that I use, and that is avaryce. 
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But, though my-self be gilty in that sinne, 
Yet can 1 maken other folk to twinne 
From avaryce, and sore to repente. 

But that is nat my principal entente. 

I preche no-thing but for covcitysc; 

Of this matere it oughte y-nogh sufFyse. 

Than telle I hem ensamples many oon 
Of olde stories, longe tyme agoon : 

For lewed peple loven talcs olde; 

Swich thinges can they wel reporte and holde. 
What? Irowe yc, the whyles I may preche, 
And winne gold and silver for I tcche, 

That I wol live in povert wilfully? 

Nay, nay, I thoghte it never trewely! 

For I wol preche and begge in sondry londes; 

I wol not do no labour with myn hondes, 

Ne make baskettes, and live therby. 

Because I wol nat beggen ydclly. 

I wol non of the apostles counterfete; 

I wol have money, wolle, chese, and whete, 

A1 were it yeven of the povrest page, 

Or of the povrest widwc in a village, 

A1 sholde hir children sterve for famyne. 

Nay! I wol drinkc licour of the vyne. 

And have a joly wenche in every toun. 

But herkneth, lordings, in conclusioun; 

Your lyking is that I shall telle a tale. 

Now, have I dronke a draughtc of corny ale. 
By god, 1 hope I shal yow telle a thing 
That shal, by rcsoun, been at your lyking. 

For, though myself be a ful vicious man, 

A moral tale yet I yow telle can. 

Which I am wont to preche, for to winne. 
Now holde your pees, my talc I wol beginne.* 

Here higinneth the Pardoners Tale 

In Flaundres whylom was a companye 
^ Of yonge folk, that haunteden folye, 

As ryot, hasard, stewes, and tavemes. 



Wlier-as, with harpcs, lutes, and gitcrncs, 

Tlicy daiince and plcyc at dees botlic day and night. 
And ete also and drinken over hir might. 

Thurgh which they doon the dcvel sacrifyse 
With-in that develes temple, in cursed wyse, 

By superfluitce abhominablc; 

liir othes been so grete and so dampnablc, 

'Jhat it is grisly for to here hem swere; 

Our blissed lordcs body they to-tcrc; 

Hem though tc jewes rente him noght y-noiigh; 

And cell of hem at othcres sinne lough. 

And right anon than coinen tombcstcrcs 
l‘"ctys and sinalc, and yonge f my tes teres. 

Singers with harpes, bandcs, wafcrcrcs, 

Whiche been the verray develes ofTiccres 
To kindle and blnwc tlic of lecherye, 

That IS annexed un-to glotonyc; 

'I he holy writ take I to my witnesse, 

'ihnt liixuric is in wyn and dronkencssc. 

Lo, how that dronken Loth, unkindely, 

I.ay by his doghtres two, unwitingly; 

So dronke he was, he niste what he wroghte. 

Ilcrodcs, (who-so wcl the stories soghte,) 

Whan he of wyn was rcplet at his feste, 

Rjght at his owene table he yaf his heste 
J o .slecn the Baptist John ful giltclecs. 

Senck scith eck a good word doutelccs; 

1 Ic seith, he can no difference findc 
Bitwix a man that is out of his mindc 
And a man which that is dronkclewc, 
lint that woodnesse, y-fallcn in a shrewe, 
IVrsevercth longer than doth dronkencssc. 

() glotonye, ful of cursednesse, 

O cause first of our confusioun, 

0 original of our danipnacioun. 

Til Crist had boght us with his blood agaynl 

1 iO, how derc, shortly for to sayn, 

Aboght was thilke cursed ^’ilcinyc; 

Corrupt was al this world for glotonye! 

Adam our fader, and his wyf also. 
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For Paradys to labour and to wo 
Were driven for that vyce, it is no drede; 

For whyl that Adam fasted, as I rede, 

He was in Paradys; and whan that he 
Eet of the fruyt defended on the tree. 

Anon he was out-cast to wo and peync. 

0 glotonye, on thee wel oghte us plcyne! 

O, wiste a man how many maladycs 
Folwen of excesse and glotonyes, 

He wolde been the more mesurable 
Of his diete, sittingc at his table. 

Allas! the shorte throte, the tendre mouth, 

Maketh that, Est and West, and North and South, 
In erthe, in eir, in water men to-swinkc 
To gete a glotoun deyntee mete and drinke! 

Of this matere, o Paul, wel canstow tretc, 

'Mete un-to wombe, and woinbe cck un-to mete, 
Shal god destroyen bothe,' as Paulus scith. 

Allas! a foul thing is it, by my feith. 

To scye this word, and fouler is the dedc. 

Whan man so drinketh of the whyte and rede, 

That of his throte he maketh his privee, 

Tliurgh thilke cursed superfliiitce. 

The apostel weping seith ful pitoiisly, 

'Ther walkcn many of whiche yow told have I, 

1 seye it now weping with pitous voys, 

[That] they been enemys of Cristes croys, 

Of whiche the ende is decth, wombe is her god/ 

O wombe! O bely! O stinking cod, 

Fulfild of donge and of corrupcioun! 

At either ende of thee foul is the soun. 

How greet labour and cost is thee to findc! 

Thise cokes, how tlicy stampe, and strey ne, and grinde. 
And turnen substaunce in-to accident. 

To fulfille al thy likerous talent! 

Out of the harde bones knokke they 

The mary, for they caste noght a-wey 

That may go thurgh the golet softe and swote; 

Of spiccrye, of leef, and bark, and rote 
Shal been his sauce y-maked by delyt. 



To make him yet a newer appetyt. 

But certes, he that haunteth swich dclyces 
Is deed, whyl that he liveth in tho vyces. 

A lecherous thing is wyn, and dronkcncsse 
Is ful of stryving and of wrccchcdncssc. 

O dronkc man, disfigured is thy face. 

Sour is thy breeth, foul artow to embrace, 

And thurgh thy dronkc nose semeth the soun 
As though thou scydest ay 'Sampsoiin, Sampsoun'; 
And yet, god w'ot, Sampsoun drank never no \<jn. 
Thou fallcst, as it were a stiked swyn; 

Thy tongc is lost, and al thyn honest cure; 

For dronkenesse is verray sepulture 
Of mannes wit and his discrccioun. 

In whom that drinke hath dominacioun, 

He can no consc^'l i c^:c, it is no drcdc. 

Now keep yow fro the whyte and fro the rede, 
And namely fro the whyte wyn of I .cpc, 

That is to sclle in Fish-strete or in Chcpc. 
lliis wyn of Spaync crepeth subtilly 
In othcrc wyncs, growing fastc by, 

Of which thcr ryseth sw’ich funiositec. 

That whan a man hath dronken draughtes three. 
And weneth that he be at hooni in Chcpc, 

He is in Spaync, right at the tonne of Lepe, 

Nat at the Rochcl, nc at Burdeux toun; 

And thanne wol he scyc, ‘Sampsoun, Sampsoun/ 
But herkneth, lordings, o word, J yow preye, 
That alle the sovercyn actes, dar I scyc. 

Of victories in th'olde testament, 

Thurgh verray god, that is omnipotent. 

Were doon in abstinence and in prcycrc; 

Loketh the Bible, and thcr ye may it Icrc. 

Loke, Attila, the gretc conquerour, 

Deyde in his sleep, with shame and dishonour, 
Bledingc ay at his nose in dronkenesse; 

A capitayn shoulde live in sobrcncsse. 

And over al this, avyseth yow right wel 
What was comaunded un-to Lamuel — 

Nat Samuel, but Lamuel, scyc I — 
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Rcdeth die Bible, and findc it expresly 
Of wyn-yeving to hem that han justysc. 

Na-more of this, for it may wel siiffyse. 

And now that I liave spoke of glotonye. 

Now wol I yow defenden hasardrye. 

Hasard is vcrray moder of lesinges, 

And of deceite, and cursed forswcringes, 
Blasphenue of Crist, manslaughtrc, and wast also 
Of catel and of tyme; and forthermo. 

It is rcpreve and contrarie of honour 
For to ben holde a commune hasardour. 

And ever the hyer he is of cstaat, 

The more is he holdcn desolaat. 

If that a prince useth hasardrye, 

In alle governaunce and policye 
He is, as by commune opinioun, 

Y-holdc the lasse in reputacioun. 

Stilbon, that was a wys embassadour. 

Was sent to Corinthe, in ful greet honour. 

Fro Lacidomie, to make hir alliaimce. 

And whan he cam, him happedc, par chaunce, 
Tliat alle the grettest that were of that lond, 
Pleyinge atte hasard he hem fond. 

For which, as sone as it mightc be. 

He stal him hoom agayn to his contree. 

And seyde, ‘ther wol I nat lese my name; 

Ne I wol nat take on me so greet defame, 

Yow for to allyc un-to none hasardours. 

Sendeth othere wyse embassadours; 

For, by my trouthe, me were lever dye. 

Than I yow sholde to hasardours allye. 

For ye tfiat been so glorious in honours 
Shul nat allycn yow with hasardours 
As by my wil, ne as by my tretee.' 

This wyse philosophre thus seyde he. 

Loke eck that, to the king Demetrius 
The king of Parthes, as the book seith us, 

Sente him a paire of dees of gold in scorn, 
or he hadde used hasard ther-biforn; 

For which he heeld his glorie or his renoun 



At no value or rcputacioun. 

Lordes may finden other mancr plcy 
Honeste y-nough to dry\'e the day awey. 

Now wol I speke of othes false and grete 
A word or two, as olde bokes trete. 

Gret swering is a thing abhominablc, 

And false swering is yet more reprevable. 

I’he heighe god forbad swering at al, 

Witnesse on Mathew; "but in speeial 
Of swering seith the holy jeremye, 

‘Thou shalt seye sooth thyn othes, and nat lye, 
And swere in dome, and eek in rightwisnesse;' 
But ydel swering is a eursednessc. 

Bihold and see, that in the firste table 
Of heighe goddes hestes honurable. 

How that the sccvuiac ncstc of him is this — 
‘Tak nat my name in ydel or amis/ 

Lo, rather he torbedeth swich swering 
Than homicyde or many a eursed thing; 

I seye that, as by ordre, thus it stondeth; 

Tliis knowen, that his hestes imderstondcth, 
How that the seeond heste of god is that. 

And forth er over, I wol thee telle al plat. 

That vengeance shal nat parten from his hous, 
'ITiat of his othes is to outrageous. 

‘By goddes precious herte, and by his naylcs. 
And by the blode of Crist, that it is in Hayles, 
Seven is my chaunce, and thyn is cink and treye; 
By goddes armes, if thou falsly pleye, 
lliis dagger shal thurgh-out thyn herte go * — 
This fruyt cometh of the bicched bones two, 
Forswering, ire, falsncsse, homicyde. 

Now, for the love of Crist that for us dyde, 
Leveth your othes, bothe grete and smalc; 

But, sirs, now wol I telle forth my tale. 

Thise ryotoures three, of whiche I telle, 
Longe erst er pryme rong of any belle, 

^^^ere set hem. in a tavernc for to drinke; 

And as they satte, they herde a belle clinke 
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Biforn a cors, was caricd to his grave; 

That oon of hem gan callen to his knave, 

‘Go bet,' quod he, ‘and axe rcdily, 

What cors is this that passeth heer forby; 

And look that thou reporte his name wcl/ 

‘Sir,* quod this boy, ‘it nedeth nevcr-a-del. 

It was me told, er ye cam heer, two hourcs; 

He was, pardee, an old fclawc of yourcs; 

And sodeynly he was y-slayn to-night, 

For-dronke, as he sat on his bench upright; 

Thcr cam a privee theef, men elepeth Deeth, 

That in this contree al the pcplc sleeth. 

And with his spere he smoot his herte a-two. 

And wente his wey with-outen wordcs mo. 

He hath a thousand slayn this pestilence: 

And, maistcr, er ye come in his presence. 

Me thinketh that it were neccssarie 
For to be war of swich an adversarie: 

Beth redy for to mete him evermore. 

Thus taughte me my dame, I scy na-morc.* 

‘By seinte Marie,* scyde this taverner, 

‘The child seith sooth, for he hath slayn this yeer, 
Hcnne over a mylc, with-in a greet village. 

Both man and womman, child and hyne, and page 
I trowe his habitacioun be there; 

To been avysed greet wisdom it were, 

Er that he dide a man a dishonour.' 

‘Ye, goddes armes,* quod this ryotour, 

‘Is it swich peril with him for to mete? 

I shal him seke by wey and eek by strete, 

I make avow to goddes digne bones! 

Herkneth, felawes, we three been al ones; 
liat ech of us holde up his bond til other, 

And ech of us bicomen otheres brother. 

And we wol slecn this false traytour Deeth; 

He shal be slayn, which that so many sleeth. 

By goddes dignitee, er it be night.* 

Togidres han thise three her trouthes plight. 

To live and dyen ech of hem for oth^r. 

As though he were his owene y-boren brother. 



And up they sterte al dronken, in this rage, 

And forth they goon towardcs that village, 

Of which the taverner had spoke biforn, 

And many a grisly ooth than han they sworn, 

And Cristes blessed body they to-rente — 

‘Death shal be deed, if that they may him liente/ 
Whan they han goon nat fully half a mylc, 
Right as they wolde han troden over a style. 

An old man and a povre with hem mette. 

Ill is olde man ful mekely hem grettc. 

And seyde thus, ‘now, lordcs, god yow see!' 

'ITie proudest of thisc ryotoures three 
Answerde agayn, ‘what? earl, with sory grace. 
Why artow al forwrapped save thy face? 

Why livestow so longe in so greet age?' 

This olde man g'i« i?l:e in his visage. 

And seyde thus, ‘for I ne can nat findc 
A man, though that I walked in-to Inde, 

Neither in citce nor in no village. 

That wolde chaungc his youthc for myn age; 

And th erf ore moot I han myn age stille. 

As longe time as it is goddes wille. 

Ne decth, alias! nc wol nat han my lyf; 

Tims walkc I, lyk a restclccs caityf, 

And on the ground, which is my modres gate, 

1 knokkc with my staf, bothc crly and late. 

And seye, “leve moder, Icct me in! 

Lo, how I vanish, flesh, and blood, and skin! 

Allas! whan shul my bones been at restc? 

Moder, with yow wolde I chaimge my cheste, 
That in my chambre longe tynie hath be, 

Ye! for an heyre clout to wrappe me!" 

But yet to me she wol nat do that grace, 

For which ful pale and walked is my face. 

But, sirs, to yow it is no courteisyc 
To speken to an old man vileinyc, 

But he trespassc in wordc, or elles in dcdc. 

In holy writ ye may your-sclf wcl rede, 

“Agayns an old man, hoor upon his heed, 

Ye sholde aryse;" wherfor I yeve yow reed, 
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Nc dooth un-to an old man noon harm now, 
Na-more than ye woldc men dide to yow 
In age, if that ye so longc abydc; 

And god be with yow, wher ye go or ryde. 

I moot go thidcr as I have to go/ 

'Nay, olde chcrl, by god, thou shalt nat so/ 
Seyde this other hasardour anon; 

'Thou partest nat so lightly, by seint John! 

Thou spak right now of thilke traitour Deetli, 
That in this con tree alle our frendes sleeth. 

Have heer my trouthe, as thou art his aspye, 

Tel wher he is, or thou shalt it abyc. 

By god, and by the holy sacrament! 

For sootlily thou art oon of his assent. 

To sleen us yonge folk, thou false thecfl' 

'Now, sirs,' quod he, 'if that yow be so leef 
To findc Decth, turne up this croked wey. 

For in that grove I lafte him, by my fey. 

Under a tree, and thcr he wol abyde; 

Nat for your boost he wol him no-thing hyde. 
See ye that ook? right thcr ye shul him finde. 
God save yow, that boghtc agayn mankinde, 
And yow amende!' — thus seyde this olde man. 
And everich of thise ryotoures ran, 

Til^he cam to that tree, and ther they foundc 
Of florins fyne of golde y-coyned rounde 
Wei ny an eighte busshels, as hem thoughte. 

No lengcr thanne after Deeth they sough te. 

But ech of hem so glad was of that sightc. 

For that the florins been so fairc and brightc, 
That doun they sette hem by this precious hord. 
The worste of hem he spake tlie firste word. 

'Brethren,' quod he, 'tak kepe what I scyc; 

My wit is greet, though that I bourde and pleye. 
'This tresor hath fortune un-to us yiven. 

In mirthe and jolitee our lyf to liven. 

And lightly as it comth, so wol wc spende. 

Ey! goddes precious dignitee! who wende 
^ To-day, that we sholde han so fair a grace? 

But mighte this gold be caried fro this place 



Hoorn to myn hous, or dies un-to youres — 

For wel ye woot that al this gold is cures — 

I’han were we in heigh felicitee. 

But trewcly, by dayc it may nat be; 

Men woldc seyn that we were theves stronge. 

And for our owene tresor doon us honge. 

This tresor moste y-caried be by nightc 
As wysly and as slyly as it mighte. 

Whcrforc I rede that cut among us alle 
Be drawe, and lat see wher the cut wol falle; 

And he that hath tlic cut with hertc blythe 
Shal renne to the toune, and that ful swythe, 

And bringe us breed and wyii ful privcly. 

And two of us shiil kepen siibtilly 
'riiis tresor wei; and, if he wol nat tarie, 

Whan it is m’dit, .vc wol this tresor carie 
By oon assent, wher-as us thinketh best/ 

That oon of hem the cut*broughte in his fest, 

And bad hem drawe, and loke wher it wol falle; 

And it fill on tlie yongeste of hem allc; 

And forth toward the toun he wente anon. 

And al-so sone as that he was gon. 

That oon of hem spak thus un-to that other, 

'Tliou knowest wel thou art my swome brother, 

Thy profit wol I telle thee anon. 

Thou woost wel that our fclawe is agon; 

And heer is gold, and that ful greet plentee. 

That shal departed been among us three. 

But natheles, if I can shape it so 
That it departed were among us two, 

Hadde I nat doon a freendes torn to thee?' 

That otlier answerde, T noot how that may be; 

He woot how that the gold is with us tweye. 

What shal we doon, what shal we to "him seye?' 

‘Shal it be conseil?' seyde the firste shrewe, 

‘And I shal tellen thee, in wordes fewe. 

What we shal doon, and bringe it wel aboute/ 

‘I graunte,' quod that other, ‘out of doute, 

TTiat, by my trouthe, I wol thee nat biwreye.' 

‘Now,' quod the firste, ‘thou woost wel we be tweye. 
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And two of us shul strengcr be than oon. 

Look when that he is set, and right anoon 
Arys, as though thou woldcst with him pleye; 
And I shal ryve him thurgh the sydes tweye 
Whyl that thou strogelest with him as in game, 
And with thy dagger look thou do the same; 

And than shal al tliis gold departed be. 

My dere freend, bitwixen me and thee; 

Than may we bothe our lustes al fulfille. 

And pleye at decs right at our owcnc wille/ 

And thus aeorded been thisc shrewes tweye 
To sleen the thridde, as yc han herd me seyc. 

This yongest, which that wente un-to the toun, 
Ful oftc in herte he rolleth up and doun 
llic beautee of thise florins newe and brightc. 

'O lord!’ quod he, 'if so were that I miglitc 
Have al this tresor to my-self allone, 

Tlicr is no man that liveth under the trone 
Of god, that sholdc live so mery as I!' 

And atte laste the feend, our enemy, 

Puttc in his thought that he shold poyson beyc, 
With which he mighte sleen his fclawes tweye; 
Forrwhy the feend fond him in swich lyvingc. 
That he had Icvc him to sorwe bringc. 

For this was oiitrcly his fulle entente 
To sleen hem bothe, and never to rcpcntc. 

And forth he gooth, no longer wolde he tarie, 

Into the toun, un-to a pothccarie. 

And preyed him, that he him wolde selle 
Som poyson, that he miglitc his rattes quelle; 

And eek ther was a polcat in his hawe. 

That, as he seyde, his capouns haddc y-slawe. 

And fayn he w'olde wreke him, if he miglitc. 

On vermin, that destroyed him by nighte. 

The pothecarie answerde, ‘and thou shalt have 
A thing that, al-so god my soule save. 

In al this world ther nis no creature. 

That ete or dronke hath of this confiture 
Noght but the mountance of a corn of whete. 
That he ne shal his lyf anon forlete; 
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And whan that this was doon, thus spak that oon, 
‘Now lat us sitte and drinke, and make us merie, 
And afterward we wol his body bcric/ 

And with that word it happed him, par eas, 

To take the hotel ther the poyson was, 

And drank, and yaf his felawe drinke also, 
l"or which anon they storven bothc two. 

But, certes, I suppose that Aviccii 
Wroot never in no canon, nc in no fen. 

Mo wonder signes of empoisoning 

Than hadde thise wrccchcs tv'O, cr hir ending. 

Thus ended been thise homicydes two. 

And cek the false empoysoner also. 

O cursed sinne, ful of cursednessc! 

O traytours homicyde, o wikkcdncssel 
O glotonye, luxurie, and hasardrye! 

Thou blasphemour of Crist with vilcinye 
And othes grete, of usage and of prydel 
All as I mankinde, how may it bityde. 

That to thy creatour which that thee wroghtc. 
And with his precious hcrte-blood thee boghte, 
Thou art so fals and so unkinde, alias! 


Ye, sterve he shal, and that in lasse whyle 
Than thou wolt goon a paas nat but a myle; 
This poyson is so strong and violent.’ 

This cursed man hath in his bond y-hent 
This poyson in a box, and sith he ran 
In-to the nexte strete, un-to a man. 

And borwed [of] him large hotels three; 

And in the two his poyson poured he; 

The thridde he keptc clcnc for his drinke. 
For al the night he shoop him for to swinke 
In caryinge of the gold out of that place. 
And whan this ryotour, with sory grace. 

Had filled with wyn his grete hotels three. 
To his felawes agayn repairetli he. 

What nedeth it to sermone of it more? 
For right they had cast his deeth biforc. 
Right so they haii him slayn, and that anon. 




The Tale of the Wyf of Bathe 


The Prologe of the Wyves Tale of Bathe 


E xperience, though noon auctoritcc 

Were in this world, were right y-nough to me 
1 o speke of wo that is in mariage; 

I' or, lordingcs, sith I twelf yeer was of age, 
Thonked be god that is cterne on lyve, 
Housbondes at chirche-dore I have had fyve 
For I so ofte have y-wedded be; 

And alle were worthy men in hir degree. 

But me was told certeyn, nat longe agon is, 

"^riiat sith that Crist ne wente nc\'ci but onis 
To wedding in the Cane of Galilee, 

That by the same cnsamplc taughte he me 
I’hat I nc sholde wedded be but ones. 

Herkc eek, lo! which a sharp word for the nones 
Besyde a wcllc Jesus, god and man, 

Spak in repreve of the Samaritan : 

‘‘Thou hast y-had fyve housbondes,’" quod he, 
“And thilke man, the which that hath now thee. 
Is noght thyn housbond;” thus scyde he certeyn; 
What that he mente ther-by, I can nat scyn; 

But that I axe, why that the fifthc man 
Was noon housbond to the Samaritan? 

TIow manyc mighte she have in mariage? 
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Yet herde I never tellen in myn age 
Upon this nombre difEnicioun; 

Men may devyne and glosen up and doun. 

But wel I woot expres, with-oute lyc, 

God bad us for to wexe and multiplye; 

That gentil text can I wel understonde 
Eek wel I woot he scyde, myn hoiisbonde 
Sholde lete fader and moder, and take me; 

But of no nombre mencioun made he. 

Of bigamye or of*octogamye; 

^Vhy sholde men speke of it vileinye? 

Lo, here the wyse king^ dan Salomon; 

I trowe he hadde wyves mo than oon; 

As, wolde god, it leveful were to me 
To be refresshed half so ofte as he! 

Which yiftc of god hadde he for alle his wyvis! 
No man hath swich, that in this world alyve is. 
God woot, this noble king, as to my wit. 

The firste night had many a mcry fit 
With cch of hem, so wel was him on lyve! 
Blessed be god that I have wedded fyve! 
Welcome the sixtc, whan tliat ever he shal. 
For sothe^ I wol nat kepe me chast in al; 

Whan myn housbond is fro the world y-gon, 
Som Cristen man shal weddc me anon; 
h’or thanne th 'apostle seith, that I am free 
'Fo wedde, a godd's half, wher it lyketh me. 

He seith that to be wedded is no sinne; 

Bet is to be wedded than to brinne. 

What rekketh me, thogh folk seye vileinye 
Of shrewed Lamcth and his bigamye? 

I woot wel Abraham was an holy man. 

And Jacob eek, as ferforth as I can; 

And ech of hem hadde wyves mo than two; 
And many another holy man also. 

Whan saugh ye ever, in any maner age. 

That hye god defended manage 
By expres word? I pray you, telleth me; 

Or wher comanded he virginitee? 

I wt)ot as wel as ye, it is no drede. 



Th’apostcl, whan he speketh of maydenhede; 

He scyde, that precept ther-of hadde he noon. 

Men may conscille a womnian to been oon 
But conseilling is no comandement; 

He putte it in our owene jugement 
For hadde god comanded maydenhede, 

Thanne hadde he dampned wedding with the dede; 
And certes, if ther were no seed y-sowe, 

Virginitec, wher-of than sholde it growc? 

Foul dorste nat comanden atte Icste 
A thing of which his maister yaf noon heste. 

The dart is set up for virginitee; 

Cacchc who so may, who renneth best lat sec. 

But this word is nat take of every wight, 

But ther as god list give it of his might. 

I woot wel, that th'apostcl was a mayde; 

But nathdess, iliogii that he wroot and sayde. 

He woldc that every wight were swich as he, 

A1 nis but conscil to virginitec; 

And for to been a wyf, he yaf me Icve 
Of indulgence; so it is no reprove 
To wecklc me, if that my make dye, 

With-outc excepcioun of bigamye. 

A1 were it good no womman for to touche. 

He mente as in his bed or in his couchc; 

For peril is hothe fyr and tow t'assemble; 

Ye knowc what this ensamplc may resemble. 

'fliis is al and som, he hceld virginitee 
More jxn fit th.an wedding in frcletee. 

I'rcdicc elepe 1, but-if that he and she 
Wolde Icdcn al hir lyf in chastitec. 

I graunte it wel, I have noon envye, 

Thogh maydenhede preferre bigamye; 

Hem lyketh to be clone, body and goost. 

Of myn estaat I nil nat make no boost. 

For wel ye knowe, a lord in his houshold, 

He hath nat every vessel al of gold; 

Somme been of tree, and doon hir lord servysc, 

God clepcth folk to him in sondiy wyse, 

• And evcrich hath of god a propre yifte, 
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Som this, som that, — ^as him lykcth shifte. 

Virginitee is greet perfeccioun, 

And continence eek with devocioun. 

But Crist, that of perfeccioun is wclle. 

Bad nat eveiy wight he sholde go sclle 
All that he hadde, and give it to the pore. 

And in swich wyse folwe him and his fore. 

He spak to hem that woldc live parfitly; 

And lordingcs, by your levc, that am nat 1. 

I wol bistowe the flour of al myn age 
In th' actes and in fruifof mariage. 

Telle me also, to what conclusioun 
Were membres maad of generaeioim, 

And for what profit was a wight y-wroght? 
Trusteth right wel, they wer nat maad for noglit. 
Close who-so wole, and seye bothe up and doun, 
That they were maked for piirgacioim 
Of urine, and our bothe thinges smale 
Were eek to knowe a fcmele from a male. 

And for noon other cause: sey ye no? 

The experience woot wel it is noght so; 

So that the elerkes be nat with me wrothc, 

I sey this^ that they maked been for bothe, 

This is to seyc, for office, and for esc 
Of engendrure, thcr we nat god displcsc. 

Why sholde men ellcs in hir bokes sette, 

Tliat man slial yclde to his wyf hir dettc? 

Now wher-with sholde he make his payement 
If he ne used his sely instrument? 

I’han were they maad up-on a creature. 

To purge uryne, and eek for engendrure. 

But I seyc noght that every wight is Iiolde, 
That hath swich barneys as I to yow toldc. 

To goon and risen hem in engendrure; 

Than sholde men take of chastitec no cure. 

Crist was a mayde, and shapen as a man. 

And many a scint, sith that tlic world bigan. 

Yet lived they ever in parfit chastitee. 

I nil envye no virginitee; 

hem be breed of pured whete-seed. 



And lat us wyves hoten barly-l^rcccl; 

And yet witli barly-brccd, Mark telle ean, 

Our lord Jesu refresshed many a man. 

In swieh estaat as god hath eleped us 
I wol persevere, I nam nat precious. 

In wyfhodc I wol use myn instrument 
As frely as my maker hath it sent. 

If I be daungcrous, god yeve me son\’c! 

Myn housbond shal it have bothc eve and niorwe, 
Whan that him list com forth and payc his dcttc. 
An housbondc I wol have, I nil nat lcttc\ 

Which shal be bothc my dettour and my Ihral, 
And have his tribulacioiin with-al 
Up-on his flessh, whyl lluit I am his wyf. 

I have the pow er diiringc al my lyf 
Up-on his prop’-c body, and noght he. 

Right thus th'aposrel tolde it iin-to me; 

And bad our housbondes for to love us wed. 

Al this sentence me lyketh cvcry-dccr — 

Up sterte the Pardoner, and tliat anon, 

‘Now dame,' quod he, 'by god and by scint John, 
Ye l)cen a noble prcchour in this cas! 

I was aboutc to wedde a wyf; alias! 

What sholdc I bye it on my flesh so dcrc? 

Yet hadde I lever wedde no wyf to-yerel’ 

'Abyde!' quod she, 'my talc is nat bigonne; 

Nay, thou shalt drinken of another tonne 
Er that I go, shal sa\ ourc wors than ale. 

And whan that I have told thee forth my tale 
Of tribulacioun in manage. 

Of which I am expert in al myn age, 

Tliis to seyn, my-sclf ha\ e been the whippe; — 
Tlian maystow chese whether thou wolt sippe 
Of thilke tonne that I shal abrochc. 

Be war of it, er thou to ny approchc; 

Eor I shal telle ensamples mo than ten. 

Who-so that nil be war by othcre men, 

By him shul othcre men corrected be. 
llie same wordes wrytctli Ptholomce; 

Rede in his Almagestc, and take it there.' 
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‘Dame, I wolde praye yow, if your wil it were,' 
Seyde this Pardoner, ‘as ye bigan. 

Telle forth your talc, spareth for no man. 

And teche us yonge men of your praktike/ 
‘Gladly,' quod she, ‘sith it may yow lyke. 

But yet I praye to al this companye. 

If that I speke after my fantasye, 

As taketh not a-grief of that I seye; 

For niyn entente nis but for to pleye. 

Now sires, now wol I telle forth my tale. — 

As ever mote I drinken wyn or ale, 

I shal seye sooth, tho housbondes that I hadde, 
As three of hem were gode and two were badde. 
The three men were gode, and riche, and olde; 
Unnethe mighte they the statut holdc 
In which that they were bounden un-to me. 

Ye woot wel what I mcne of this, pardcc! 

As help me god, I laughe whan I thinkc 
How pitously a-night I made hem swinke; 

And by my fey, I tolde of it no stoor. 

They had me yeven hir gold and hir tresoor; 

Me neded nat do lenger diligence 
To winne hir love, or doon hem reverence. 

They loved me so wel, by god above. 

That I ne tolde no deyntee of hir love! 

A wys womman wol sette hir ever in oon 
To gete hir love, ther as she hath noon. 

But sith I hadde hem hoolly in myn bond. 

And sith they hadde me yeven all hir lond, 
What sholde I taken hede hem for to plese, 

But it were for my profit and myn ese? 

I sette hem so a-werke, by my fey. 

That many a night they songen “weilawey!" 
The bacoun was nat fet for hem, I trowe. 

That som men han in Essex at Dunmowe. 
Igovemed hem so wel, after my lawc. 

That ech of hem ful blisful was and fawc 
To bringe me gaye thinges fro the fayre. 

They were ful glad whan I spak to hem fayre; 
For god it woot, I chidde hem spitously. 



Now herkneth, how I bar me proprely. 

Ye wyse wyves, that can understonde. 

Thus shill ye spcke and here hem wrong on honde; 
For half so boldely can thcr no man 
Swerc and lycn as a womman can. 

I scy iiat this by wyves that ben wyse, 

Biit'if it be whan they hem iiiisax ysc. 

A wys wyf, if that she can hir good, 

Shal beren him on bond the cow is wood. 

And take witnesse of hir owene mayde 
Of hir assent; but herkneth how I sayde. 

‘'Sir olde kaynard, is this thyn array? 

Why is my neighebores wyf so gay? 

She is honoured ovcr-al thcr she gotli; 

I sitte at hooni, I have no thrifty cloth. 

What dostow at my neighebores hous? 

Is she so fair? artow so amorous? 

What rowne ye with our mayde? bcii*citel 
Sir olde Icchour, lat thy japes be! 

And if I have a gossib or a freend, 

With-outen gilt, thou chydest as a fiend. 

If that I walkc or plcj c un-to his hous! 

Thou conicst hoom as drunken as a mous. 

And prechest on thy bench, with yvcl preefi 
Thou seist to me, it is a greet mescliicf 
To w'eddc a povre womman, for costage; 

And if that she be riche, of heigh parage. 

Than scistow that it is a tormentryc 
To suffre hir pryde and hir malencolye. 

And if that she be fair, thou verray knave, 

Thou scyst that every holour wol hir have; 

She may no whyle in chastitce abyde. 

Thou scyst, som folk desyre us for richesse, 

Som for our shap, and som for our fairnesse; 

And som, for she can outhcr singe or daunce. 

And som, for gentillesse and daliauncc; 

Som, for hir handes and hir armes smalc; 

Thus goth al to the devel by thy tale. 

TTiou seyst, men may nat kepc a castcl-wal; 

’ It may so longe assailled been over>al. 
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And if that she be foul, thou seist that she 
Coveiteth every man that she may see; 

For as a spaynel she wol on him Icpc, 

Til that she finde som man hir to chepe; 

Ne noon so grey goos goth ther in the lake. 

As, seistow, that wol been with-oute make. 

And seyst, it is an hard thing for to wclde 
A thing that no man wol, his thankes, helde. 

Thus seistow, lorel, whan thow goost to bedde; 

And that no wys man nedcth for to wcdde. 

Ne no man that entcndeth un-to hcvene. 

With wilde thonder-dint and firy levcne 
Mote thy wclked nekke be to-brokc! 

Thow seyst that dropping houses, and eek smoke. 
And chyding wyves, maken men to flee 
Out of hir owene hous; a! ben*cite! 

What eylcth swich an old man for to chyde? 

Tliow seyst, we w}^es wol our vyces hyde 
Til we be fast, and than we wol hem shewn; 

Wei may that be a proverbe of a shrewd 

Thou seist, that oxen, asses, hors, and houndes, 
’'fhey been assayed at diverse stoundes; 

Bacins, lavours, er that men hem bye, 

Spones and stoles, and al swich housbondrye. 

And so been pottes, clothes, and array; 

But folk of wyves maken noon assay 
Til tliey be wedded; olde dotard shrewe! 

And than, seistow, we wol oure vices shewc. 

Thou seist also, that it displeseth me 
But-if that thou wolt preyse my beautee. 

And but thou poure alwey up-on my face. 

And elepe me ‘faire dame' in every place; 

And but thou make a feste on thilke day 
That I was born, and make me fresh and gay, 

And but thou do to my norice honour. 

And to my chamberere with-inne my hour. 

And to my fadres folk and his allyes; — 

Thus seistow, olde barel ful of lyes! 

And yet of our apprentice Janekyn, 

For his crisp heer, shyninge as gold so fyn. 



And for he squiereth me bothe up and doun, 

Yet hastow caught a fals suspecioun; 

I wol hym noght, thogh thou were deed to-morwe. 

But tel me this, why hydestow, with sorwe, the 

The keyes of thy cheste awey fro me? of the Wyf 

It is my good as wel as thyn, pardee. of Bathe 

What wenestow make an idiot of our dame? 

Now by that lord, that called is seint Jame, 

ITiou shalt nat bothe, thogh that thou were wood, 515 

Be maistcr of my body and of my good; 

That oon thou shalt forgo, maugree thyne yen; 

What nedeth thee of me to cnquerc or spyen? 

I trowe, thou woldcst loke me in thy cheste! 

Ihou sholdcst scye, 'wyf, go wher thee Icste, 

Tak your disport, I wol nat levc no talis; 

I knowe yow fnr w wyf, dame Alis/ 

Wc love no man that taketh kepe or charge 
Wher that we goon, wc wol ben at our large. 

Of alle men y-blcsscd moot he be. 

The vvyse astrologien Dan Ptholome, 

That scith this proverbe in his Almageste, 

'Of alle men his wisdom is the hyestc, 

lliat rekketh never who hath the world in honde/ 

By this proverbe thou shalt understondc. 

Have thou y-nogh, what thar thee recche or care 
How incrily that othcre folkcs fare? 
l'"or ccrtcyn, oldc dotard, by your leve. 

Ye shul have qiicyntc right y-nough at eve. 

He is to greet a nigard that wol werne 
A man to lighte his candle at his lanterne; 

He slial have never the lassc light, pardee; 

Ihn c thou y-nough, thee thar nat pleyne thee. 

Thou scyst also, that if wc make us gay 
With clothing and with precious array. 

That it is peril of our chastitce; 

And yet, with soiwc, thou most enforce thee, 

And scye thisc wordcs in the apostles name, 

'In habit, maad with chastitce and same, 

, Ye womnien shul apparaillc yow,' quod he, 

'And noght in tressed heer and gay perree. 
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As perles, ne with gold, ne clothes rich^’ 

After thy text, ne after thy rubriche 
I wol nat wirche as muchel as a gnat. 

Thou seydcst this, that I was lyk a cat; 

For who-so wolde senge a cattes skin, 

Thanne wolde the cat wel dwellcn in his in; 

And if the cattes skin be slyk and gay. 

She wol nat dwelle in house half a day. 

But forth she wole, er any day be dawed. 

To shewe hir skin, and goon a-caterwawed; 

This is to seye, if I be gay, sir shrewe, 

I wol renne out, my borcl for to shcwc. 

Sire olde fool, what eyleth thee to spyen? 
Thogh thou preye Argus, with his hundred yen. 
To be my wardc-cors, as he can best. 

In feith, he shal nat kepe me but me lest; 

Yet coude I make his herd, so moot I thee. 

Thou scydest eek, that ther ben thinges three. 
The whiche thinges troublen al this erthe. 

And that no wight ne may endure the ferthe; 

O leve sir shrewe, jesu shorte thy lyf ! 

Yet prechestow, and scyst, an hateful wyf 
Y-rekencd is for oon of thise meschances. 

Been ther none othere maner resemblances 
That ye may lykne your parables to, 

But-if a sely wyf be oon of tho? 

Thou lykencst wommancs love to helle. 

To bareyne lond, ther water may not dwelle. 
Thou lyknest it also to wilde fyr; 

The more it brenneth, the more it hath desyr 
To consume every thing that brent wol be. 

Thou seyst, that right as wormes shende a tree. 
Right so a wyf destroyeth hir housbonde; 

This knowe they that been to wyves bonde.’^ 
Lordinges, right thus, as ye have understonde. 
Bar I stifly myne olde housbondes on honde. 
That thus they seyden in hir dronkenesse; 

And al was fals, but that I took witnesse 
Ob Janekin and on my nece also. 

O lord, the peyne I dide hem and the wo. 



Ful giltclccs, by goddes swcte pyne! 

For as an hors I coude byte and whync. 

I coude pleyne, thogh I were in the gilt, 

Or elles often tyme hadde I ben spilt. 

Who-so that first to mille comth, first grini; 

I pleyned first, so was our werre y-stint. 

7'hey were ful glad t’excusen hem ful blyve 
Of thing of which they never agilte hir lyvc. 

Of wenches woldc I beren him on hondc, 
Whan tliat for syk unnethes mighte he stonde. 
Yet tiklcd it his herte, for that he 
Wende that I hadde of him so greet chiertce. 

I swoor that al my walkingc out by nighte 
Was for t’espyc wenches that he dightc; 

Under that colour hadde I many a mirthe. 

For al swich v/it is yeven us in our birthc; 
Dcccite, weping, spinning god hath yivc 
To wommen kindely, whyl they may live. 

Afid thus of o thing I avauntc me, 

Attc ende I hadde the bettre in eeh degree, 

By sleigh tc, or force, or by som mancr thing, 

As by continuel murmur or grucching; 

Namely a-bedde hadden they meschaunce, 
llicr woldc I chyde and do hem no plcsaunce; 

I woldc no lenger in the bed abyde. 

If that I feltc his arm over my syde. 

Til he had maad his raunson un-to me; 

Than wolde I suffre him do his nycctee. 

And thcr-fore every man this tale I telle, 

Winne who-so may, for al is for to sellc. 

With empty hand men may none haukes lure; 
For winning woldc I al his lust endure, 

And make me a feyned appetyt; 

And yet in bacon hadde I never delyt; 

'Fhat made me that ever I wolde hem chyde. 
For thogh the pope had seten hem bisyde, 

I wolde nat spare hem at hir owenc bord. 

For by my trouthe, I quitte hem word for word. 
As help me verray god omnipotent, 

Thogh I right now sholde make my testament. 
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I ne owe hem nat a word that it nis quit. 

I broghte it so aboute by my wit. 

That they moste yeve it up, as for the bcste; 

Or elles we never been in reste. 

For thogh he loked as a wood leoun. 

Yet sholde he faille of his conelusioun. 

Thanne wolde I seye, “gode lief, tak keep 
How mckely loketh Wilkin oure sheep; 

Com neer, my spouse, let me ba thy cheke! 

Ye sholde been al paeient and meke. 

And han a swete spyced eonscienee, 

Sith yt so preehe of Jobes paeience. 

Suffreth alwey, sin ye so wel ean preehe; 

And but ye do, certein we shal yow teche 
That it is fair to have a wyf in pees. 

Oon of us two moste bowen, doutelees; 

And sith a man is more resonable 
Than womman is, ye moste been suffrable. 

What eylcth yow to grueche thus and gronc? 

Is it for ye wolde have my queynte allone? 

Why taak it al, lo, have it every-deel; 

Peter! I shrewe yow but ye love it weell 
For if I wolde selle my bele chose, 

I eoude walke as fresh as is a rose; 

But I wol kepe it for your owene tooth. 

Ye be to blame, by god, I sey yow sooth.'' 

Swiehe maner wordes hadde we on honde. 
Now wol I speken of my fourthe housbonde. 

My fourthe housbonde was a revelour. 

This is to seyn, he hadde a paramour; 

And I was yong and f ul of ragerye, 

Stiborn and strong, and joly as a pye. 

Wel eoude I daunee to an harpe smale, 

And singe, y-wis, as any nightingale. 

Whan I hade dronke a draughte of swete wyn. 
Metellius, the foule cherl, the swyn. 

That with a staf birafte his wyf hir lyf. 

For she drank wyn, thogh I hadde been his wyf, 
‘'" He sholde nat han daunted me fro drinke; 

And, after wyn, on Venus moste I thinke: 



For al so siker as cold engendrcth hayl, 

A likerous mouth mostc han a likerous tayl. 

In womroan vinolent is no defence, 

This knowen lechours by experience. 

But, lord Crist! whan that it remembreth me 
Up-on my yowthe, and on my jolitce. 

It tiklcth me aboute myn herte rote. 

Unto this day it dooth myn herte bote 
That I have had my world as in my tyme. 

But age, alias! that al wol envenyme. 

Hath me biraft my beaiitee and my pith; 

Lat go, farc-wcl, the dcvel go therwith! 

The flour is goon, ther is na-morc to tcllc. 

The bren, as I best can, now moste I sclle; 

But yet to be right mery wol I fondc. 

Now wol I tcllc:* uf ij'y fourthc housbonde. 

I scyc, I hadde in herte greet despyt 
'Fhat he of any other had dclyt. 

But he was quit, by god and by scint Joce! 

I made him of the same wodc a croce; 

Nat of my body in no foul manere, 

But ccrteinly, I made folk swich chere, 

"ITiat in his owene grece I made him fryc 
For angre, and for verray jaloiisye. 

By god, in erthe I was his purgatorie, 

For which I hope his soule be in glorie 
For god it woot, he sat ful oftc and song 
Whan that his shoo ful bitterly him wrong. 
Tlier was no wight, save god and he, that wiste, 
In many wysc, how sore I him twiste. 
lie deyde whan I cam fro Jerusalem, 

And lyth y-grave under the rodc-beem, 

Al is his tombe noght so curious 
As was the sepulcre of him, Darius, 

Which that Appclles wroghte subtilly; 

It nis but wast to burie him preciously. 

Lat him fare-wel, god yeve his soulc reste, 

He is now in the grave and in his cheste. 

. Now of my fifthe housbond wol I telle. 

God lete his soule never come in helle! 
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And yet was he to me the moste shrewe; 

That fele I on my ribbes al by rewe. 

And ever shal, un-to myn ending-day 
But in our bed he was so fresh and gay. 

And ther-with-al so wcl coude he me glose. 
Whan that he wolde han my bele chose. 

That thogh he hadde me bet on every boon. 
He coude winne agayn my love anoon. 

I trowe I loved him bestc, for that he 
Was of his love daiingerous to me. 

We wommen han, if that I shal nat lye. 

In this matere a queynte fantasye; 

Wayte what thing we may nat lightly have, 
Thcr-after wol wc crye al-day and crave. 
Forbede us thing, and that desyren wc; 

Frees on us fastc, and thanne wol wc flee. 
With daunger oute we al our cliaffare; 

Greet prees at market inaketh dcre ware. 

And to greet cheep is holdc at litcl piys; 

This knoweth every womman that is wys. 

My fifthe housbondc, god his soule blessc! 
Which that I took for love and no richesse, 

He som-tyme was a clerk of Oxenford, 

And had left scole, and wente at hoom to bord 
With my gossib, dwcllinge in ourc toun, 

God have hir soule! hir name was Alisoun. 

She knew myn herte and eek my privetec 
Bet than our parisshe-preest, so moot I thee! 
To hir biwreyed I my conseil al. 

For had myn housbonde pissed on a wal. 

Or doon a thing that sholde han cost his lyf. 
To hir, and to another worthy wyf. 

And to my ncce, which that I loved weel, 

I wolde han told his conseil every-deel. 

And so I didc ful often, god it woot. 

That made his face ful often-reed and hoot 
For verray shame, and blamed him-self for he 
Had told to me so greet a privetee. 

And so bifel that ones, in a Lcnte, 

(So often tymes I to my gossib wente. 



For ever yet I lovede to be gay. 

And for to walke, in March, Averille, and May, 

Fro hous to hous, to here sondry talis ) , 

That Jankin clerk, and my gossib dame Alis, the tale 

And I my-self, in-to the feldes wente. of the Wyf 

Myn housbond was at London al that Lente; of Bathe 

I haddc the bettre leyser for to pleye, 

And for to see, and eek for to be seye 

Of lusty folk; what wiste I wher my grace ^2 1 

Was shapen for to be, or in what place? 

Tlicrefore I made my visitaciouns, 

To vigilics and to proccssiouns, 

To prcching eck and to thise pilgrimages, 

To pleyes of miracles and mariages, 

And wered upon my gaye scarlet gytes. 

Thise wormes, Lv. lln^e inotthcs, nc thise mytes. 

Upon my peril, frete hem never a dccl; 

And wostow why? for they were used week 
' Now wol I tellen forth what happed me. 

I scyc, that in the fccldes walked we. 

Til trewely we hadde swich daliance, 

This clerk and I, that of my purveyance 
I spak to him, and seyde him, how that he, 

If I were widwc, sholdc weddc me. 

P or certciiily, I sey for no bobance. 

Yet was I never witli-outen pur\^eyance 
Of mariage, n’of othcre thinges eck. 

I holdc a mouses herte nat worth a leek, 

That hath but oon hole for to sterte to, 

And if that faille, thanne is al y-do. 

I bar him on hondc, he hadde enchanted me; 

My dame taughte me that soutiltee. 

And eek I scyde, I mette of him al night; 

He woldc han slayn me as I lay up-right. 

And al my bed was ful of verray blood. 

But yet I hope that he shal do me good; 

For blood bitokeneth gold, as me was taught. 

And al was fals, I dremed of it right naught. 

But as I folwed ay my dames lore. 

As wel of this as of other thinges more. 
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But now sir, lat me see, what I shal seyn? 

A! ha! by god, I have my tale ageyn. 

Whan that my fourthe housbond was on here, 
I weep algate, and made sory ehere. 

As wyves moten, for it is usage, 

And with my coverehief eovered my visage; 

But for that I was purveyed of a make, 

I weep but smal, and that I undertake. 

To ehirehe was myn housbond bom a-morwe 
With neigh chores, that for him maden sorwe; 
And Jankin oure clerk Vv as oon of tho. 

As help me god, whan that I saiigh him go 
After ihe here, me thoiighte he hadde a paire 
Of legges and of feet so clone and faire. 

That al myn herte I yaf un-to his hold. 

He was, I trowe, a twenty winter old. 

And I was fourty, if I shal seyc sooth; 

But yet I hadde alwey a coltes tooth. 

Gat-tothed I was, and that bicam me weel; 

I hadde the prente of seynt Venus sccl. 

As help me god, I was a lusty oon. 

And faire and riche, and yong, and wcl bigoon; 
And trewely, as myne housbondes tolde me, 

I had the beste quoniam mighte be. 

For jeertes, I am al Vcncricn 
In felinge, and myn herte is Marcien. 

Venus me yaf my lust, my likerousnesse. 

And Mars yaf me my sturdy hardinessc 
Myn ascendent was Taur, and Mars thcr-inne. 
Allas! alias! that ever love was sinne! 

I folwed ay myn^inclinacioun 
By vertu of my constellacioiin; 

Tliat made me I coude noght withdrawe 
My chambre of Venus from a good felawe. 

Yet have I Martes mark up-on my face. 

And also in another privee place. 

For, god so wis be my savacioun, 

I ne loved never by no discrecioun, 

"'But ever folwede myn appetyt, 

Al were he short or long, or blak or whyt; 



I took no kepe, so that he lykcd me, 

How pore he was, ne cck of what degree. 

What sholde I seye, but, at the monthes endc, 
This joly clerk Jankin, that was so hendc, 

Hath wedded me with greet solempnitee, 

And to him yaf I al the loud and fee 
That ever was me yeven thcr-bifore; 

But afterward repented me ful sore. 

He noldc suffre nothing of my list. 

By god, he smoot me ones on the list. 

For that I rente out of his book a leef. 

That of the strook myn ere wex al deef. 

Stibom I was as is a Iconesse, 

And of my tonge a verray jangleresse, 

And walkc I woldc, as I had doon biforn, 

From hous to h^u^, rtl-Lhough he had it sworn. 
For which he often tymes woldc preche. 

And me of olde Romayn gestes tcchc, 

How he, Simplicius Callus, Icfte his wyf. 

And hir forsook for terme of al his lyf, 

Noght but for open-heeded he hir say 
Lokingc out at his dore upon a day. 

Another Romayn toldc he me by name, 

That, for his wyf was at a somcres game 
With-outc his witing, he forsook hir eke. 

And than wolde he up-on his Bible seke 
Tliat ilke proverbe of Ecclcsiastc, 

Wher he comandeth and forbedeth faste, 

Man shal nat suffre his wyf go roule aboute; 
Than woldc he scye right thus, withouten doute, 
' 'Who-so that buildeth his hous al of salwes, 
And priketh his blinde hors over the falwes, 
And suffreth his wyf to go seken halwcs. 

Is worthy to been hanged on the galwcs!"' 

But al for noght, I sette noght an hawe 
Of his proverbes n'of his olde sawc, 

Ne I wolde nat of him corrected be. 

I hate him that my vices tellcth me. 

And so do mo, god woot! of us than I. 

This made him with me wood al outrely; 
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I nolde noght foibere him in no cas. 

Now wol I seye yow sooth, by seint Thomas, 
Why that I rente out of his book a Icef, 

For which he smoot me so that I was dcef . 

He hadde a book that gladly, night and day. 
For his desport he wolde rede alway. 

He clcped it Valerie and Tlieofraste, 

At whichc book he lough alwey ful fastc. 

And cck ther was som-tyme a clerk at Rome, 

A cardinal, that highte Seint Jerome, 

TTiat made a book agayn Jovinian; 

In whichc book eek ther was Tertulan, 

Crisippus, Trotula, and Ilelowys, 

That was abbesse nat fer fron Parys; 

And cek the Parables of Salomon, 

Ovydes Art, and bokes many on, 

And alle thisc wer bounden in o volume. 

And every night and day was his ciistumc. 

Whan he had Icyscr and vacacioun 
From other worldly occupacioun. 

To reden on this book of wikked wyves. 

He knew of hem mo Icgendes and lyvcs 
Than been of godc wyves in the Bible. 

For trusteth wcl, it is an impossible 
Th^t any clerk wol speke good of wyves, 

But-if it be of holy scintes lyves, 

Ne of noon other womman never the mo. 

Who peyntedc the leoun, tel me who? 

By god, if wommen hadde writen stories, 

As clerkes han with-inne hir oratories. 

They wolde han writen of men more wikkednesse 
Than al the mark of Adam may redresse. 

The children of Mercuric and of Venus 
Been in hir wirking ful contrarious; 

Mercuric loveth wisdom and science. 

And Venus loveth ryot and dispcnce. 

And, for hir diverse disposicioun, 

Ech falleth in otheres exaltacioun; 

And thus, god wootl Mercuric is desolat 
In Pisces, wher Venus is exaltat; 
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Tlio reclde he me how Sampson loste his heres, 
Slcpinge, his leminan kitte hem with hir shercs; 
‘Tliiirgli whiche tresoiin loste he bothc his yen. 

Tho rcdcle he me, if that I shal nat lyen, 

Of Hercules and of his Dianyre, 

That caused him to sette himself a-fyre. 

No-thing forgat he the penaunee and wo 
Tliat Soerates had with hise wyves two; 

How Xantippa easte pisse up-on his heed; 

'111 is sely man sat stille, as he were deed; 

He wyped his heed, namore dorste he scyn 
But ‘‘cr that thonder stinte, eomth a reyn.” 

Of Phasipha, that was the quene of Crete, 

For shrewednesse, him though te the tale swete; 
Fy! spek na-more — it is a grisly thing— 

Of hir horrible lust and hir lyking. 

Of Clitemistra, for hir leehcrye. 

That falsly made hir housbond for to dye, 

He redde it with ful good devoeioun. 

He tolde me eek for what oecasioun 
Amphiorax at Thebes loste his lyf; 

Myn housbond hadde a legende of his wyf, 
Eriphilem, that for an ouene of gold 
Hath privcly un-to the Grekes told 


And Venus falleth thcr Mereurie is rcysed; 
Therfore no womman of no clerk is preysed. 
The clerk, whan he is old, and may noght do 
Of Venus werkes worth his oldc sho, 

Than sit he doun, and writ in his dotage 
That wommen can nat kepe hir mariagel 
But now to purpos, why I tolde thee 
That I was beten for a book, pardee. 

Up-on a night Jankin, tliat was our syre, 
Redde on his book, as he sat by the fyre. 

Of Eva first, that, for hir wikkednesse. 

Was al mankinde broght to wrccchcdnesse. 
For which that jesu Crist him-sclf was slayn. 
That boghtc us with his herte-blood agayn. 
Lo, here expres of womman may ye findc, 
"Iliat womman Cut los of al mankinde. 
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Wher that hir housbonde hiddc him in a place, 

For which he haddc at Thebes sory grace. 

Of Lyma tolde he me, and of Lucye, 

They bothe made hir housbondes for to dye; 

That oon for love, that other was for hate; 

Lyma hir housbond, on an even late, 

Empoysoned hath, for that she was his fo. 

Lucya, likerous, loved hir housbond so, 

That, for he sholde alwey up-on hir thinke. 

She yaf him swich a maner love-drinkc. 

That he was deed, er it were by the morwe; 

And thus algates housbondes han sorwe. 

Than tolde he me, how oon Latumius 
Compleyned to his felawe Arriiis, 

That in his gardin growed swich a tree. 

On which, he seyde, how that his wyves three 
Hanged hem-self for herte despitous. 

"'O leve brother,'' quod this Arrius, 

'Tif me a plante or thilke blissed tree, 

And in my gardin planted shal it be!" 

Of latter date, of wyves hath he red, 

That somme han slayn hir housbondes in hir bed. 

And lete hir lechour dighte hir al the night 
Whyl that the corps lay in the floor up-right. 

And somme han drive nayles in hir brayn 

Whyl that they slepte, and thus they han hem slayn. 

Somme han hem yeve poysoun in hir drinke. 

He spak more harm than herte may bithinkc. 

And ther-with-al, he knew of mo proverbes 
Than in this world thcr growen gras or herbes. 

“Bet is," quod he, "‘thyn habitacioun 
Be with a leoun or a foul dragoun, 

Than with a womman usinge for to chyde. 

Bet is,” quod he, ‘'hye in the roof abyde 
Than with an angry wyf doun in the hous; 

They been so wikked and contrarious; 

They haten that hir housbondes loveth ay." 

He seyde, ''a womman cast hir shame away. 

Whan she cast of hir smok," and forthermo, 

‘'A fair womman, but she be chaast also. 



Is lyk a gold ring in a sowes nose/' 

Who wolde wencn, or who wolde suppose 
The wo that in myn herte was, and pyne? 

And whan I saugh he wolde never fyne 
To reden on this cursed book al night, 

A1 sodeynly three Icves have I plight 
Out of his book, right as he radde, and eke, 

I wit my fist so took him on the cheke, 

That in our fyr he fil bakward adoun. 

And he up-stirte as dooth a wood leoun, 

And with his fist he smoot me on the heed. 
That in the floor I lay as I were deed. 

And when he sangh how stillc that I lay. 

He was agast, and wolde han fled his way, 

Til attc lastc out of my swogh I breyde: 

“O! has tow slayn me, false theef?"' I scyde, 

“And v h^nd thus hastow mordred me? 

Er I be deed, yet wol I kissc thee/' 

And neer he cam, and knclcd fairc adoun. 
And seyde, “dere sustcr Alisoun, 

As help me god, I shal tliee never smyte; 

That I have doon, it is thy-sclf to wyte. 

Eoryevc it me, and that I thee biseke*' — 

And yet eft-sones I hitte him on the cheke. 

And scyde, “theef, thus muchel am I wreke; 
Now wol I dye, I may no longer speke/' 

But attc laste, with muchel care and wo. 

We fille acorded, by us selven two. 

He yaf al the brydcl in myn bond 
To han the governance of hous and lond. 

And of his tonge and of his hond also. 

And made him brenne his book anon right tho. 
And whan that I hadde geten un to me. 

By maistrie, al the sovcraynctce, 

And that he seyde, “myn owenc trewe wyf. 

Do as thee lust the terme of al thy lyf. 

Keep thyn honour, and keep cck myn estaat" — 
After that day we hadden never debaat. 

God help me so, I w^as to him as kinde 
As any wyf from Denmark un-to Inde, 
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And also trewe, and so was he to me. 

I prey to god that sit in magestee, 

So blcssc his soule, for his mercy dere! 

Now wol I seyc my tale, if ye wol here.' 

Biholde the wordes hiiween the Somonour and the Frere 

The Frere lough, whan he haddc hend al this, 

'Now, dame,* quod he, 'so have I joyc or blis. 

This is a long preamble of a talc!* 

And whan the Somnour herde the Frere gale, 

'Lol* quod the Somnour, 'goddes annes two! 

A frere wol entremette him cvcr-ino. 

Lo, gode men, a five and cek a frere 
Wol fallc in every dish and cek matere. 

What spekestow of preambulacioun? 

What! amble, or trotte, or pecs, or go sit doun; 

Thou lettest our disport in this mancrc.* 

'Ye, woltow so, sir Somnour?* quod the Frere, 

‘Now, by my feith, I shal, er that I go. 

Telle of a Somnour swich a talc or two, 

TTiat alle the folk shal laughen in this place.* 

'Now ellcs, Frere, I bishrewe thy face,* 

Quod this Somnour, 'and I bishrewe thy face,* 

But-if I telle tales two or three 
Of freres cr I come to Sidingbornc, 

That I shal make thyn herte for to morne; 

For wcl I woot thy pacience is goon.* 

Our hoste cryde 'pcesi and that anoon!’ 

And seyde, 'lat the womman telle hir talc. 

Ye fare as folk that dronken been of ale. 

Do, dame, tel forth your talc, and that is best.* 

'Al redy, sir,* quod she, 'right as yow lest. 

If I have licence of this worthy Frere.* 

'Yis, dame,* quod he, 'tel forth, and I wol here.' 

Here endeth the Wyf of Bathe hir Prologe 

Here higinneth the Tale of the Wyf of Bathe 

In th*old dayes of the king Arthour. 

Of which that Britons speken greet honour. 



A1 was this land fulfilcd of fayerye. 

The clf-queeii, with hir joly companye, 
Daunced ful ofte in manya grene medc; 

This was the oldc opinion, as I rede. 

I spcke of irianyc hundred ycres ago; 

But now can no man see none elves mo. 

For now the grete charitce and prayeres 
Of limitours and othere holy frcrcs, 

Tliat scrchcn every lond and every' streem, 

As thikkc as motes in the sonne-beem, 
Blcssingc halles, chambres, kichenes, boures, 
Citees, burghes, castels, hye tourcs, 

Thropes, bemes, shipnes, daycryes, 

This maketh that ther been no fayeryes. 

For ther as wont to walken was an elf, 

Ther walkcth now the limitour himself 
In undrniit’ Jc and in morweninges, 

And seyth his matins and his holy thinges 
As he goth in his limitacioun. 

Wommen may go saufly up and doun, 

In every bush, or under every tree; 

Ther is noon other incubu but he, 

And he ne wol doon hem but dishonour. 

And so bifel it, that this king Arthour 
Haddc in his hous a lusty bacheler, 

That on a day cam lydingc fro river; 

And happed that, allone as she was born. 

He saugh a mayde walkinge him biforn. 

Of whiche mayde anon, maugrec hir heed. 

By verray force he rafte hir maydenheed; 

For which oppressioun was swich clamour 
And swich pursutc un-to the king Arthour, 
That dampned was this knight for to be deed 
By cours of lawc, and sholclc han lost his heed 
Paraventure, swich was the statut tlio; 

But that the quene and othere ladies mo 
So longe preyeden the king of grace. 

Til he his lyf him graunted in the place, 

And yaf him to the quene al at hir wille, 

To chese, whether she wolde him save or spille. 
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The queue thanketh the king with al hir might. 
And after this thus spak she to the knight. 

Whan that she saugh hir tyme, up-on a day: 
'Thou standest yet,' quod she, 'in swich array. 
That of thy lyf yet hastow no suretee. 

I grante thee lyf, if thou canst tcllen me 
VC^at thing is it that wommen most desyren? 

Be war, and keep thy nekke-boon from yren. 

And if thou canst nat tellen it anoon. 

Yet wol I yevc thee leve for to gon 
A twclf-month and a day, to scche and Icre 
An answere sufEsant in this matere. 

And suretee wol I han, cr that thou pace, 

Thy body for to yelden in this place.' 

Wo was this knight and sorwefully he syketh; 
But what! he may nat do al as him lykcth. 

And at the laste, he chccs him for to wende. 

And come agayn, right at the yercs ende. 

With swich answere as god wolclc him purveye; 
And taketh his leve, and wendeth forth his weye. 

He seketh every hous and every place, 

Wher-as he hopeth for to findc grace. 

To Icrne, what thing wommen loven most; 

But he ne coude arryven in no cost, 

Wher-as he mighte finde in this matere 
Two creatures accordingee in-fere. 

Somme seyde, wommen loven best rich esse, 
Somme seyde, honour, somme seyde, jolyncsse; 
Somme, riche array, somme scyden, lust abedde. 
And ofte tyme to be widwe and wedde. 

Somme seyde, that our hertes been most csed. 
Whan that we been y-flatered and y-plcscd. 

He gooth ful ny the sothe, I wol nat lye; 

A man shal winne us best with flaterye; 

And with attendance, and with bisinesse. 

Been we y-lymed, bothe more and Icsse. 

And somme sejm, how that we loven best 
For to be free, and do right as us lest. 

And that no man repreve us of our vyce, 

But seye that we be wyse, and no-thing nyce. 



For trewely, ther is noon of us alle. 

If any wight wol clawe us on the galle. 

That we nil kike, for he seith us sooth; 

Assay, and he shal finde it that so dooth. 

For be we never so vicious with-inne, 

We wol been holdcn wyse, and clcne of sinne. 

And somme seyn, that greet dclyt han we 
For to ben holden stable and eck secree. 

And in o purpos stcdcfastly to dwclle, 

And nat biwrcye thing that men us telle. 

But that talc is nat worth a rake-stele; 

Pardee, we wommen eonne no-thing hole; 
Witnesse on Myda; wol ye here the tale? 

Ovyde, amonges otherc thinges smale, 

Seyde, Myda hadde, under his longe hcres, 
Growingc iip-on his heed two asses ores, 

The v'hic’.c vyce he hidde, as he best inighte, 

Fill subtilly from every mannes sightc. 

That, save his wyf, ther wiste of it na-mo. 
lie loved hir most, and trusted hir also; 

He preyde hir, that to no ereaturc 
She sholde tellcn of his disfigure. 

She swoor him ‘nay, for al this world to winne. 
She noldc do that vilcinye or sinne, 

'I'o make hir housbond han so foul a name; 

She nolde nat telle it for hir owene shame.' 

But nathelecs, hir thoughte that she dyde, 

'Ihat she so longe sholde a conseil hyde; 

Tlir thoughte it swal so sore aboute hir herte. 
That nedcly som word hir mostc asterte; 

And sith she dorste telle it to no man, 

Doun to a mareys faste by she ran; 

Til she came there, hir herte was a-fyre. 

And, as a bitorc bombleth in the myre. 

She leyde hir mouth un-to the water doun: 
‘Biwreye me nat, thou water, with thy soun,' 
Quod she, ‘to thee I telle it, and namo; 

Myn housbond hath longe asses ercs two! 

Now is myn herte all hool, now is it oute; 

T mighte no longer kepc it, out of doute.’ 
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Hcer may ye se, thogh we a tyme abyde, 

Yet out it moot, we can no conseil hyde; 

The remenant of the tale if ye wol here, 

Redeth Ovyde, and ther ye may it lerc. 

This knight, of which my talc is specially, 

Wlian that he saugh he mighte nat come therby, 

This is to seye, what wommcn lovcn moost, 

With-innc his brcst ful sorweful was the goost; 

But hoom he gooth, he mighte nat sojournc. 

Tlie day was come, that hoomward mostc he tourne, 

And in his wey it happed him to ryde. 

In al this care, under a forcst-syde, 

Wher-as he saugh up-on a daiincc go 
Of ladies foure and twenty, and yet mo; 

Toward the whichc daunce he drow ful yernc, 

In hope that som wisdom sholde he lernc. 

But certcinly, er he came fully there, 

Vanisshed was this daunce, he niste where. 

No creature saugh he that bar !yf. 

Save on the grene he saugh sittingc a wyf; 

A fouler wight ther may no man devysc. 

Agayn the knight this oldc wyf gan r)^se. 

And scyde, 'sir knight, hcer-forth nc lyth no wey. 

Tel me, w'hat that ye seken, by your fey? 

Paraventure it may the bettre be; 

Tliise oldc folk can muchcl thing,' quod she. 

'My leve moodcr,' quod this knight certeyn, 

'I nam but deed, but-if that I can seyn 
What thing it is that wommcn most desyre; 

Coude ye me wissc, I wolde wel quyte your hyre.' 

'Plight me thy trouthe, hecr in myn hand,' quod she, 
'The nexte thing that I requere thee. 

Thou shalt it do, if it lyc in thy might; 

And I wol telle it yow er it be night.' 

'Have heer my trouthe,' quod the knight, ‘I grante.' 

'Thanne,' quod she, ‘I dar me w^cl avante. 

Thy lyf is sauf, for I wol stonde therby. 

Up-on my lyf, tlie queen wol seye as 1. 

Lat see which is the proudeste of hem alle, 

That wereth on a coverchief or a calle. 



That dar seye nay, of that I shal thee teche; 

Lat us go forth with-outen lenger speche/ 

Tho rouned she a pistel in his ere, 

And bad him to be glad, and have no fere. the tal^ 

Whan they be eoinen to tlie eourt, this knight of the Wyi 

Seyde, 'he had holde his day, as he hadde hight, ' of Bathe 

And redy was his answere,' as he sayde. 

Fill many a noble wyf, and many a mayde, 

And many a widwe, for that they ben wysc, 355 

The queue hir-sclf sittinge as a justyse. 

Assembled been, his answere for to here; 

And afterward this knight was bode appure. 

To every wight comanded was silence. 

And that the knight sholdc telle in audience. 

What thing that worldly wommen loven best. 

This knight ne stood nat stillc as doth a best, 

But t hio ^ ‘vtioiin anon answerde 
With manly voys, that al the court it herde: 

‘My lige lady, generally,’ quod he, 

‘Wommen desyren to have sovereyntee 
As wel (A cr hir hous])ond as hir love. 

And for io been in maistric him above; 

This is your mostc desyr, thogh yc me killc, 

Doth as yow list, I am beer at your willc/ 

In al the court ne was ther wyf nc mayde, 

Ne widwe, that contraried tliat he sayde. 

But seydcii, ‘lie was worthy han his lyf/ 

And with that word up stirtc the oldc wyf. 

Which that the knight saugh sittinge in the grene: 

‘Mercy,’ quod she, ‘my sovercyn lady quene! 

Er tliat your court departc, do me right. 

I taughte this answere un-to the knight; 

For which he plighte me his trouthe there, 

The firste thing I wolde of him rcqiiere, 

He wolde it do, if it lay in his might. 

Bifore the court than preye I thee, sir knight/ 

Quod she, ‘that thou me take un-to thy w^; 

For wel thou wost that I have kept thy lyf. 

If I sey fals, scy nay, up-on thy feyl’ 

This knight answerde, ‘alias! and weylaweyl 



THE 

CANTER 

BURY 

TALES 

i34 


I woot right wel that swich was niy biheste. 

For goddes love, as chees a newe requeste; 

Tak al my good, and lat my body go/ 

‘Nay than,' quod she, ‘I shrcwe us bothc two! 

For thogh that I be foul, and old, and pore, 

I noldc for al the metal, ne for ore, 

ITiat under erthe is grave, or lyth above, 

But-if thy wyf I were, and eek thy love/ 

‘My love?' quod he; ‘nay, my dampnacioun! 

Allas! that any of my nacioun 
Sholde ever so foule disparaged be!' 

But al for noght, the ende is this, that he 
Constreyned was, he nedes moste hir wedde; 

And taketh his olde wyf, and gooth to bedde. 

Now wolden som men seyc, paraventure. 

That, for my necligcnce, I do no cure 
To tcllcn yow the joye and al th 'array 
That at the feste was that ilke day. 

To whiche thing shortly answcrc I shal; 

I seye, ther nas no joye nc feste at al, 

Thcr nas but hevinessc and muche sorwe; 

For prively he wedded hir on a niorwc, 

And al day after hiddc him as an oulc; 

So wo was him, his wyf looked so foule. 

Greet was the wo the knight hadde in his thoght, 
Whan he was with his wyf a-bedde y-broght; 

He walweth, and he turncth to and fro. 

His olde wyf lay smylinge evermo, 

And seyde, ‘o dere housbond, ben'eite/ 

Farcth every knight thus with his wyf as ye? 

Is this the lawe of king Arthures hous? 

Is every knight of his so dangerous? 

I am your owene love and eek your wyf, 

I am she, whieh that saved hath your lyf; 

And certes, yet dide I yow never unright; 

Why fare ye thus with me this firste night? 

Ye faren lyk a man had lost his wit; 

What is my gilt? for godd's love, tel me it, 

And it shal been amended, if I may.' 

‘Amended?' quod this knight, ‘alias! nay, nay! 



It wol nat been amended never mo! 

Thou art so loothly, and so old also. 

And thcr-to comen of so lowe a kindc, 

That litel wonder is, thogh I walwc and windc. the tale 

So woldc god myn herte wolde breste!' of the W)'^ 

'Is this,' quod she, 'the cause of your unreste?' of Bath 't 

'Ye, certainly,' quod he, 'no wonder is.' 

'Now, sire,' quod she, 'I coude amende al this. 

If that me listc, cr it were dayes three, 555 

So wel ye mighte here yow un-to me. 

But for ye speken of swich gentillesse 
As is descended out of old richesse, 

'Fliat th erf ore sh olden ye be gen til men, 

Swich arrogance k nat worth an hen. 

Lokc who that is most vertuous alway, 

Privee and apert, and most entendeth ay 
To do lliC fecMi •] dedes that he can, 

And tak him for the grettest gentil man. 

Crist wol, we clayme of him our gentillesse, 

Nat of our cldres for hir old richesse. 
her thogh they yeve us al hir heritage, 

For which we clayme to been of heigh parage. 

Yet may they nat biquethe, for no-thing. 

To noon of ns hir vertuous living. 

That made hem gentil men y-callcd be; 

And bad us folwen hem in swich degree. 

Wel can the wysc poctc of Morcnce, 

Tliat highte Dant, speken in this sentence; 

Lo in swich mancr rym is Dantes talc: 

'Fill scldc up r}'seth by his branches smalc 
Prowesse of man; for god, of his goodnesse, 

Wol that of him we clayme our gentillesse;' 

l*’or of our cldres may we no-thing clayme 

But temporcl thing, that man may hurte and mayme. 

Eek every wight wot this as wel as 1 , 

If gentillesse were planted naturclly 
Un-to a certeyn linage, doun the lync, 

Privee nc apert, than woldc they never fyne 
To doon of gentillesse the faire offyee; 

They mighte do no vileinye or vyce. 
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Tak fyr, and her it in the derkestc hous 
Bitwix this and the mount of Caucasus, 

And lat men shette the dores and go thenne; 
Yet wol the fyr as fairc lye and brenne, 

As twenty thousand men inightc it biholde; 
His office naturel ay wol it holdc. 

Up peril of my lyf, til that it dye. 

Heer may ye see wcl, how that gentcrye 
Is nat annexed to possessioun, 

Sith folk ne doon hir opcracioun 
Alwey, as dooth the fyr, lo! in his kindc. 

For, god it woot, men may wel often finde 
A lordes sonc do shame and vilcinye; 

And he that wol han prys of his gentrye 
For he was boren of a gentil hous, 

And hadde hisc eldrcs noble and vertuous. 
And nil him-sclven do no gentil dedis, 

Ne folwc his gentil auncestre that deed is. 

He nis nat gentil, be he duk or crl; 

For vileyns sinful dedes make a chcrl. 

For gentillcssc nis but renomee 

Of thyne auncestres, for hir heigh bountee. 

Which is a strange thing to thy pcrsonc. 

Thy gentillessc cometh fro god allone; 

Than comth ourverray gcntillesse of grace, 

It was no-thing biquethe us with our place. 

Tlicnketh how noble, as seith Valerius, 
Was thilke Tullius Hostilius, 

Tliat out of povert roos to heigh noblesse. 
Rcdeth Senek, and redeth eek Boece, 

Thcr shul ye seen expres that it no drede is. 
That he is gentil that doth gentil dedis; 

And therfore, leve housbond, I thus conclude, 
A1 were it that myne auncestres were rude. 

Yet may the hye god, and so hope I, 

Grante me grace to liven vcrtuously. 

Thannc am I gentil, whan that I biginne 
To liven vertuously and weyve sinne. 

And ther-as ye of povert me repreve, 

Tlie hye god, on whom that we bileve. 



In wilful povcrt dices to live his lyf. 

And certes every man, mayden, or wyf, 

May iinderstondc that Jesus, hevenc king, 

Nc wolde nat chese a vicious living. 

Glad povert is an honest thing, certeyn; 

This wol Senck and othere clcrkes scyn. 

Who-so that halt him payd of his poverte, 

I holde him riche, al haddc he nat a sherte. 

He that covey teth is a povre wight. 

For he wolde han that is nat in his might. 

But he that noghthath, nc coveyteth have 
Is riche, al-though ye holde him but a knave. 

Verray povcrt, it singeth proprely; 

Juvenal seith of povcrt mcrily: 

‘"'ITie pevre man, whan he goth by the weye, 
Bifore th<^ theves he may singe and plcye.'' 
Povcrt IS liaielul good, and, as I gesse, 

A fill greet briiiger out of bisinesse; 

A greet amender cck of sapience 
To him that taketh it in pacicncc. 

Povcrt is this, al-though it seme elenge: 
Posscssioun, that no wight wol chalcnge. 

Povcrt ful oftc, whan a man is lowc, 

Maketh his god and eek him-sclf to knowe. 
Povert a spectacle is, as thinketh me, 

Thurgh which he may his verray frendes see. 
And th erf ore, sire, sin that I noght yow greve, 
Of my povcrt na-more ye me reprcvc. 

Now, sire, of eldc ye reprove me; 

And certes, sire, tliogh noon auctoritce 
Were in no book, ye gen tils of honour 
Scyn that men sholde an old wight doon favour, 
And elepe him fader, for your gcntillesse; 

And aiictours shal I finden, as I gesse. 

Now thcr ye seye, that I am foul and old, 
Tlian drede you noght to been a cokewold; 

For filthe an cldc, al-so mote I thee. 

Been grete wardeyns up-on chastitec. 

But nathelees, sin I knowe your delyt, 

I shal fulfille your worldly appetyt. 
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Chees now/ quod she, ‘oon of thise thinges tweye. 
To han me foul and old til that 1 dcye. 

And be to yow a trcwe humble wyf, 

And never yow displese in al my lyf , 

Or dies ye wol han me yong and fair, 

And take your aventure of the repair 
That shal be to your hous, by-cause of me, 

Or in som other place, may wcl be. 

Now chees your-sclvcn, whether that yow lyketh/ 

This knight avyseth him and sore syketh, 

But atte lastc he seyde in this mancrc, 

'My lady and my love, and wyf so derc, 

I put me in your wyse governance; 

Cheseth your-sclf, which may be most plcsancc. 

And most honour to yow and me also. 

I do no fors the whether of the two; 

For as yow lyketh, it suffiseth me.' 

Tlianne have I getc of yow maistryc,' quod she, 

'Sin I may chese, and governe as me lest?' 

'Ye certes, wyf,' quod he, 'I holde it best.' 

'Kis me,' quod she, 'we be no lengcr wiotlic; 

For, by my trouthe, I wol be to yow bothe. 

This is to scyn, yc, bothe fair and good. 

I prey to god that I most sterven wood, 

But I to yow be al-so good and trcwe 
As ever was wyf, sin that the world was newe. 

And, but I be to-morn as fair to sene 
As any lady, empcryce, or quenc, 

That is bitwixe the est and eke the west, 

Doth with my lyf and deeth right as yow lest. 

Cast up the curtin, lokc how that it is.' 

And whan the knight saiigh vcrraily al this, 

That she so fair was, and so yong thcr-to. 

For joye he hente hir in his armes two. 

His herte bathed in a bath of blissc; 

A thousand tyme a-rewe he gan hir kisse. 

And she obeyed him in every thing 
That mighte doon him plesance or lyking. 

And thus they live, un-to hir lyves ende. 

In parfit joye; and jesu Crist us sende 



Housbondes mekc, yongc, and fresshc a-bedde, 

And grace t'overbyde hem that we wedde. 

And eek I preye jesu shorte hir lyvcs 

That wol nat be governed by hir wyves; the tale 

And olde and angry nigardes of dispcnce, of the Wyf 

God sende hem soiic verray pestilence. of Bathe 

Here endeth the Wyves Tale of Bathe 
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The Freres Tale 


The Prologe of the Freres Tala 


T il rs worHiy limitour, this noble Frcre, 

1 fe TiKidc alvvcy a niaiicr loiniiig chore 
Upon tlic Soiiinoiir, but forhoncstcc 
No \ ns v oixl as \ct lo him spak he. 

But attc l.ist - he scyde un-to the Wyf, 

‘Dame/ quod he, 'god yc\c vow right good lyf! 

]'an heer touched, al so mote I tlice. 

In > col cm a tore greet difficiiltcc; 

Ye lian st\d inuchcl tiling right wcl. I scye; 

But dame, licic as we ryden by the weye. 

Us nedeth nat to speken but of game. 

And letc aiietoritec's, on goddes name, 

'lb pieching and to scolc cck of elergye. 

But if it ]}kc to this coinpanyc, 

I wol yow of a somnour telle a game. 

Pardee, ye may wcl knovvc by tlie name, 

Tliat of a somnour may no good be sayd; 

1 prayc that noon of you be y\ c\ apayd. 

A somnour is a renner up and doun 
With niandcments for fornicaeioun, 

And is y-bet at every tonnes ende.' 

Our iiost tho spak, 'a! sire, ye sholdc be hende 
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And curtcys, as a man of your estaat; 

In companyc we w^ol have no dcbaat. 

Tclletli your talc, and lat the Soninour be' 
‘Nay,' quod the Somnour, ‘lat him scyc to me 
What so him list; whan it comth to my lot. 

By god, I shal him quytcn every grot. 

I shal him tellcn which a greet honour 
It is to be a flateringc limitoiir; 

And his offyee I shal him telle, y-w^is.' 

Our host aiiswerde, ‘pecs, na-more of this/ 
And after this he scyde un-to the hrere, 

‘Tel foith your talc, Icve inaistcr deere/ 

Here endeth ihe Prologe of the frerc 

Here higinneth the frcrcs Talc 

Whilom thcr was dwcllingc in my contree 
An erehedeken, a man of licigh degree. 

That boldcly didc cxecucioun 
In punissliingc of fornicacioun. 

Of wicchecraft, and cek of baudciyc, 

Of diffamacioun, and avoutrye. 

Of chirche-reves, and of testaments. 

Of contractes, and of lakkc of sacraments, 

And cek of many another mancr cryme 
Which nedeth nat rehcrccn at this lyme; 

Of usure, and of symonye also. 

But certes, lechours didc he grettest wo; 

ITicy sholdc singen, if that they were hent; 

And smale tytheres weren foule y-shent. 

If any persone woldc iip-on hem plcync, 

Thcr mighte asterte him no pccunial peyne. 

For smale tythes and for smal offringc 
He made the pcple pitously to singe. 

F’or er the bisshop caughtc hem with his hook. 
They weren in the crehedeknes book. 

Thanne haddehe, thurgh his jurisdiccioun. 
Power to doon on hem correccioun. 

He hadde a Somnour redy to his bond, 



A slyer boy was noon in Engclond; 

Voi subtilly he haddc his cspiaille, 

Tliat taughte him, whcr that him mighte availle. 

He coudc spare of Icchours oon or two, the 

lo techcn him to fourc and twenty mo. Freres 

For thogh this Somnour wood were as an hare, _ tale 

To tell his harlotrye I wol nat spare; 

For we been out of his correecioun; 

They han of us no jurisdieeioun, 

Ne never shullen, tenne of alle hir lyves. 

‘Peter! so been the woininen of the styves,' 

Quod the Somnour, ‘y-put out of my cure!* 

‘Pees, with mischanec and with misaventure,' 

Thus seyde our host, ‘and lat him telle his tale. 

Now tellcth forth, thogh that the Somnour gale, 

Ne spareth nat, myn owenc inaister dcre.* 

“^his L\hr theef, this Somnour, quod the h Vere, 

Iladde alwey baudes rccly to his bond, 

As any hank to lure in Engclond, 

That toldc him al the sccree that they knewc; 

1' or hir acqueyntance was nat come of-ncwc. 

They weren hise approwours prively; 

I le took him-self a greet profit therby; 

His maistcr knew nat alwey what he wan. 

With-outen mandenient, a Icwcd man 
He coude somiie, on pcync of Cristes curs. 

And they were gladde for to fille his purs. 

And make him gretc festes attc nalc. 

And right as Judas haclde purses smalc. 

And was a theef, right swich a theef was he; 

His maister hadde but half his duetcc. 

1 Ic w'as, if I shal yeven him his laude, 

A theef, and eck a Somnour, and a baude. 

He haddc eck wenches at his retcniic. 

That, whcthei that sir Robert or sir Huwe, 

Or Jakke, or Rauf, or who-so that it were, 

That lay by hem, they toldc it in his ere; 

Thus was the wcnche and he of oon assent. 

And he wolde fecchc a feyned mandement. 

And somne hem to the chapitre bothc tw'o, 
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And pile the man, and letc the wenchc go. 
Thanne wolde he seyc, ‘frend, I shal for thy sake 
Do stryken hir out of our lettres blakc; 

Thee thar na-niore as in this cas travaillc; 

I am thy freend, ther I thee may availle.' 

Certeyn he knew of bryberyes mo 
Than possible is to telle in ycrcs two. 

For in this world nis dogge for the bowe, 

That can an hurt deer from an hool y-knowe. 

Bet than this Somnour knew a sly lech our, 

Or an avouter, or a paramour. 

And, for that was the fruit of al his rente, 
Tlicrfore on it he sette al his entente. 

And so bifcl, that ones on a day 
This Somnour, ever waiting on his pray. 

Rood for to somne a widwe, an old ribybe, 
Feyninge a cause, for he wolde brybe. 

And happed that he saugh biforc him ryde 
A gay yeman, under a forcst-syde. 

A bowe he bar, and arwes brightc and kene; 

He hadde up-on a coiirtepy of grcnc; 

An hat up-on his heed with frenges blakc. 

'Sir,' quod this Somnour, 'hayl! and wel-a-take!' 
'Wel-come,' quod he, 'and every good fclawe! 
Wher rydestow under tin’s grene shawc?' 

Seyde this yeman, 'wiltow fer to day?' 

This Somnour him answerde, and seyde, 'nay; 
Heer fastc by,' quod he, 'is myn entente 
To ryden, for to reysen up a rente 
That longeth to my lordcs duetce.' 

'Artow thanne a bailly?' 'Ye!' quod he. 

He dorste nat, for verray filthe and shame, 

Seye that he v/as a somnour, for the name. 

'Depardieux,' quod this yeman, ‘dcrc brother. 
Thou art a bailly, and I am another. 

I am unknowen as in this contrcc; 

Of thyn aqueyntance I wolde praye thee. 

And cek of brotherhede, if that yow Icstc. 

I have gold and silver in my cheste; 

If that thee happe to comcn in our shyre, 



A1 shal be thyn, right as thou wolt desyre/ 

'Grantmercy/ quod this Somnour, ‘by my feith!' 
Evcrich in othcres hand his trouthc Icith, 

F or to be sworne brethcren til they deye. 

In dalianec they ryden forth hir weyc. 

I’his Somnour, which that was as fill of jangles, 
As ful of venim been thise warianglcs. 

And ever cnqnering up-on every thing, 

‘Brother,' quod he, ‘where is now your dwelling. 
Another day if that I sholdc yow scchc?’ 

This yeman him answeidc in softc spcche, 
‘Brother,' quod he, ‘fer in tlie north contree, 

Wher, as I hope, som-t}'inc 1 shal thee see. 

If.r wc departe, I shal thee so wcl v^ isse, 

That of myn hous iic shal tow never missc.' 

‘Now, brother,' quod this Somnour, ‘I yow prove, 
Tecli' T whyl that we ryden by the weye. 

Sin that ye been a baillif as am I, 

Som subtiltce, and tel me feithfully 
In myn ofFyee how I may most winne; 

And sparct nat for conscience rie sinne. 

But as my brother tel me, how do ye?' 

‘Now, by my trouthc, brother dere,' seyde he, 

‘As I shal tcllen thee a feithful tale. 

My wages been ful streite and ful smalc. 

My lord is hard to me and daungcrous, 

And myn offyee is ful laborous; 

And therfore by extorcions I live. 

For sothc, I takeal that men wol me yivc; 

Algatc, by slcyghte or by violence. 

Fro yeer to yeer I winne al my dispcncc. 

I can no bettre telle feithfully.' 

‘Now, certes,' quod this Somnour, ‘so fare I; 

I spare nat to taken, god it woot, 

But-if it be to hevy or to hoot. 

What I may gete in eounscil prh cly. 

No mancr conscience of that have I; 

Ncre myn cxtorcioiin, I mighte nat liven, 

Ne of swichc japes wol I nat be shriven. 

Stomak nc conscience ne knowc I noon; 



I shrewe thise shrifte-fadres everichoon. 

Wcl be we met, by god and by scint Jame! 

But, levc brother, tel me than thy name,' 

TH£ Somnour; and in this mene whyle, 

BANTER l^is yeman gan a litel for to smyle. 

BURT 'Brother,' quod he, 'wiltow that I thee teller 

TALES I am a fecnd, my dwelling is in helle. 

And here I ryde about my purchasing. 

To wite wher men woldc yeve me any thing. 

My purchas is th 'effect of al my rente. 

Loke how thou rydest for the same entente, 

To winne good, thou rckkest never how; 

Right so fare I, for ryde wolde I now 
Un-to the worldcs ende for a preye.' 

'A,' quod this Somnour, 'ben'eite, what sey ye? 

I wendc ye were a yeman trewely. 

Ye han a mannes shap as wel as I; 

Han ye figure than determinat 
In helle, thcr yc been in your cstat?' 

'Nay, ccrteinly,' quod he, 'ther have we noon; 

But whan us lyketh, we can take us oon, 

Or dies make yow seme wc ben shape 
Som-tyme lyk a man, or lyk an ape; 

Or lyk an angel can I ryde or go. 

It is no wonder thing thogh it be so; 

A lousy jogelour can deceyve thee, 

And pardee, yet can I more craft than he.' 

'Why,' quod the Somnour, ‘ryde ye thanne or goon 
In sondry shap, and nat alwey in oon?' 

'For we,' quod he, 'wol us swich formes make 
As most able is our preyes for to take.' 

'What maketh yow to han al this labour?' 

'Ful many a cause, levc sir Somnour,' 

Scyde this feend, 'but alle thing hath tyme. 

The day is short, and it is passed pryme. 

And yet ne wan I no-thing in this day. 

I wol entende to winnen, if I may. 

And nat entende our wittes to declare. 

For, brother myn, thy wit is al to bare 
To understonde, al-thogh I toldehcm thee. 



But, for thou axcst why labouren we; 
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It IS ^ caiis'j ut his savacioun; 

Al-bc-it that it was nat our entente 

He sholdc be sauf, but that we wolde him hente. 

And som-tyme be we servant un-to man, 

As to the crehebisshop Seint Dunstan 
And to the apostles servant eelc was 1/ 

‘Yet tel me/ quod the Somnour, ‘feithfully. 
Make ye yow newe bodies thus alway 
Of elements?' the feend answerde, ‘nay; 
Soin-tyme we feync, and som-tyme we aryse 
With ded bodies in ful sondry wysc. 

And speke as renably and fairc and wel 
As to the Phitonissa dide Samuel. 

And yet wol som men seye it was nat he; 

I do no fors of your divinitee. 

But o thing warne I thee, I wol nat jape, 

Thou wolt algates wite how we ben shape; 

I'hou shalt her-afterward, my brother dere. 

Com ther thee nedeth nat of me to lere. 

For thou shalt by thyn owene experience 
Conne in a ehayer rede of this sentence 
Bet than Virgylc, whyl he was on lyvc. 

Or Dant also; now lat us ryde blyve. 

For I wol holdc companyc with thee 


For, som-tyme, we ben goddes instruments, 
And menes to don his comandements. 
Whan that him list, up-on his creatures. 

In divers art and in divers figures. 
With-outen him we have no might, certayn. 
If that him list to stonden thcr-agayn. 

And som-tyme, at our praycrc, han we Icve 
Only the body and nat the soulc greve; 
Witnesse on Job, whom that we diden wo. 
And som-tyme han we might of bothc two. 
This is to scyn, of soulc and body eke. 

And somtyme be we siiffrcd for to seke 
Up-on a man, and doon his soulc iinrcstc. 
And nat his body, and al is for the bcstc. 
Whan he withstandeth our temptacioun. 
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Til it be so, that thou forsake me/ 

‘Nay,' quod this Somnour, ‘that shal nat bityde: 

I am a yeman, knowen in ful wyde; 

My trouthe wol I holde as in this cas. 

For though thou were the dcvcl Satlianas, 

My trouthe wol I holde to my brother, 

As I am sworn, and cch of us til other 
For to be trewe brother in this cas; 

And bothe we goon abouten our purclia.'*. 

Tak thou thy part, what that men wol thee yivc, 

And I shal myn; thus may we bothe Ih e. 

And if that any of us have more than otiicr, 

Lat him be trewe, and parte it witli l is bt oilier/ 

‘I grauntc,' quod the dcvcl, ‘by my fey/ 

And with that word they r}'dcn forth liir wc\\ 

And right at the entring of the tonnes ende. 

To which this Somnour shoop him for to wende, 
Tliey saugli a cart, that charged was witli hey. 

Which that a carter droof forth in his wey. 

Deep was the wey, for which the carte stood. 

Tlie carter smoot, and cr\Tlc, as he w^cre wood, 

‘Hayt, Brok! hayt, Scot! what spare ye for the stones. 
The feend,' quod he, ‘yow fccclic body and bones 
As ferforthly as ever were ye folcd! 

So muche wo as I have with yow tholcd! 

The dcvcl have al, bothe hors and cait and hey!’ 

This Somnour scyde, ‘heer shal we have a plcy; 

And neer the feed he drough, as noght nc were, 

Ful privcly, and rouned in his ere: 

‘Ilcrknc, my brother, herkne, by thy feith; 

Herestow nat how that the carter scith? 

I lent it anon, for he hath yeve it thee, 

Bothe hey and cart, and cek hise caples three/ 

‘Nay,' quod the devcl, ‘god wot, never a decl; 

It is nat his entente, trust me week 
Axe him thy-self, if thou nat trowest me, 

Or dies stint a while, and thou shalt see.' 

Tliis carter thakketh his hors upon the croupe, 

And they bigonne drawen and to-stoupc; 

‘Heyt, now!' quod he, ‘thcr Jesu Crist yow blessc 



And al his handwork, bothe more and lesse! 

That was wcl twight, myn owenc lyard boy! 

I pray god save thee and scynt Loy! 

Now is my cart out of the slow, pardcc!’ 

To! brother,’ quod the feend, ‘what tolde I ,thee? 
Hecr may ye sec, myn owcnc dcre brother, 

The carl spak oo thing, but he thoughtc another. 

Iiat us go forth abouten our viage; 

Hecr winne I no-thing up-on cariage.’ 

Whan that they comcn som-wliat out of toune. 

Til is Somnour to his brother gan to rourie, 

‘Brother,’ quod he, ‘hecr woncth an old rebekke. 

That hadde almost as lief to lesc hir nekkc 
As for to yevc a peny of hir good. 

I wol han twclf pens, though that she be wood, 

Or I wcl ' ompne hir un-to our offyee; 

And yet, god woot, of hir knowc I no vyce. 

But for thou canst nat, as in this coiitrcc, 

Winne thy cost, tak hecr cnsamplc of me.’ 

This Somnour clappeth at the widwes gate. 

‘Com out,’ quod he, ‘thou oldc viritrate! 

I trowe thou hast som frere or prese with thee!’ 

‘Who clappeth?’ scyde this widwe, *bcncitel 
God save you, sire, what is your swetc willc?’ 

‘1 have,’ quod he, ‘of somonce here a billc; 

Up peyne of cursing, lokc that thou be 
'^ro-morn biforc the crchcdckncs knee 
T’answcrc to the court of certcyn thinges.’ 

‘Now, lord,’ quod she, ‘Crist jesu, king of kinges, 

So wisly helpc me, as 1 nc may. 

1 have been syk, and that ful many a day. 

1 may nat go so fer,* quod she, ‘nc r}^dc, 

But I be deed, so priketh it in my syde. 

May I nat axe a libel, sir Somnour, 

And answerc there, by my procutour, 

‘Fo swich thing as men wol opposen me?’ 

‘Yis,’ quod this Somnour, ‘pay anon, lat se, 

7 welf pens to me, and I wol thee acquyte. 

J shall no profit han ther-by but lyte; 

My maister hath the nrofit. and nat I. 
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Com of, and lat me ryden hastily; 

Yif me twelf pens, I may no lenger tarie/ 

'1 wclf pens,' quod she, ‘now lady Seintc Marie 
So wisly help me out of eare and sinne, 

ITiis wyde world thogh that I sholde winne, 
Nehave I nat twelf pens with-inne myn hold. 

Ye knowen wel that I am povre and old; 

Kythe your almesse on me povie wreeehe.' 

'Nay than,' quod he, 'the foule feend me fecche 
If I th 'excuse, though thou shul be spilt!' 

'Alas,' quod she, 'god woot, I have no gilt.' 

'Pay me,' quod he, 'or by the swete seintc Anne, 
As I wol here awey thy newe panne 
For dette, which that thou owest me of old. 

Whan that thou madcst thyn hoiisbond cokewold, 
I payde at hoom for thy correccioun.' 

'Thou lixt,' quod she, 'by iiiy savaciouni 
Ne was I never er now, widwe nc wyf, 

Somoned un-to your court in al my lyf; 

Ne never I nas but of my body trewe! 

Un-to the dcvel blak and rough of hewe 
Yeve I thy body and my panne also!' 

And whan the dcvcl herde hir cursen so 
Up-on hir knees, he scyde in this mancrc, 

'Now Mabely, myn owenc modcr derc, 

Is this your wil in ernest, that yc scyc?' 

'The dcvcl,' quod she, ‘so fecche him er he deye. 
And panne and al, but he w©l him repente!' 

'Nay, oldc stot, that is nat myn entente,' 

Quod this Somnour, 'for to repente me, 
hbr any thing that I have had of thee; 

I woldc I hadde thy smok and every clooth!' 

'Now, brother,' quod the dcvcl, ‘be nat wrooth; 
Thy body and this panne ben rnync by right. 
Tliou shalt with me to hclle yet to-night. 

Where thou shalt knowen of our privetcc 
More than a maister of divinitce:' 

And with that word this foule feend him hente; 
Body and soule, he with the devcl wente 
Wher-as that somnours han hir heritage. 



And god, that maked after his image 
Mankinde, save and gydc us alle and some; 

And levc this Somnour good man to bicome! 

Lordingcs, I coudc han told yow, quod this Frere, 
Hadde I had Icyser for this Somnour here. 

After the text of Crist [and] Poul and John, - 
And of our o there doctours many oon, 

Swiche peynes, that your hertes mightc agryse, 
Al-be-it so, no tonge may devyse, 

Tliogh that I mighte a thousand winter telle. 

The peyne of thilke cursed hous of helle. 

But, for to kepe us fro that cursed place, 

Waketh, and preyeth Jesu for his grace 
So kepe us fro the temptour Sathanas. 

Hcrketh this word, beth war as in this cas; 

The leoun sit in his await alway 
T*^ _• the innocent, if that he may. 

Disposeth ay your hertes to withstondc 

Hie feend, that yow wolde make thral and bonde. 

He may nat tempten yow over your might; 

For Crist wol be your champion and knight. 

And praycth that thise Somnours hem repente 
Of hir misdedcs, cr that the feend hem hente. 

Here endeth the Freres Tale 


THE 

Freres 

TALE 

351 




The Somnours Tale 


The prologe of the Somnours T ale 


T HIS Somnoiir in his stiropcs hyc stood; 

Up-on this Frcre his hcrte was so wood. 

That lyk an aspen Iccf he quook for yre. 

T.ordiiigcs/ quod he, ‘but o thing I desyre; 

I yow biseke that, of your curtcisye. 

Sin ye ban herd this false h rcrc lye. 

As suffereth me I may my tale telle! 

T'his h’rere bosteth that he knoweth helle. 

And god it woot, that it is litel wonder; 

Freres and feendes been but lyte a-sondcr. 

For pardee, ye ban oftc tyme herd telle. 

How that a frere ra\’isshed was to hclle 
In spirit ones by a visioun; 

And as an angel laddc him up and doun. 

To shewen him the peynes that ther were, 

In al the place saugh he nat a frere; 

Of other folk he saugh y-nowe in wo. 

Un-to this angel spak the frere tho: 

“Now, sir,'' quod he, “han freres swieh a grace 
That noon of hem shal come to this place?'' 

“Yis," quod this angel, “many a millioun!" 
And un-to Sathanas he laddc him doun. 
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"And now hath Sathanas/' seith he, "a tayl 
Brodder than of a carrik is the sayl. 

Hold up thy tayl, thou Satlianas!’' quod he, 
"Shewe fordi thyn ers, and lat the frere see 
Wher is the nest of frercs in this place!” 

And, er that half a furlong-wey of space. 

Right so as bees out swarmen from an hyve, 

Out of the devcles ers ther gonne dryve 
Twenty thousand freres in a route. 

And thurgh-out hclle swarm eden aboute 
And comen agayn, as fastc as they may gon, 

And in his ers they crepten everichon. 

He claptc his tayl agayn, and lay ful stille. 

This frere, whan he loked hadde his fille 
Upon the torments of this sory place. 

His spirit god restored of his grace 
Un-to his body agayn, and he awook; 

But nathelcs, for fere yet he quook, 

So was the devcles ers ay in his niindc, 

ITiat is his heritage of verray kinclc. 

God save yow allc, save this cursed Frere; 

My prologc wol I endc in this man ere/ 

Here endeth the Prologe of the Somnours Tale 

Here higinneth the Somnour his Tale 

Lordinges, ther is in Yorkshire, as I gesse, 

A mersshy con tree called Holdcrncssc, 

In which ther wente a limitour aboute, 

. To preche, and eck to begge, it is no doute. 

And so bifel, that on a day this frere 
Had prcchcd at a chirchc in his mancre. 

And specially, aboven every thing. 

Excited he the peple in his prcching 
To trcntals, and to yeve, for goddes sake, 
Wher-with men mighten holy houses make, 

Ther as divyne service is honoured, 

Nat ther as it is wasted and devoured, 

Ne ther it nedeth nat for to be yive. 



As to possessioners, that mowen live, 

Thanked be god, in wele and habundaunce. 

Trcntals,’ scyde he, ‘deliveren fro penaunce 
Ilir frccndcs soules, as wcl olde as yonge. 

Ye, whan that they been hastily y-songe; 

Nat for to holde a preest joly and gay, 

I le singeth nat but o masse in a day; 

Delivereth out,’ quod he, 'anon the soules; 

Ful hard it is with fleshhook or with oules 
To been y-clawed, or to brenne or bake; 

Now specie yow hastily, for Cristes sake/ 

And whan this frere had seyd al his entente. 

With qiii cum patie forth his wey he wcntc. 

Whan folk in chirche had yeve him what hem leste, 
He w'entc his wey, no longer wolde he reste. 

With serippe and tipped staf, y-tukked hye; 

In every hous he gan to poure and prye, 

And bcggnii inele, and chese, or elles eorn. 

Ilis felawe hackle a staf tippcci with horn, 

A peyre of tables al of yvory. 

And a poyntcl polisshed fetisly. 

And wroot the names alwey, as he stood. 

Of alle folk that yaf him any good, 

Aseaunees that he wolde for hem preye. 

'Yeve us a busshel whete, malt, or reye, 

A goddes kechil, or a trip of ehese. 

Or elles what yow list we may nat chese; 

A goddes halfpeny or a massc-peny. 

Or ye\ e us of your brawn, if ye have eny; 

A dagon of your blanket, leve dame. 

Our suster dere, lo! here I write your name; 

Bacon or beef, or swich thing as ye finde/ 

A sturdy harlot wente ay hem bihinde. 

That w'as hir hostes man, and bar a sak. 

And what men yaf hem, leyde it on his bak. 

And whan that he was out at dorc anon. 

He planed awey the names everichon 
That he biforn had writen in his tables; 

He served hem with nyfles and with fables. 

'Nay, ther thou lixt, thou Somnour,’ quod the Frere. 



THE 

CANTER 

BURY 

TALES 

356 


Tees/ quod our Host, ‘for Cristes moder dere; 

Tel forth thy tale and spare it nat at al/ 

So thryve I, quod this Somnour, so I shal. — 

So longe he wente hous by hous, til he 
Cam til an hous ther he was wont to be 
Refresshed more than in an hundred placis. 

Sik lay the gode man, whos that the place is; 

Bedrede up-on a couche lowe he lay. 

‘Deus hie,* quod he, ‘O Thomas, freend, good-day,’ 
Seyde this frere curteisly and softe. 

‘Thomas,’ quod he, ‘god ycldc yow! ful ofte 
Have I up-on this bench faren ful wcel. 

Here have I cten many a mcry mcel;’ 

And fro the bench he droof awey the cat, 

And leyde adoun his potente and his hat, 

And eck his scrippe, and settc him softe adoun. 

His felawe was go walked in-to toun, 

Forth with his knave, in-to that hostclryc 
Wher-as he shoop him thilke night to lye. 

‘O dere maister,’ quod this syke man, 

^How han ye fare sith that March bigan? 

I saugh yow noght this fourtenight or more.’ 

‘God woot,’ quod he, ‘laboured have I ful sore; 

And specially, for thy savacioun 

Have I seyd many a precious orisoun 

And for our otherc frcndcs, god Iicm blesse! 

I have to-day been at your chirchc at mese. 

And seyd a sermon after my simple wit, 

Nat al after the text of holy writ; 

For it is hard to yow, as I suppose. 

And therfore wol I tcche yow al the glose. 

Glosinge is a glorious thing, ccrtcyn, 

For lettre sleeth, so as we elerkes scyn. 

Ther have I taught hem to be charitable, 

And spende hir good ther it is resonable. 

And ther I saugh our dame; a! wher is she?’ 

‘Yond in the yerd I trowc that she be,’ 

Seyde this man, ‘and she wol come anon.’ 

‘Ey, maisterl wel-come be ye, by seint Johnl 
Seyde this wyf, ‘how fare ye hertcly?’ 



The frcrc aryscth up ful ciirtcisly. 

And hir embraceth in his armcs narwc. 

And kistc hir swetc, and chirkcth as a sparwe 
With his lippes* 'dame/ quod he, 'right wecl, 

As he that is your servant every dccl. 

Thanked be god, that yow yaf soule and lyf, 

Yet saugh I nat this day so fair a wyf 
In al the ehirche, god so save me!' 

‘Ye, god amende defautes, sir/ quod she, 
'Algates wcl-come be ye, by my feyl' 

'Graunt mercy, dame, this have 1 foundc alwey. 
But of your grctc goodnesse, by your love, 

1 woldc prey yow that yc nat yow greve, 

] wol with Tlioiuas speke a litel throwc. 

'I'liise curats been ful nccligciit and slovvc 
To grepe l^x.drcly a conscience. 

In shrift, in preching is my diligence. 

And studic in Petres wordes, and in Ponies. 

I walkc, and fisshc Cristen mennes soules, 

'To yelden ]csu Crist his propre rente; 

'I'o sprede his word is set al myn entente.' 

‘Now, by your levc, o clcrc sir/ quod she, 
'Chydeth him weel, for seinte Trinilcc. 

1 Ic is as angry as a pissemyre, 

'I 'liough that he have al tliat he can desyre. 

I liough 1 him wryc a-nighl and make him warm, 
And on hym Icve my leg outlier nivii arm, 
lie groneth lyk our Ixior, lyth in our sty. 

Other desport right noon of him ha\c J; 

1 may nat plcse him in no mancr cas.’ 

‘O 'rhomas! Jcvoiis dy, Thomas! niomas! 
This maketh the feend, this mostc ben amended. 
Ire is a thing that hye god defended. 

And ther-of wol I speke a word or two.' 

‘Now maister,' quod the \^yf, ‘cr that I go, 
What W'ol yc dyne? I \a’o 1 go ther-aboutc.' 

‘Now dame,' quod he, ‘/c vons dy saiiz doiite. 
Have I nat of a capon but the livcre. 

And of your softe breed nat but a shivcrc. 

And after that a rested pigges heed, 
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( But that I nolde no bcest for me were deed ) , 
Thanne hadde I with yow hoomly sufEsaunce. 
I am a man of litcl sustenaimce. 

My spirit hath his fostring in the Bible, 
llie body is ay so redy and penyblc 
To wake, that my stomak is destroyed. 

I prey yow, dame, ye be nat anoyed, 

Tbough I so frecndly yow my conseil shewe; 
By god, I woldc nat telle it but a fewc.* 

‘Now, sir,' quod she, ‘but o word cr I go; 

My child is deed with-inne thise wykes two, 
Sone after that ye wentc out of this toun.' 

‘His deeth saugh I by revclacioun,' 

Seith this frere, ‘at hoom in our dortour. 

I dar wel seyn that, er that half an hour 
After his deeth, I saugh him born to blisse 
In myn avisioun, so god me wissci 
So did our sexteyn and our fermerer, 

That han been trewe frcrcs fifty ycer; 

They may now, god be thanked of his lone, 
Makcn hir jubilee and walkc allone. 

And up I roos, and al our covent ckc, 

With many a tcre trikling on my cheke, 
Withouten noysc or clateringc of belles; 

Te deimi was our song and no-thing dies. 

Save that to Crist I seyde an orisoun, 
Tliankingc him of his rcvclacioun. 

For sir and dame, trusteth me right weel, 

Our orisons been more effcctucc], 

And more we seen of Cristes sccrce thinges 
Than burel folk, al-though they weren kinges. 
We live in povert and in abstinence, 

And burel folk in richesse and dcspence 
Of mete and drinke, and in hir foul dclyt. 

We han this worldcs lust al in despyt. 

Lazar and Dives liveden divcrsly. 

And diverse guerdon hadden they thcr-by. 
Wlio-so wol preye, he moot faste and be dene. 
And fatte his soule and make his body Icne. 
We fare as seith th'apostlc; cloth and fodc 



Suflyscn us, though they be nat ful gode. 

The clennesse and the fastinge of us freres 
Maketh that Crist accepteth our preyeres. 

Lo, Moyses fourty dayes and four^ night 
Fasted, er that the heighe god of might 
Spak with him in the mountain of Sinay. 

With empty wombe, fastinge many a day, 

Rcceyved he the lawe that was writcn 
With goddes finger; and Elic, wel ye witen, 

In mount Oreb, cr he hadde any spcche 
With hye god, that is our lyvcs leche, 

He fasted longe and was in contemplauncc. 

Aaron, that hadde the temple in govcrnaunce, 
And eek the othcre prccstes everichon, 

In-to the temple whan they sholdc gon 
To preyc for the peple, and do serv'yse, 

Tliey drinken, in no maner wysc, 

No drinke, which that mighte hem dronke make. 
But there in abstinence preyc and wake. 

Lest that they deyden; tak heed what I seye. 

But they be sobre that for the pcplc preye. 

War that I scye; namore! for it suffyseth. 

Our lord Jesu, as holy writ devyseth, 

Yaf us ensample of fastinge and preyeres. 

Therfor wc mend inants, wc sely freres. 

Been wedded to poverte and continence, 

To charitec, humblesse, and abstinence. 

To persecucion for rightwisnesse, 

To wepinge, misericorde, and clennesse. 

And therfor may ye see that our preyeres — 

I speke of us, wc mendinants, freres — 

Ben to the hye god more acceptable 
Than youres, with your festes at the table. 

Fro Paradys first, if I shal nat lye. 

Was man out chaced for his glotonye; 

And chaast was man in Paradys, certcyn. 

But herkne now, Thomas, what I shal seyn. 

I ne have no text of it, as I suppose. 

But I shall finde it in a maner glose. 

That specially our swete lord Jesus 



Spak this by frcrcs, wtian he seyde thus: 
“Blessed be they that povre in spirit been/' 

And so forth al the gospel may ye seen, 
Wher it be lyker our professioun, 

Or hirs that swimmen in possessioiin. 

Fy on hir pompe and on hir glotonye! 

And for hir Icwednessc I hem diffye. 

Me thinketh they ben lyk Jovinian, 

Fat as a whale, and walkinge as a swan; 

Al vinolent as hotel in the spencc. 

Ilir preyer is of ful gret reverenee; 

Whan they for soules scyc the psalm of Davit, 
Lo, “buf!'* they scye, “cormeum enictavit/” 
Who folweth Cristes gospel and his fore. 

But we that humble been and chast and pore. 
Workers of goddes word, not auditours? 

Th erf ore, right as an hauk up, at a sours. 

Up springeth in-to their, right so prayeres 
Of eharitablc and chaste bisy frcrcs 
Makcn hir sours to goddes cres two. 

Tliomas! Thomas! so mote I ryde or go. 

And by that lord that elepid is seint Yve, 

Ncre thou our brother, sholdcstou nat thryve! 
In our chapitre prayc we day and night 
To Crist, that he thee sende hclc and might. 
Thy body for to weldcn hastily/ 

‘God woot,' quod he, ‘no-thing thcr-of fclc I; 
As help me Crist, as I, in fewe ycrcs, 

Han spended, up-on dyvers maner freres, 

Ful many a pound; yet fare I never the bet. 
Certeyn, my good have I almost biset. 

Farwel, my gold! for it is al ago!' 

The frerc answerde, ‘O l^omas, dostow so? 
What nedeth yow diverse freres scche? 

What nedeth him that hath a parfit lechc 
To sechen otherc leches in the toun? 

Your inconstance is your confusioun. 

Holde ye than me, or dies our covent. 

To prayc for yow ben insufficient? 
fhomas, that jape nis nat worth a myte; 



Your nialaydc is for wc ban to lytc. 

''A! yif that covent half a quarter otcs!"' 

''A! yif that covent four and h\'enty grolcs!"' 
“A! yif that frcre a pcny, and lat him go!*' 
Nay, nay, Thomas! it may no-thing be so. 
What is a fcrthing worth parted in twelve? 
Lo, ech thing that is oiicd in him-sclvc 
Is more strong than w'han it is to-scatcred. 
'I'homas, of me thou shalt nat been y-flatcred; 
Thou woldcst han our labour al for noght. 
The hyc god, that al this world hath wroght, 
Scith that the wcrkinan worthy is his hyre. 
I’homas! noght of your tresor I desyre 
As for iiiy-self, but that al our covent 
To preye for yow is ay so diligent. 

And t b’.ulden Cristes ovvenc chirche. 
'I’homns! if ye wol lernen for to wirche, 

Of buildinge up of chirches may ye findc 
If it be good, in Thom«is lyf of Inde. 

Ye lye heer, ful of anger and of yre, 

With which the devel set your hertc a-fyre. 
And chyden heer this scly innocent. 

Your wyf, that is so mckc and pacient. 

And therfor, 'Ibomas, trowc me if thee Icste, 
Ne stryve nat with thy w}’f, as for thy beste; 
And ber this word awey now, by thy feith, 
'rouchinge this thing, lo, what the wyse seith: 
'' With-in thyn hous ne be thou no Icoiin; 

To thy subgits do noon oppressioun; 

Ne make thync aqucyntanccs nat to flee.'* 
And Thomas, yet cft-soncs I charge thee. 

Be war from hir that in thy bosom slepeth; 
War fro the serpent that so slyly crepeth 
Under the gras, and stingeth subtilly. 

Be war, my sonc, and herkne pacicntly, 

Tliat twenty thousand men han lost hir lyves, 
For stryving with hir Icmmans and hir wyves. 
Now sith ye han so holy and mckc a wyf. 
What nedeth yow, Thomas, to maken stryf? 
Ther nis, y-wis, no serpent so cruel. 
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Whan man tret on his tayl, nc half so fcl, 

As woinman is, whan she hath caught an ire; 
Vengeance is thanne al that they desyre. 

Ire is a sinne, oon of the grete of sevene, 
Abhominable un-to the god of hcvenc; 

And to him-self it is destruccion. 

This every lewed viker or person 
Can seye, ho^^ Ire engendreth homicyde. 

Ire is, in sooth, executour of pryde. 

I coude of Ire seye so muche sorwe, 

My tale sholde laste til to-morwe. 

And therfor preye I god bothc day and night, 

An irous man, god sende him litel might! 

It is greet harm and, certes, gret pitee, 

To sette an irous man in heigh degree. 

Whilom ther was an irous potestat. 

As seith Senek, that, duringe his estaat. 

Up-on a day out riden knightes two. 

And as fortune woldc that it were so, 

That oon of hem cam hoorn, that other noght. 
Anon the knight bifore tlie jiige is broght, 

That seyde thus, "‘thou hast thy fclawe slayn, 

For which I deme thee to the decth, certayn.*' 

And to another knight cornanded he, 

“Go lede him to the decth, I charge thee.’’ 

And happed, as they wente by the weye 
Toward the place ther he sholde deye, 

Tlie knight cam, which men wenden had be deed. 
Thanne thoughte they, it was the beste reed, 

To lede hem bothe to the jugc agayn. 

They seiden, “lord, the knight ne hath nat slayn 
His felaw^, here he standeth hool alyve.” 

“Ye shul be deed," quod he, “so moot I thryve! 
That is to seyn, bothe oon, and two, and three!" 
And to the firste knight rig;ht thus spak he, 

“I dampned thee, thou most algate be deed. 

And tliou also most nedes lese thyn heed. 

For thou art cause why thy felawe deyth." 

And to the thridde knight right thus he seyth, 
“Thou hast nat doon that I cornanded thee." 



And thus he dide don sleen hem allc three. 

Irous Cambyses was eek dronkelcwe, 

And ay ddyted him to been a shrewe. 

And so bifel, a lord of his meynce. 

That lovede vertuous moralitee, 

Scyde on a day bitwix hem two right thus: 

“A lord is lost, if he be vicious; 

And dronkenesse is eek a foul record 
Of any man, and namely in a lord. 

Tlicr is ful many an eye and many an ere 
Awaiting on a lord, and he noot where. 

For goddes love, drink more attemprely; 

Wyn maketh man to Icscn wrccchedly 
His mindc, and eek his limes everichon.” 

''The revers shaltou sec,'* quod he, "anon; 
And prevc it, by thyn owene experience, 
lliat wyn ne dooth to folk no swich offence. 
Thcr :z bireveth me my might 

Of hand nc foot, ne of myn eyen sight'’ — 

And, for despyt, he drank ful muchcl more 
An liondrcd part than he had doon bifore; 

And right anon, this irons cursed wrecchc 
Lect this knightes sone bifore him fccche, 
Coinandingc him he sholdc bifore him stondc. 
And sodcynly he took his bowe in honde. 

And up the streng he pulled to his ere. 

And with an arwe he slow the child right there: 
"Now whctlicr have I a siker hand or noon?" 
Quod he, "is al my might and mindc agoon? 
Hath wyn l)ircvcd me myn eyen sight?" 

What sholdc I telle th’answerc of the knight? 
His sone was slayn, thcr is na-morc to seyc. 

Beth war therfor with lordes how ye plcyc. 
Singeth Placebo, and I slial, if I can, 

But-if it be iin-to a povre man. 

To a povre man men sholde hise vyces telle, 

But nat to a lord, thogh he sholdc go to helle. 

Lo irous Cirus, thilke Pcrcien, 

How he destroyed the river of Gysen, 

For that an hors of his was dreynt ther-inne, 
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Whan that he wente Babiloignc to winne. 

He made that the river was so smal, 

That wonimen mighte wade it over-al. 

Lo, what scyde he, that so wel teche ean? 

“Nc be no felawe to an irons man. 

Nc with no wood man walke by the weye, 

Lest tliec repente;" thcr is na-more to seye. 

Now Tliomas, Icve brother, Icf thyn ire; 

Tlioii shalt me findc as just as is a squire. 

Hold nat the dcveles knyf ay at thyn herte; 

Thyn angre dooth thee al to sore smerte; 

But shewe to me al thy coiifcssioun.' 

‘Nay,* quod the .syke man, by Seint Simoun! 

I have be shri\'cn this day at my curat; 

1 have him told al hooly myn cstat; 

Ncdcth na-more to speke of it,’ scith he, 

‘But if me list of myn humilitcc.* 

‘Yif me thanne of thy gold, to make our cloistrc,’ 
Quod he, ‘for many a muscle and many an oistre, 
Whan other men han ben ful wel at cysc. 

Hath been our fodc, our cloistrc for to rcysc. 

And yet, god woot, unnethc the fundemciit 
Parfourned is, nc of our pavement 
Nis nat a tylc yet with-inne our wones; 

By god, we owen fourty pound for stones! 

Now help, Thomas, for him that harwed hclle! 

For ellcs moste wc our bokes sellc. 

And if ye lakke our prcdicaeioun. 

Than gooth the world al to dcstruceioun. 
k or who-so wolde us fro this world bireve. 

So god me save, TTiomas, by your levc. 

He wolde bireve out of this world the sonne. 

For who can tcchc and wcrchcn as wc comic? 

And that is nat of litel tyme,* quod he; 

"But sith that Flic was, or Elisee, 

Han freres been, that findc I of record. 

In charitce, y-thanked be our lord. 

Now Thomas, help, for scinte Charitce!* 

And doun anon he sette him on his knee. 

This syke man wex wel ny wood for ire; 



lie vvoldc that the frcrc had been on-fire 
With his false dissimulaeioun. 

'Swich thing as is in my possessioun/ 

Quod he, 'that may I yeven, and non other. 

Ye scy me thus, how that I am your brother?' 

'Ye, certes,' quod the frere, 'trusteth weel; 

I took our dame our lettre with our seel.' 

‘Now wel,' quod he, ‘and som-what shal I yive 
Un-to your holy covent whyl I live. 

And in thyn hand thou shalt it have anoon; 

On this coiidicioun, and other noon, 

Tliat thou depai te it so, my dere brother, 

'Jhat every frere have also muche as other. 

'riiis shaltou swere on thy professioun, 

^^^ith-oulcn fraude or cavillacioun.' 

*I swere it,' quod tliis frcrc, ‘upon my fcithl' 

And thcr-with-al liis hand in his he leith : 

‘Lu, l;Cc. .ity feith! in me shal be no lak.' 

‘Now thanne, put thyn hand doim by my bak,' 
Scyde this man, ‘and grope wcl bihindc; 

Bynetlic my buttok thcr shaltow findc 
A thing that I have hid in privetee.' 

‘A!' thoghte this frcrc, ‘this shal go with me!' 
And doun his hand he launcheth to the clifte. 

In hope for to finde thcr a yiftc. 

And whan this syke man fcltc this frcrc 
Aboute his tuwcl grope there and here, 

Amiddc his hand he Icct the frcrc a fart. 

Thcr nis no capul, drawingc in a cart. 

That mighte have Icte a fart of swich a soun. 

The frere up starte as doth a wood Icoun : 

‘A! false chcrl,' quod he, ‘for goddes bones, 

This hastow for despyt doon, for the nones! 

Thou shalt abye this fart, if that I may!' 

Ilis meynce, whiche that herden this affray, 

Cam lepinge in, and chaced out the frcrc; 

And forth he gooth, w'ith a ful angr)^ chere, 

And fette his felawe, ther-as lay his stoor. 

He looked as it were a wildc boor; 

He grinte with his teeth, so was he wrooth. 
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A sturdy pas doun to the court he gooth, 
Wher-as ther woned a man of greet honour, 

To whom that he was alwey confessour; 

ITiis worthy man was lord of that village. 

This frere cam, as he were in a rage, 

Wher-as tliis lord sat cting at his bord. 
Unnethes mighte the frere speke a word. 

Til atte laste he seyde: ‘god yow see!' 

This lord gan lokc, and seidc, ‘ben'eite/ 
What, frere John, what maner world is this? 

I see wcl that som thing ther is amis. 

Ye loken as the wodc were ful of thevis, 

Sit doun anon, and tel me what your greef is. 
And it shal been amended, if I may.' 

‘1 have,' quod he, ‘had a despyt this day, 

God yclde yowi adoiin in your village, 

That in this world is noon so povre a page, 

I’liat he nolde have abhominacioun 
Of that I have rcccy\^ed in your toiin. 

And yet nc greveth me no-thing so sore, 

As that this olde chcrl, with lokkes hore. 
Blasphemed hath our holy covent eke.' 

‘Now, maistcr,' quod this lord, ‘I yow biseke.' 
‘No maistcr, sire,' quod he, ‘but servitour, 
Tliogh 1 have had in scole swich honour. 

God lyketh nat that “Raby" men us callc, 
Neither in market ne in your large halle.' 

‘No fors,' quod he, ‘but tel me al your grief.' 
‘Sire,' quod this frere, ‘an odious mcschief 
This day bitid is to myn ordre and me. 

And so per consequens to cch degree 
Of holy chirche, god amende it soncl' 

‘Sir,' quod the lord, ‘ye w'oot what is to done. 
Distempre yow noght, ye be my confessour; 

Ye been the salt of tlie erthe and the savour. 

For goddes love your pacicnce yc holdc; 

Tel me your grief:' and he anon him tolde. 

As yc han herd biforn, ye woot wcl what. 

llie lady of the hous ay stille sat. 

Til she had herd al what the frere sayde: 



'Ey, goddes moder/ quod she, 'blisful maydel 
Is ther oght elles? telle me feithfully/ 

'Madame,' quod he, ‘how thinketii yow her-by?' 

'How that me thinketh?' quod she; 'so god me speede, the 
1 seye, a cherl hath doon a cherlcs dede. Somnoua 

What shold I seye? god lat him never theel tale 

His syke heed is ful of vanitee, 

I hold him in a maner frenesye/ 

'Madame,' quod he, 'by god I shal nat lye; ^67 

But I on other weyes may be wreke, 

I shal diffame him over-al ther I speke. 

This false blasphemour, that charged me 
To parte that wol nat departed be. 

To every man y-liche, with meschaunce!' 

ITie lord sat stille as he were in a traunce. 

And in his herte he rolled up and doun, 

'How haclclc this cherl imaginacioun 
To shewe swich a probleme to the frere? 

Never erst er now herde I of swich matere; 

I trowe the devel puttc it in his minde. 

In ars-metryke shal ther no man findc, 

Bifom this day, of swich a questioun. 

Who sholde make a demonstracioun, 

That every man sholde have y-liche his part 
As of the soiin or savour of a fart? 

0 nyce proude cherl, I shrewe his face! 

Lo, sires,' quod the lord, with harde grace, 

'Who ever herde of swich a thing er now? 

To every man y-lyke? tel me how. 

It is an impossible, it may nat be! 

Ey, nyce cherl, god lete him never thee! 

The rumblinge of a fart, and every soun, 

Nis but of eir reverberacioun. 

And ever it wasteth lyte and lyte awey. 

Ther is no man can demen, by my fey. 

If that it were departed equally. 

What, lo, my cherl, lo, yet how shrcwedly 
Un-to my confessour to-day he spak! 

1 holde him certeyn a demoniak! 

Now ete your mete, and lat the cherl go pleye. 
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Lat him go honge himself, a devel weye!' 

Now stood the lordes sqiiyer at the bord, 

Tliat carf his mete, and herdc, word by word, 

Of all thinges of which I have yow sayd. 

'My lord,' quod he, 'be ye nat yvcl apayd; 

I coude telle, for a gounc-clooth. 

To yow, sir frcrc, so yc be nat wrooth, 

How that this fart sholde even deled be 
Among your covent, if it lyked me.' 

'Tel,' quod the lord, 'and thou shalt have anon 
A goune-cloth, by god and by Scint John!' 

'My lord,’ quod he, 'whan that the weder is fair, 
W^ith-outen wind or perturbinge of air, 

Lat bringe a cartwheel here in-to this hallc. 

But lokc that it have his spokes allc. 

Twelf spokes hath a cartwheel eonuinly. 

And bring me than twelf freres, woot yc why? 

For thrittenc is a covent, as 1 gesse. 

Tlic confessour hcer, for his worthinessc, 

Shal parfournc up the nombre of his eovent. 

Than shal they knclc doun, by oon assent. 

And to every spokes ende, in this inancrc, 

Ful sadly Icye his nose shal a frere. 

Your noble confessour, thcr god him save, 

Shal holdc his nose upright, under the nave. 

Than shal this cherl, with bely stif and toght 
As any tabour, hidcr been y-broglit; 

And sette him on the wheel right of this eart, 
Upon the nave, and make him lete a fart. 

And yc shul seen, up peril of iny lyf. 

By preve whieh that is demonstratif, 

Tliat equally the soun of it wol wendc, 

And eek the stink, un-to the spokes ende; 

Save that this worthy man, your confessour. 
By-cause he is a man of greet honour, 

Shal have the firste fruit, as rcson is; 

The noble usage of freres yet is this. 

The worthy men of hem shul first be served; 

And certcinly, he hath it weel deserved. 

He hath to-day taught us so much el good 



With preching in the pulpit thcr he stood, 

That I may vouche-sauf, I sey for me. 

He haddc the firstc smcl of fartes three. 

And so wolde al his covent hardily; 

He bercth him so fairc and holily/ 

The lord, the lady, and cch man, save the frere, 
Scyde that Jankin spak, in this matcrc. 

As wcl as Eiiclidc or [as] Ptholomce. 

Touchinge this chcrl, they scyde, subtiltee 
And heigh wit made him speken as he spak; 

He nis no fool, ye no demoniak. 

And Janik hath y-wonne a newc goune. — 

My talc is doon; wc been almost at tonne. 

Here endeth the Somnours Tale 
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The Clerkes Tale 


Here folweth the Prologe of the Clerkes Tale of Oxenford 


S I R clerk of Oxenford/ onr liostc sayde, 

‘Yc ryde as coy and stillc as dooth a mayde, 
Were newe spoused, sitting at the bord; 

Tins day nc herde I of your tongc a word. 

I trowe yc studic aboutc soin sophyme. 

But Salomon seith, “every thing hath tyme.*' 
Fod goddes sake, as beth of bettre eh ere. 

It is no tyme for to studicn here. 

T’cllc us some nicry talc, by your fey; 

For what man that is entred in a pley. 

He nedes moot unto the pley assente. 

But prcchc’th nat, as frcrcs doon in Lente, 

To make us for our oldc sinnes wepe, 

Nc that thy talc make us nat to slepe. 

Telle us som mcry thing of aventurcs; — 
Your termes, your colours, and your figures, 
Kepe hem in stoor til so be ye endyte 
Heigh style, as whan that men to kinges wryte, 
Speketh so plcyn at this tyme, I yow preye, 
That we may understonde what ye scye.' 

This worthy clerk benignely answerde, 
‘Hoste,’ quod he, T am under your yerde; 
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Ye han of us as now the governaiince. 

And therfor wol I do yow obeisaunce, 

As fcr as reson axeth, hardily. 

I wol yow telle a tale which that I 
Lcrncd at Padowc of a worthy clerk, 

As prcvcd by his wordcs and his wcrk. 

He is now deed and nayled in his chestc, 

I prey to god so yevc his sonic rcstc! 

Fraiinccys Petrark, the laureat poete, 

Ilightc this clerk, whos rethoryke swcctc 
Enlumincd al Itaillc of poctryc. 

As Lillian didc of philosophye 
Or lawc, or other art particiilcr; 

But deeth, that wol nat siiffrc us dw'cllcii Iiccr 
But as it w^ere a twinkling of an yt\ 

Hem bothe hath slayn, and allc sluil w e clyc. 

But forth to tcllcn of this worthy man. 

That taughtc me this talc, as I bigan, 

I scyc that first with heigh style he cnclytctli, 

Er he the body of his talc w rytclh, 

A proheme, in the which discryveth he 
Pemond, and of Sahiccs the contree, 

And speketh of Apennyn, tlie hillcs hyc. 

That been the boundcs of ^^'cst Liimbardyc, 
And of Mount Vcsulus in special, 

\^^lere as the Poo, out of a welle smal, 

1'aketh his firste springing and his sours, 

That cstward ay cncrcsseth in his sours, 

Tliat cstward ay cncrcsseth in his coins. 

To I'linelw^ard, to Fcrrarc, and Venyse: 

The w hich a long thing were to de\ yse. 

And trewely, as to my jugement, 

Me thinketh it a thing impertinent. 

Save that he w^ol conveyen his matcrc: 

But this his talc, wdiich that ye may here.’ 

Here biginneth the Talc of the CAerk of Oxenford 

Ther is, at the west syde of Itaillc, 

Doun at the rote of Vesulus the colde, 



A lusty playne, habundant of vitaille, 

Wher many a tour and toun thou mayst biholdc, 

That founded were in tyme of fadrcs oldc. 

And many another dclitable sightc, the 

And Saluces this noble contrcc highte. Clerkes 

TALK 

A markis whylom lord was of that londc, 

As were his worthy cldres him biforc; 

And obcisant and rcdy to his hondc ^ 

Were allc his ligcs, bothc lassc and more. 

Thus in dclyt he liveth, and hath don yore, 

Biloved and drad, thiirgh favour of fortune, 

Bothc of his lordes and of his commune. 

Therwith lie was, to speke as of linage, 

'I’hc gcntillcste y-born of Lumbardyc, 

A hir Dcrsonc, and strong, and yong of age. 

And fill of honour and of ciirlcisye; 

Discreet y-nogh his contrcc for to gyc, 

Save in somme thinges that he was to blame. 

And W alter was this yongc lordes name. 

I blame him thus, that he considcreth noght 
In tyme comingc what mighte him bityde. 

But on liis lust present was al his thoght. 

As for to haiikc and hunte one every' syde; 

Wei ny allc otherc cures Icct he slyde. 

And cck he noklc, and that was worst of alle, 

W^edde no wyf, for noght that may bifallc. 

Only that point his pcplc bar so sore, 

■^riiat flokmelc on a day they to him wente. 

And oon of hem, that wyscst was of lore, 

Or ellcs that the lord best woldc assente 
'riiat he shoklc telle him w'hat his pcple nicnte. 

Or ellcs coude he shew'c wcl swich matcre, 

He to the markis scyde as ye shul here. 

"O noble markis, your humanitee 
Assureth us and vcveth us hardincsse. 
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As ofte as tyme is of necessitee 

That we to yow mowe telle our hevinesse; 

Accepteth, lord, now for your gentillcsse. 

That we with pitous herte un-to yow pleyne, 
And Icte your eres nat my voys disdcyne. 

A1 have I noght to done in this matere 
More than another man hath in this place. 

Yet for as muche as ye, my lord so dere, 

Han alwey shewed me favour and grace, 

I dar the better aske of yow a space 
Of audience, to shewen our requeste, 

And ye, my lord, to doon right as yow Icste. 

For certes, lord, so wel us lyketh yow 
And al your werk and ever han doon, that we 
Ne coude nat us self devysen how 
Wc mightc liven in more fclicitcc, 

Save o thing, lord, if it your wille be, 

ITiat for to been a wedded man yow Icstc, 

Than were your peple m sovcrcyii hertes rcste. 

Boweth your nekkc under that blisful yok 
Of soveraynetee, noght of servyse. 

Which that men clepcth spousaillc or wedlok; 
And thenketh, lord, among your thoghtes wyse, 
How that our dayes passe in sonclry wyse; 

For though wc slepe or wake, or romc, or ryde. 
Ay fleeth the tyme, it nil no man abyde. 

And though your grene youthc flourc as yit, 

In crepeth age alwey, as stille as stoon. 

And deeth manaceth every age, and smit 
In ech estaat, for thcr escapeth noon: 

And al so certein as we knowc cchoon 
Tliat wc shul deyc, as uncerteyn wc alle 
Been of that day whan deeth shal on us falle. 


Accepteth than of us the trewe entente. 
That never yet refuseden your hestc, 



And we wol, lord, if that ye wol asscntc, 

Chese yow a wyf in short tyme, attc Icstc, 

Born of tlic gentilleste and of the mcste 

Of al this lond, so that it oghtc seme the 

Honour to god and yow, as we can deme. CIcrkcs 

TALE 

Deliver us out of al this bisy drede. 

And take a wyf, for hye goddes sake; 

For if it so bifclle, as god forbede, 3*75 

That thurgh your deeth your linage sholde slake. 

And that a straunge succcssour sholde take 
Your heritage, o! wo were us alyve! 

Wherfor we pray you hastily to w}we/ 

Hir meke preyere and hir pitous chere 
Made the markis herte han pitee. 

^ quod he, 'myn owcnc peplc dcrc. 

To that I never erst thoghtc streync me. 

I me rejoysed of my libertec. 

That seldc tyme is foiindc in mariage; 

Thcr I was free, 1 moot been in servage. 

But nathclees I sec your trewe entente, 

And truste upon your wit, and have don ay; 

Wlicrfor of my free wil I wol assente 
To wedde me, as sone as ever I may. 

But ther-as ye han profred me to-day 

To chese me a wyf, I yow rclcssc 

That choys, and prey yow of that profre ccsse. 

For god it woot, that children oftc been 
Unlyk her wortliy eldres hem bifore; 

Bountce comth al of god, nat of the strecn 
Of which they been engendred and y-bore; 

I truste in goddes bountec, and therforc 
My mariage and myn estaat and rcstc 
I him bitake; he may don as him leste. 

Lat me alone in chesinge of my wyf, 
lliat charge up-on my bak I w'ol endure; 



But I yow prcyc, and charge up-on your lyt, 
That what wyf that I take, ye me assure 
To worshipe hir, whyl that hir lyf may dure, 

In word and werk, bothe here and everywhere. 
As she an emperoures doghter were. 

And forthermore, this shal j^e swere, that ye 
Agayn my choys shul neither grucche nc stryve; 
For sith I shal forgoon my libertee 
At your requeste, as ever moot I thryve, 

Thcr as myn herte is set, ther wol I wyve; 

And but ye wolc assente in swicli manere, 

I prey yow, speketh na-more of this matcrc/ 

With hertly w'il they sworen, and assenten 
To al this thing, thcr scyde no wiglit nay; 
Bisekinge him of grace, cr that they wenten. 
That he woldc grauntcii hem a ccrtcin day 
Of his spousaille, as sonc as ever he may; 

For yet alwey the peple som-what dreddc 
Lest that this markis no wyf wolde wedde. 

He graunted hem a day, sw ich as him leste. 

On which he woldc be wedded sikerly. 

And scyde, he dide al this at hir requeste; 

And they, with humble entente, buxonly, 
Knelingc up-on her knees fill re\'crcntly 
Him thanken allc, and thus they han an ende 
Of hir entente, and hoom agayn they wende. 

And hecr-up-on he to his officeres 
Comaundeth for the feste to purveye. 

And to his privee knightes and squyercs 
Swich charge yaf, as him listc on hem leye; 

And they to his comandement obeyc. 

And ech of hem doth al his diligence 
To doon un-to the feste reverence. 


Explicit prima pars 
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Amonges thisc povre folk thcr dwcltc a man 
Which that was holden povrcst of hem allc; 

But hye god sora tyme senden can 
Ilis grace in-to a litcl oxes stallc: 

Janicula men of that throp him callc. 

A doghtcT hadde he, fair ymogh to sightc, 

^nd Cri''.ildis this yongc mayden hightc. 

But for to speke of vertuous bcautcc, 

TTian was she oon the faircstc under sonne; 

For povrclichc y-fostred up was she. 

No likerous lust was ihurgh hir herte y-ronne; 

Wcl of ter of the welle than of the tonne 
She drank, and for she woldc vertu plcse. 

She kne>y wcl labour, but non ydcl esc. 

But thogh this mayde tendre were of age. 

Yet in the brest of hir virginitcc 
Ther was enclosed rype and sad corage; 

And in greet reverence and charitee 
Hir olde povre fader fostred she; 

A fewe sheep spinning on fecld she kcptc. 

She woldc noght been ydcl til she slepte. 

And whan she hoomward cam, she woldc bringe 
Wortes or othere herbes tymes oftc. 

The whiche she shredde and sceth for hir livingc. 

And made hir bed ful harde and no-thing softc; 

And ay she kept hir fadres lyf on-loftc 


Noght fer fro thilke paleys honurablc 
Ther-as this markis shoop his mariage, 
Thcr stood a throp, of site delitablc. 

In which that povre folk of that village 
Hadden hir bestes and hir herbergage, 
And of hir labour took hir sustenance 
After that th'erthc yaf hem habundancc. 
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With everich obeisaunce and diligence 
That child may doon to fadrcs reverence. 

Up-on Grisilde, this povre creature, 

Ful ofte sythe this markis sette his ye 
As he on hunting rood paraventure; 

And whan it fil that he mightc hir espye. 

He noght with wantoun loking of folye 
His yen caste on hir, but in sad wyse 
Up-on hir chere he wolde him ofte avyse, 

Commending in his herte hir wommanhede, 
And eek hir vertu, passing any wight 
Of so yong age, as wel in chere as dede. 

For thogh the pcple have no greet insight 
In vertu, he considered ful right 
Hir bountcc, and disposed that he wolde 
Wedde hir only, if ever he wedde sholde. 

The day of wedding cam, but no wight can 
Telle what womman that it sholde be; 

For which mcrveillc wondred many a man. 
And scyden, whan they were in privctec, 
‘Wol nat our lord yet leve his vanitec? 

Wol he nat wedde? alias, alias tlie whyle! 
Why wol he thus him-self and us bigyle?' 

But natheles this markis hath don make 
Of gemmes, set in gold and in asure, 

Broches and ringes, for Grisildis sake. 

And of hir clothing took he the mesure 
By a mayde, lyk to hir stature, 

And eek of othere ornamentes alle 
That un-to swich a wedding sholde falle. 

The tyme of undem of the same day 
Approcheth, that this wedding sholde be; 
And al the paleys put was in array, 

Bothe halle and chambres, ech in his degree; 
Houses of ofBce stuffed with plentee 



Ther maystow seen of deyntevous vitaille. 
That may be founde, as fer as last Itaille. 


This royal markis, richcly arrayed, the 

liOrdes and ladyes in his companyc, Clerkes 

The whiehe unto the feste were y-prayed, ' tale 

And of his reteniie the baehclrye. 

With many a soun of sondry melodye, 

Un-to the village, of the which I toldc, 

In this array the rightc wey han holdc. 


Grisildc of this, god woot, ful innocent, 

That for hir shapen was al this array, 

To fccchen water at a wcllc is went. 

And cometh hoom as sonc as ever she may. 

For wcl slic hadde herd scyd, that thilke day 
The markis sholdc wedde, and, if she mighte. 
She woldc fayn han seyn som of that sightc. 

She thoghtc, 'I wol with othcrc maydens stonde, 
'Jliat been my felawcs, in our dorc, and see 
The niarkiscssc, and therfor wol I fonde 
To doon at hoom, as sonc as it may be, 

I hc labour which that longeth un-to me; 

And than I may at Icyscr hir biholde, 

H she this wey un-to the castcl holdc.' 

And as slie woldc over hir threshfold goon. 

The markis cam and gan hir for to callc; 

And slic set doun hir water-pot anoon 
Bisyde the threshfold, in an oxes stalle, 

And doun up-on hir knees she gan to falle. 

And ^\'ith sad contcnancc knclcth stillc 
'I il she had herd w'hat was the lordcs willc. 

'f'his thoghtful markis spak un-to this mayde 
Ful sobrely, and scyde in this manere, 

‘Wher is your fader, Grisildis?' he sayde. 

And slic with reverence, in humble chere, 
Answerde, ‘lord, he is al redv here.' 



And in she gooth with-outcn longer lette. 
And to the markis she hir fader fette. 
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He by the hond than took this olde man. 
And seyde thus, whan he him hadde asyde, 
‘Janieula, I neither may ne ean 
Lenger the plesanee of my herte hyde. 

If that thou vouche-sauf, what-so bityde. 
Thy doghter wol I take, er that I wende. 

As for my wyf, un-to hir lyves ende. 

I'hou lo\'est me, I woot it wel, eertyn. 

And art niy feithful lige man y-borc; 

And al that lyketh me, I dar wel seyn 
Itlykcth thee, and speeially thcrforc 
Tel me that poynt that I have seyd biforc, 
If that thou wolt un-to that purpos drawe. 
To take me as for thy sonc-in-lawc?' 

This sodeyn eas this man astoned so, 

That reed he wex, abayst, and al quaking 
He stood; unnethes seyde he wordcs mo, 
But only thus: iord/ quod he, ‘my willing 
Is as ye woIc, ne ayeines your lyking 
I woi no-thing; ye be my lord so dcre; 

Right as yow lust governeth this matere.’ 

‘Yet wol I,' quod this markis softcly, 

‘That in thy chambre I and thou and she 
Ila\'c a eollaeion, and wostow why? 
r or 1 wol axe if it hir wille be 
To be my wyf, and reule hir after me; 
And al this shal be doon in thy presence, 

I wol noght speke out of thyn audience.’ 

And in the chambre whyl they were aboiitc 
Hir tretis, which as ye shal after here. 

The pcplc cam un-to the hous with-oute. 
And wondred hem ii* how honest maiicre 
And tentifly she keptc hir fader dcre. 



But outerly Grisildis wondre mighte. 

For never erst nc saugh she swich a sighte. 

No wonder is tliogh that she were astoned 
lb seen so greet a gest conic in that place; 

She never was to swichc gestes woned. 

For which she loked with ful pale face. 

But shortly forth this talc for to chacc, 

Thise am llic wordcs that tlic inarkis sayde 
'lb this bciiignc verray fcitliful iiiaydc. 

'Grisildc,' he scyde, 'ye shul wd undcjstondc 
It lyketh to your fader and to me 
'riiat I yow wedde, and eck it may so stondc, 
'As I suppose, ye wol that it so be. 

But thise demandes axe I first/ quod lie, 

'I’li.iL, ^'lii it shal be doon in hastif wysc, 

Wol yc assentc, or dies yow avysc? 

I sc'yc this, be ye redy with good licrtc 
'Ib al my lust, and that I frely may. 

As me best thinketh, do yow laughc or .>mcrtc, 
And never yc to grucche it, night ne day? 

And eck wlian I scy ''ye,'' nc scy iiat ‘'nay/' 
Ncitlicr by word ne frowning contcnancc; 

Swer this, and here I swere our alliance/ 

Wondring upon this word, quaking for drede, 
She scyde, 'lord, undigne and unworthy 
Am I to thilke honour that yc me bede; 

But as ye wol your-self, right so wol T. 

And heer I swcrc that never willingly 
In werk ne thoght I nil yow disobeye, 
rbr to be deed, though me were looth to deye/ 

'Tliis is y-nogh, Grisilde myn!' quod he. 

And forth he gooth with a ful sobre cherc 
Out at the dore, and after that cam she. 

And to the pcple he seyde in this manere, 

‘Tliis is my wyf,' quod he, ‘that standeth here. 
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Honoureth hir, and loveth hir, I preye, 

Who-so me loveth; ther is na-more to seye/ 

And for that no-thing of hir oldc gere 
She sholde bringe in-to his hous, he bad 
That wommen sholde dispoilen hir right there; 
Of which thise ladyes were nat right glad 
To handle hir clothes wher-in she was clad. 

But natheles this mayde bright of hewe 
Fro foot to heed they clothed han al newe. 

Hir heres han they kembd, that lay untressed 
Ful rudely, and with hir fingres smale 
A corone on hir heed they han y-dressed. 

And settc hir ful of nowches grete and smale; 
Of hir array what sholde I make a talc? 
Unnethe the pcplc hir knew for hir fairncsse, 
Whan she translated was in swich richcssc. 

This markis hath hir spoused with a ring 
Broght for the same cause, and than hir sette 
Up-on an hors, snow-whyt and wcl ambling. 
And to his paleys, cr he lenger lette, 

With joyful peple that hir ladde and rnette, 
Conveyed hir, and thus the day they spende 
In revel, til the sonne gan dcsccndc. 

And shortly forth this tale for to chacc, 

I seye that to this newe markisesse 
God hath swich favour sent hir of his grace. 
That it ne semed nat by lyklinesse 
That she was born and fed in rudcncssc. 

As in a cote or in an oxc-stallc, 

But norished in an cmpcrourcs hallc. 

To every wight she woxen is so dere 
And worshipful, that folk ther she was bore 
And from hir birthe knewe hir yeer by ycre, 
Unnethe trowed they, but dorste han swore 
That to Janicle, of which I spak biforc. 



She doghter nas, for, as by conjecture, 

Hem thoughte she was another creature. 

For thogh that ever vertuous was she, 

She was encressed in swich excellence 
Of thewes gode, y-set in heigh bountee. 

And so discreet and fair of eloquence. 

So benigne and so digne of reverence, 

And coude so the peples hertc embrace, 

That ech hir lovede that loked on hir face. 

Noght only of Saluccs in tlic toiin 
Publiccd was the bountee of hir name. 

But cck bisyde in many a rcgioiin. 

If oon scyde wel, another scyde the same; 

So spradde of hir heigh bountee the fame, 

TIiaL iMcn and woinmen, as wcl yonge as olde, 
Goii to Saluce, upon hir to biholdc. 

Thus Walter lowly, nay but royally, 

Wedded with fortunat honcstctcc, 

In goddes pees livctli ful csily 
At hoom, and outward grace y-nogh had he; 
And for he saugh that under low degree 
Was ofte vertu hid, the pcplchim hcldc 
A prudent man, and tliat is scyn ful selde. 

Nat only this Grisildis thurgh hir wit 
Coude al the feet of wyfly hoomlinesse. 

But eek, whan that the cas requyred it, 

The commune profit coude she redresse. 

Ther nas discord, rancour, nc hevinesse 
In al that lond, tliat she nc coude apese. 

And wysly bringe hem alle in reste and ese. 

Though that hir housbondc absent were anoon. 
If gentil men, or othere of hir contree 
Were wrothe, she wolde bringen hem atoon; 

So wyse and rype wordes hadde she. 

And jugements of so greet equitcc. 




That she from hevcn sent was, as men wende, 
Peple to save and every wrong t’amende. 

Nat longe tyme after that this Grisild 
Was wedded, she a doughtcr hath y-bore, 

A1 had hir lever have bom a knave child. 

Glad was this markis and the folk therfore; 

For though a mayde child come al bifore, 

She may unto a knave child atteync 
By lyklihcd, sin she iiis nat barcync. 

Explicit secunda pars 

Incipit tercia pars 

Ther fil, as it bifallcth tymes mo, 

Whan that this child had souked but a tlirowe. 
This markis in his herte longeth so 
To tempte his wyf, hir sadnesse for to knowc. 
That he ne mighte out of his herte throwc 
Tliis mcrveillous desyr, his wyf t'assayc. 
Needless, god woot, he thoughtc hii for t’affrayc. 

He hadde assayed hir y-nogh bifore, 

And fond hir ever good; what neded it 
Hir for to tempte and alwey more and more? 
Though som men preise it for a subtil wit, 

But as for me, I scyc that yvcl it sit 
T'assayc a wyf whan that it is no nede, 

And putten her in anguish and in dredc. 

For which this markis wroghtc in this manere; 
He cam alone a-night, ther as she lay, 

With Sterne face and with ful trouble chere. 

And scyde thus, ‘Grisild,' quod he, ‘that day 
That I yow took out of your povre array, 

And putte yow in cstaat of heigh noblesse. 

Ye have nat that forgeten, as I gcssc. 

I seye, Grisild, this present dignitee. 

In which that I have put yow, as I trowe, 
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Makcth yow nat foryctfiil for to be 
That I yow took in povre estaat ful lowe 
For any wclc ye moot your-sclvcn knowc. 

Tak hede of every word that I yow seye, 

Ther is no wight that hereth it but wc tweye. 

Ye woot your-self wel, how that yc cam here 
In-to this lions, it is nat longc ago. 

And though to me that ye be lief and dcrc, 
IJn-to my gen tils yc be no-thing so; 

I'hcy scyn, to hem it is greet shame and wo 
hbr to be subgets and ben in servage 
To thee, that born art of a smal village. 

And namely, sith thy doghtcr was y-bore, 
Tliise wordes han they spoken doutclees; 

Pur * .lv.5yre, as I have doon bifore, 

'I\) live my lyf with hem in rcstc and pecs; 

I may nat in this caas be rccchelecs. 

I moot don with thy doghtcr for the beste, 
Nat as 1 wolde, but as my pcplc Icste. 

And yet, god wot, this is ful looth to me; 

But nathelecs with-outc your witing 
I wol nat doon, but this wol 1/ quod he, 

"Phat yc to me a.ssentc as in this thing. 

Shewe now your pacicncc in your working 
"J'hat yc me highte and swore in your village 
That (lay that maked was our manage.' 

\^^han she liad herd al this, she noght ameved 
Neither in word, or clicrc, or eountcnauncc; 
For, as it semed, she \^•as nat agreved; 

She scyde, ‘lord, al lyth in your plcsaunce. 

My child and I n'ith hertly obcisaunce 
Ben youres al, and }'C niowc save or spille 
Your owenc thing; werketh after your wille. 

Ther may no-thing, god so my soulc save, 
Lykcn to yow that may displese me; 



Ne I desyre no-thing for to have, 

Nc drede for to lesc, save only ye; 

Tliis wil is in myn liertc and ay shal be. 

No lengthe of tyme or dceth may this deface, 

Nc chaunge my corage to another place.' 

Glad was this markis of hir answering, 

But yet he feyned as he were nat so; 

A1 drery was his chcrc and his loking 
Whan that he sholde out of the chambre go. 
Sone after this, a furlong wey or two, 

He prively hath told al his entente 
Un-to a man, and to his wyf him sente. 

A maner sergeant was this privee man, 

The which that feitliful ofte he founden haddc 
In tliingcs grctc, and eck swich folk wel can 
Don execucioun on thinges badde. 

The lord knew wel that he him loved and dradde; 
And whan this sergeant wiste his lordes wille, 
In-to the chambre he stalked him ful stille. 

‘Madame,' he seyde, ye mote foryevc it me, 
Thogh I do thing to which I am constreyned; 

Yc ben so wys that ful wel knowc yc 
That lordes hestes mowe nat been y-feyned; 

They mowe wel been biwailled or complcyned. 
But men mot nede un-to her lust obeye, 

And so wol I; ther is na-more to scyc. 

This child I am comanded for to take' — 

And spak na-more, but out the cliild he hente 
Dcspitoiisly, and gan a chere make 
As though he wolde han slayn it cr he wente. 
Grisildis mot al suffren and consente; 

And as a lamb she siteth meke and stille. 

And Icet this cruel sergeant doon his wille. 

Suspecious was the diifame of this man. 

Suspect his face, suspect his word also; 



Suspect the tyme in which he this bigan. 

Allas! hir doghtcr that she lovede so 

She wende he wolde han slawcn it right tho. 

But natheles she neither weep ne syked, 
Consenting hir to that the markis lyked. 

But attc lastc speken she bigan. 

And mckcly she to the sergeant preyde. 

So as he was a worthy gcntil man, 

I’hat she moste kisse hir child cr that it deyde; 
And ill licr barm this litcl child she Icydc 
With fill sad face, and gan the child to kisse 
And lulled it, and after gan it blissc. 

And thus she scyde in hir benigne voys, 

‘bar weel, my child; I shal thee never see; 

But, silli 1 Lhec have marked with the croys. 

Of thilke fader blessed mote thou be. 

That for us deyde up-on a croys of tree. 

"lliy soule, litcl child, I him bitakc, 

Voi this night shal tow dycn for my sake/ 

I trowe that to a noricc in tliis cas 
It had ben hard this rewthe for to sc; 

Wcl miglite a mooder than han cryed ‘alias!’ 

But nathelees so sad stedfast was she. 

That she endured all advcrsitcc. 

And to die sergeant mekely she sayde, 

‘Have heer agayn your litcl yongc mayde. 

Gotli now,' quod she, ‘and dooth my lordes heste. 
But o thing wol I preye yow of your grace. 

That, but my lord forbad yow, attc leste 
Burieth this litcl body in soin place 
Tliat bestes ne no briddes it to-race/ 

But he no word wol to that purpos seye. 

But took the child and wente upon his weyc. 

This sergeant cam un-to his lord ageyn. 

And of Grisildis wordcs and hir cherc 
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He toldc him point for point, in short and playn, 
And him presentcth with his doghtcr dcrc. 
Somwhat this lord hath rewthe in his mancrc; 
But nathelees his purpos heeld he stille, 

As lordcs doon, whan they wol han hir wille; 

And bad his sergeant that he prively 
Sholde this child fill softe windc and wrappe 
With allc circumstances tcndrely, 

And caric it in a cofre or in a lappc; 

But, iip-on pcync his heed of for to swappc, 

That no man sholde knowe of his entente, 

Nc whenne he cam, nc whidcr that he wente; 

But at Boloignc to his suster dere. 

That thilke tyme of Panik was coiintessc. 

He sholde it take, and shewc hir this matcre, 
Bisekinge hir to don hir bisincssc 
This child to fostre in alle gcntilcssc; 

And whos child that it was he bad hir hyde 
From every wight, for oght that may bityde. 

The sergeant gooth, and hath fulfild this thing; 
But to this markis now rctourne wc; 

For now goth he ful faste imagining 
If by his wyves chcre he miglite see, 

Or by hir word apcrceyvc that she 

Were chaiingcd; but he never hir coude findc 

But ever in oon y-lyke sad and kindc. 

As glad, as humble, as bisy in servyse. 

And eek in love as she was wont to be, 

Was she to him in every rnancr wyse; 

Nc of hir doghtcr noght a word spak she. 

Non accident for noon adversitce 

Was seyn in hir, ne never hir doghtcr name 

Ne nempned she, in ernest nor in game. 


Explicit tercia pars 



Sequitur pars quarta 


In this cstaat thcr passed been fourc ycer 
Er she with childe was; but, as god woldc, 

A knave child she bar by this Walter, 

Eul gracious and fair for to biholdc. 

And whan that folk it to his fader toldc, 

Nat only he, but al his contree, meric 

Was for this child, and god they thanke and herie. 

Whan it was two 3 'ccr old, and fro the brest 
Departed of his noricc, on a day 
Tins niarkis caiightc yet another lest 
To tciiiptc his wyf yet of ter, if he may. 

0 needles was she tempted in assay! 

But wedded men ye knowe no mesiirc, 

j;: that they findc a pacient creature. 

‘Wyf,' quod this markis, 'ye han herd er this, 

My peple sikly berth our mariage. 

And namely, sith my sone y-boren is. 

Now is it worse than ever in al our age. 

The murmur slccth myn herte and my corage; 

Eor to myne cres comth the voys so smerte, 

Tliat it wcl ny destroyed hath myn herte. 

Now scy they thus, “whan Walter is agoon. 

Then shal the blood of Janiclc succede 
And been our lord, for other have we noon;'' 
Swiche wordes seith my peple, out of drede, 

\Vcl oughtc I of swich murmur taken hede; 
r or certeinly I drede swich sentence, 

71iough they nat plcyn speke in myn audience. 

1 woldc live in pees, if that I mighte; 

Wherfor I am disposed outcrly. 

As I his sustcr servede by nightc. 

Right so thenke I to serve him privcly; 

I’his warnc I yow, that ye nat sodcynly 



Out of your-self for no wo sholde outraye; 
Beth pacient, and thcr-of I yow preye/ 

'I have/ quod she, ‘scyd thus, and ever shal, 

I wol no thing, ne nil no thing, certayn, 

But as yow list; noght grevcth me at al, 

Thogh that my doghter and my sonc be slayn. 
At your comandement, this is to sayn. 

I have noght had no part of children twcyne 
But first sikncsse, and after wo and peync. 

Ye been our lord, doth with your owcne thing 
Right as yow list; axeth no reed at me. 

For, as I leftc at hoom al my clothing, 

Whan I first cam to yow, right so,' quod she, 
"Leftc I my wil and al my libcrtcc. 

And took your clothing; wherfor I yow preye. 
Doth your plcsaunce, I wol your lust obeye. 

And certes, if I hadde prescience 

Your wil to knowe er ye your lust me tolde, 

I wolde it doon with-outen necligcncc; 

But now I woot your lust and what yc wolde, 
Al your plesaunce ferme and stable 1 holde; 
For wiste I that my deeth wolde do yow cse. 
Right gladly wolde I dycn, yow to plesc. 

Deth may noght make no comparisoun 
Un-to your love:' and, whan this markis sey 
The Constance of his wyf, he caste adoun 
His yen two, and wondreth that she may 
In pacience stiff re al this array. 

And forth he gooth with drery contcnaunce. 
But to his herte it was ful greet plesaunce. 

Tliis ugly sergeant, in tlie same wyse 
That he hir doghter caughte, right so he. 

Or worse, if men worse can devyse, 

Hath hent hir sone, that ful was of beautee. 
And ever in oon so pacient was she. 
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Tliat she no cliere made of hcvinesse. 

But kistc hir sone, and after gan it blcsse; 

Save this; she preyed him that, if he mighte, 
Hir litcl sone he wolde in erthe grave. 

His tend re limes, dclicat to sighte. 

Fro foulcs and fro bestes for to save. 

But she non answer of him mighte have. 

He wente his wey, as him no thing ne roghte; 
But to Boloigne he tcndrely it broghte. 

This inarkis wondreth ever longer the more 
Up'On hir pacicncc, and if that he 
Nc haddc soothly knowen ther-biforc, 

'Fhat parhtly hir children lovede she, 
ile wolde have wend that of som subtiltec, 

Ar ^ malice or for cruel corage. 

That she had suffred this with sad visage. 

But wcl he knew that next him-sclf, certayn. 
She loved hir children best in every wyse. 

But now of wommen wolde I axen fayn, 

If thise assayes mighte nat suffysc? 

What coude a sturdy housbond more devyse 
To preve hir wyfliod and hir stedfastnessc. 
And he continuing ever in sturdinesse? 

But ther ben folk of swich condicioun. 

That, whan they have a certcin purpos take. 
They can nat stintc of hir entcncioun, 

But, right as they were bounden to a stake. 
They wol nat of that firste purpos slake. 
Right so this markis fiillichc hath purposed 
To temptc his wyf, as he was first disposed. 

He waiteth, if by word or contcnance 
That she to him was changed of corage; 

But never coude he finde variance; 

She was ay oon in herte and in visage; 

And ay the forthcr that she was in age, 



The more trewe, if that it were possible, 

She was to him in love, and more penible. 

For which it semed thus, that of hem two 
Ther nas but o wil; for, as Walter leste. 

The same lust was hir plesance also. 

And, god be thanked, al fil for the bcstc. 

She shewed wel, for no worldly unrestc 
A wyf, as of hir-self, no-thing ne sholdc 
Wille in effect, but as hir housbond woldc. 

The sclaundre of Walter oftc and wyde spradde. 
That of a cruel herte he wikkedly. 

For he a povre womman wedded haddc, 

Hath mordred bothe his children privcly. 

Swich murmur was among hem comunly. 

No wonder is, for to the pcplcs ere 

Ther cam no word but that they mordred were. 

For which, wher-as his peple thcr-bifore 
Had loved him wel, the sclaundre of his diffame 
Made hem that they him hatede therfore; 

To been a mordrer is an hateful name. 

But nathcles, for ernest nc for game 
He of his cruel purpos nolde stente; 

To tcinptc his wyf was set al his entente. 

Whan that his doghtcr twclf yeer was of age. 

He to the court of Rome, in subtil wysc 
Enformed of his wil, sente his message, 
Comaunding hem swichc bullcs to devyse 
As to his cruel purpos may suffysc, 

How that the pope, as for his pcplcs rcste, 

Bad him to wedde another, if him leste. 

I scye, he bad they sholde countrefete 
The popes bullcs, making mencioun 
That he hath Icvc his firste wyf to lete. 

As by the popes dispensacioun. 

To stintc rancour and dissencioun 
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Bitwixc liis pcplc and him; thus scyclc the bullc. 

The which they han publiced attc fulle. 

The rude pcplc, as it no wonder is, 

Wenden ful wel that it had been right so; 

But whan thise tydinges cam to Grisildis, 

I deme that hir hertc was ful wo. 

But she, y-lyke sad for evermo. 

Disposed was, this humble creature, 

Th adversitee of fortune al t’endurc. 

Abyding ever his lust and his plcsauncc. 

To whom that she was yeven, heiLe and al. 

As to hir verray worldly suffisaunce; 

But shortly if this storic I tcllcn shal, 

'^rhis markis writen hath in special 
A lettre in which he sheweth his entente. 

Ana sccfcly he to Boloignc is sente. 

To th'erl of Panik, which that hadde tho 
Wedded his sustcr, preyde he specially 
To bringen hoom agayn his children two 
In honurablc estaat al openly. 

But o thing he him preyede outcrly, 

'Iliat he to no wight, though men woldc enquere, 
Sholdc not telle, whos children that they were. 

But scyc, the mayden sholdc y-wedded be 
Un-to the markis of Saluce anon. 

And as this crl was preved, so didchc; 

For at day set he on liis wey is goon 
Toward Saluce, and lordcs many oon. 

In riche ^ay, this mayden for to gyde; 

Hir yongc brother ryding hir bisyde. 

Arrayed was toward hir mariage 

This fresshe mayde, ful of gemmes clere; 

Hir brother, which that seven yecr was of age. 
Arrayed cck ful fresh in his mancre. 

And thus in greet noblesse and with glad chore, 
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Toward Saluces shaping hir journey, 

Fro day to day they ryden in hir wey. 

Explicit quarta pars 

Sequitur quinta pars 

Among al this, after his wikke usage. 

This markis, yet his wyf to tempte more 
To the uttcreste preve of hir eorage. 

Fully to han experienee and lore 
If that she were as stedfast as bifore, 

He on a day in open audienee 

Ful boistously hath seyd hir this sentenee: 

‘Certes, Grisildc, I hadde y-nough plesaunce 
To han yow to my wyf for your goodnessc. 

As for your trouthe and for your obeisaunee, 
Nought for your linage nc for your rich esse; 
But now knowc I in verray sooth fastnesse 
That in gret lordshipe, if I wcl avysc, 

Iher is gret servitute in sondry wysc. 

I may nat don as every plowman may; 

My pcplc me constreyiicth for to take 
Another wyf, and crycn day by day; 

And cek the pope, rancour for to slake, 
Consenteth it, that dar I undertake; 

And trewelichc thus muche I wol yow scyc. 
My newe wyf is coming by tlic wcyc. 

Be strong of herte, and voyde anon hir place. 
And thilke dower tliat ye broghten me 
Tak it agayn, I graunte it of my graqp; 
Rctoumeth to your fadres hous,' quod he; 
'No man may alwey han prosper itcc; 

With cvene herte I rede yow t'endure 
The strook of fortune or of aventure/ 

And she answerde agayn in pacience, 

'My lord,' quod she, 'I woot, and wiste alway 



How that bitwixen your magnificence 
And niy poverte no wight can ne may 
Maken comparison; it is no nay. 

I ne heeld me never digne in no manere 
To be your wyf, no, ne your chambererc. 

And in this hous, ther ye me lady made — 
The heighc god take I for my witnesse. 

And also wisly he my soule glade — 

I never heeld me lady ne maistresse, 

But humble servant to your worthinesse, 

And ever shal, whyl that my lyf may dure, 
Aboven every worldy creature. 

Tliat ye so longe of your benignitee 
Han holden me in honour and noblcyc, 
V/^f*r-as I was noght worthy for to be, 

That thonke I god and yow, to whom I preye 
Foryelde it yow; there is na-more to seye. 
Un-to my fader gladly wol 1 wende. 

And with him dwelle un-to my lyves ende. 

Ther I was fostred of a ehild fill smal. 

Til I be deed, my lyf ther wol I ledc 
A widwe elene, in body, herte, and al. 

For sith I yaf to yow iny maydenhede 
And am your trewe wyf, it is no drede, 

God shilde swieh a lordes wyf to take 
Another man to housbondc or to make. 

And of your newc wyf, god of his graee 
So graiinte yow wele and prosperitee: 

For I wol gladly yelden hir my place. 

In which that I was blisful wont to be, 

I'br sith it lyketh yow, my lord,' quod she, 
‘That whylom weren al myn hertes reste, 
ITiat I shal goon, I wol gon whan yow leste. 

But ther-as ye me profre swich dowaire 
As I first broghte, it is wel in my minde 
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It were my wreeelied elothes, no-tliing faire, 
ITie whieh to me were hard now for to finde. 

0 gode god! how gen til and how kinde 
Ye semed by your speehe and your visage 
The day that maked was our mariage! 

But sooth is seyd, algate I finde it trewe — 

For in effect it preved is on me — 

Love is noght old as whan that it is newc. 

But certes, lord, for noon adversitce. 

To dyen in the cas, it shal nat be 
That ever in word or werk I shal repen tc 
That I yow yaf myn herte in hool entente. 

My lord, ye woot that, in my fadres place, 

Ye dede me strepe out of my povre wedc, 

And richely me cladden, of your grace. 

To yow broghtc I noght dies, out of drede. 

But feyth and nakednesse and maydenhede. 
And here agayn my clothing I restore, 

And cek my wedding-ring, for evermore. 

The remcnant of your jewels redy be 
In-with your chambre, dar I saufly sayn; 

Naked out of my fadres hous,' qu,Qd she, 

‘I cam, and naked moot I turne agayn. 

A1 your plcsaiincc wol I folw^en fayn; 

But yet I hope it be nat your entente 
Tliat I smoklccs out of your palcys wcntc. 

Ye coude nat doon so dishoncstc a thing, 

That thilke wombe in which your children leye 
Sholdc, biforn the pcplc, in my walking. 

Be seyn al bare; wherfor I yow preye, 

Lat me nat lyk a worm go by the weye. 
Remcmbre yow, myn owene lord so dcre, 

1 was your wyf, thogh I unworthy were. 

Wherfor, in guerdon of my maydenhede, 
Which that I broghtc, and noght agayn I here. 
As voucheth sauf to yeve me, to my mede. 



But swich a smok as I was wont to were, 

I’hat I therwith may wrye the wombe of here 
'f’hat was your wyf; and heer take I my leve 
Of yow, myn owenc lord, lest I yow greve/ 

^Thc smok,' quod he, 'that thou hast on thy bak, 
Lat it be stille, and ber it forth with thee.' 

But wcl unnethes thilke word he spak, 

But wente his wey for rewthe and for pitee. 
Biforn the folk hir-sclvcn strepeth she. 

And in hir smok, with heed and foot al bare. 
Toward hir fader hous forth is she fare. 

I’hc folk hir folwe wepinge in hir weye. 

And fortune ay they cursen as they goon; 

But she fro weping kcptc hir yen dreye, 

Nc in this tyme word nc spak she noon, 
j lir lacicr, that this tyding herde anoon, 

Curseth the day and tyme that nature 
Shoop him to been a ly\'cs creature. 

For out of doutc this oldc povre man 
W'^as ever in suspect of hir mariage; 
h or c\'cr he denied, sith that it bigan, 

'That whan the lord fulfiled had his corage. 

Him woldc thinkc it were a disparage 
To his cstaat so lowc for t'alightc. 

And voyden hir as sonc as ev'cr he mighte. 

Agayns his doghter hastilich goth he. 

For he by noysc of folk knew hir cominge. 

And with hir oldc cote, as it mighte be. 

He covered hir, ful sorw^efully wepinge; 

But on hir body mighte he it iiat bringe. 

For rude was the cloth, and more of age 
By dayes fele than at hir mariage. 

Tims with hir fader, for a certeyn space, 
Dwellcth this flour of wyfly pacience, 

I’hat neither by hir wordcs nc hir face 
Biforn the folk, nc eck in hir absence. 
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Ne shewed she that hir was doon offence; 

Nc of hir heigh cstaat no rcmcmbraunce 
Ne hadde she, as by hir countenaunce. 

No wonder is, for in hir grete cstaat 
Hir goost was ever in pleyn humylitce; 

No tendre mouth, non herte delicaat, 

No pompc, no seniblant of royaltce, 

But ful of pacient benignitee, 

Discreet and prydcles, ay honurable, 

And to hir housbonde ever meke and stable. 

Men Speke of Job and most for his huTiiblcsse, 

As clerkes, whan hem list, can wcl endyte, 

Namely of men, but as in soothfastnesse, 

Tliogh elerkes preyse wommen but a ly tc, 
llier can no man in humblcsse him acqnytc 
As womman can, nc can ben half so trewe 
As wommen been, but it be falle of-ncwc. 

[Pars Sexto] 

Fro Boloignc is this crl of Panik come. 

Of which the fame up-sprang to more and Icssc, 

And in tlic peplcs cres allc and sonic 

Was couth cek, that a newe inarkiscssc 

He with him broghte, in swich pompc and riclicssc, 

That never was ther scyn with inanncs yc 

So noble array in al West Lumbardyc. 

The markis, which that shoop and knew al this, 

Er that this erl was come, sente his message 
For thilke sely povre Grisildis; 

And she with humble herte and glad visage, 

Nat with no swollen thoght in hir corage, 

Cam at his heste, and on hir knees hir sette. 

And reverently and wysly she him grette. 

‘Grisild,’ quod he, *my wille is outcrly. 

This mayden, that shal wedded been to me, 
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'Nat only, lord, that I am glad,' quod she, 

'To doon your lust, but I dcsyrc also 
Yo^v for to serve and plesc in iny degree 
Witli-ouien feynting, and shal cvermo. 

Ne never, for no wele nc no wo, 

Nc shal the gost with-in myn herte stente 
‘I'o love yovv best with al my Irewc entente/ 

And will I that word she gan the hous to dighte. 

And tables for to sette and beddes make; 

And peyned hir to doon al that she mighte. 

Preying the chambercrcs, for godclcs sake, 

'lb hasten hem, and faste swepe and shake; 

And she, the mostc scrvisablc of alle. 

Hath every charnbre arrayed and his halle. 

Abouten undern gan this crl alighte, 

'I’hat with him broghte thise noble children tweye, 
l‘br which tlie peple ran to seen the sighte 
Of hir array, so richely biseyc; 

And than at erst amonges hem tlicy scye, 

Tliat Walter was no fool, thogli that him lestc 
To chaungc his wyf, for it was for the beste. 

For she is fairer, as they demon allc, 

^rhan is Grisild, and more tendre of age, 


Rcceyved be to-inorw c as royally 
As it possible is in myn hous to be. 

And cck that every w'ight in his degree 
Have his estaat in sitting and servyse 
And heigh plesaunce, as I can best devyse. 

I have no wommen sufEsaunt eertayn 
The ehambres for t'arraye in ordinaunce 
After my lust, and therfor woldc I fayn 
That thyn were al swich manor govcrnaunce; 
I’hou knowest eek of old*al my plesaunce; 
lliough thyn array be baddc and yvcl biseye, 
Do thou thy devoir at the lecste weye.' 



And fairer fruit bitwene hem sholdc falle, 

And more plesant, for hir heigh linage; 

Hir brother eck so fair was of visage, 

That hem to seen the peple hath eaught plesaunce. 
Commending now the markis governaunce. — 

Auctor. ‘O stormy peple! unsad and ever untrewe! 

Ay undiscreet and chaunging as a vane, 

Delyting ever in rumbcl that is newe. 

For lyk die monc ay wexe ye and wane; 

Ay ful of clapping, dere y-nogh a jane; 

Your doom is fals, your Constance yvel preveth, 

A ful greet fool is he that on yow Icveth!' 

Thus seyden sadde folk in that citee, 

Whan that the peple gazed up and doun, 

For they were glad, right for the noveltee. 

To han a newe lady of hir toun. 

Na-morc of this make I now mcncioun; 

But to Grisildc agayn wol I me dresse. 

And telle hir constance and hir bisinesse. — 

Ful bisy was Grisilde in every thing 
That to the festc was apertinent; 

Right noght was she abayst of hir clothing, 

Tliough it were rude and somdcl cck to-rent. 

But with glad chere to the yate is went, 

With other folk, to grete the markisesse. 

And after that doth forth hir bisinesse. 

With so glad chore his gestes she rcccyveth. 

And eonningly, cvcrich in his degree, 

That no defaute no man apereyveth; 

But ay they wondren what she mightc be 
That in so povre array was for to see, 

And coude swich honour and reverence; 

And worthily they preisen hir prudence. 

In al this mene whyle she ne stentc 

This mayde and cek hir brother to commende 



With al liir herte, in ful bcnigne entente, 

So wel, that no man eoiide hir prys amende. 

But atte laste, whan that thisc lordes wende 

To sitten doiin to mete, he gan to eallc the 

Grisilde, as she was bisy in his halle. Clerkes 
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‘Grisilde,' quod he, as it were in his plcy, 

‘How lyketh thee my wyf and hir bcaiitce?' 

‘Right wel,’ quod she, ‘my lord; for, in good fey, 401 

A fairer say I never noon than she. 

I prey to god yeve hir prosperitec; 

And so hope I that he wol to yow sende 
Plesance y-nogh un-to your lyves ende. 

0 thing biseke I yow and warne also, 
llrat ye ne prikke with no tormentinge 
T^r ♦^^'ndre mayden, as ye han don mo; 

For she is fostred in hir norishinge 
More tcndrely, and, to my supposinge. 

She coiide nat adversitee endure 

As eoude a povre fostred ereature.’ 

And whan this Walter say hir paeienee, 

Hir glade chere and no malice at al. 

And he so ofte had dooii to hir offence. 

And she ay sad and constant as a wal. 

Continuing ever hir innocence overal. 

Til is sturdy markis gan his herte dresse 
To rewen up-on hir wyfly stedfastnesse. 

‘This is y-nogh, Grisilde myn,’ quod he, 

‘Be now na-more agast nc yvcl apayed; 

1 have thy feith and thy benignitec, 

As wel as ever womman was, assayed. 

In greet estaat, and povreliche arrayed. 

Now knowc I, derc wyf, thy stedfastnesse,’ — 

And hir in armes took and gan hir kesse. 

And she for wonder took of it no keep; 

She herdc nat what thing he to hir scyde; 
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She ferde as she had stert out of a sleep, 

Til she out of hir mascdnessc abreydc. 

‘Grisilde/ quod he, ‘by god that for us deyde. 
Thou art my wyf, ne noon other I have, 

Ne never hadde, as god my soule savel 

This is thy doghter which thou hast supposed 
To be my wyf; that otlier faithfully 
Shal be myn heir, as I have ay purposed; 

Thou bare him in thy body trcwcly. 

At Boloigne have I kept hem prively; 

Tak hem agayn, for now may stow nat seye 
That thou hast lorn non of thy children tweyc. 

And folk that otherweyes han scyd of me, 

I warne hem wcl that I have doon this dede 
For no malice ne for no crueltec. 

But for t'assaye in thee thy wommanhede, 

And nat to sleen my children, god forbedel 
But for to kepe hem prively and stillc, 

Til I thy purpos knewe and al thy wille/ 

Whan she this herde, aswownc doiin she fallcth 
For pitous joye, and after hir swowningc 
She bothe hir yonge children un-to hir callcth, 
And in hir armes, pitously wepingc, 

Embraceth hem, and tendrely kissingc 
Ful lyk a mooder, with hir salte teres 
She batheth bothe hir visage and hir heres. 

O, which a pitous thing it was to see 
Hir swowning, and hir humble voys to here! 
‘Grauntmercy, lord, that thanke I yow,' quod she. 
That ye han saved me my children derc! 

Now rekke I never to ben deed right here; 

Sith I stonde in your love and in your grace, 

No fors of deeth, nc whan my spirit pace! 

O tendre, o dere, o yonge children myne. 

Your woful mooder wendc stedfastly 



That cruel houndes or som foul vermyne 
Haddc cten yow; but god, of his mercy. 

And your benigne fader tendrely 

Hath doon yow kept;' and in that same stoundc the 

A1 sodcynly she swapte adoun to grounde. Clerkes 
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And in her swough so sadly holdeth slie 

Hir children h^ o, whan she gan hem t'cmbrace. 

That with greet sleigh tc and greet difEcultce 403 

llic children from hir arm they gonne arace. 

O many a teer on many a pitous face 
Doun ran of hem that stoden hir bisyde; 

Unnethe a]:)Outcn hir mightc they abyde. 

Walter hir gladcth, and hir sorwe slaketh; 

She ryselh up, abaysed, from hir trauncc. 

And cvcT)r wight hir joye and festc maketh, 

I'il she Hath caught agayn hir contcnaunce. 

Walter hir dooth so fcithfully plesauncc, 

That it was deyntee for to seen the eh ere 
Bitwixe hem two, now they ben met y-fere. 

Tliise ladycs, whan that they hir tyme say, 

Han taken hir, and in-to chambre goon, 

And strepen hir out of hir rude array. 

And in a cloth of gold that brightc shoon. 

With a corounc of many a riche stoon 
Up-on hir heed, they in-to halle hir broghte. 

And thcr she was honoured as hir oghtc. 

Thus hath this pitous day a blisful ende, 

Tor every man and wommaii dooth his might 
This day in murthc and revel to dispende 
Til on the welknc shoon the sterres light. 

For more solempne in every mannes sight 
This festc was, and gretter of costage. 

Than was the revel of hir mariage. 

Ful many a yeer in heigh prosperitcc 
Liven thise two in concord and in reste. 
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And richely his doghtcr maried he 
Un-to a lord, oon of the worthieste 
Of al Itaillc; and than in pees and rcste 
His wyves fader in his court he kepeth, 

Til that the soule out of his body crepeth. 

His sone suceedeth in his heritage 
In reste and pees, after his fader day; 

And fortunat was eck in mariage, 

Al putte he nathis wyf in greet assay. 

This world is nat so strong, it is no nay, 

As it hath been in olde tymes yore, 

And herkneth what this auctour seitli thcrforc. 

This storic is seyd, nat for that wyves slioldc 
Folwen Grisilde as in huinilitcc. 

For it were importable, though they woldc; 

But for that every wight, in his degree, 

Sholde be constant in advcrsitcc 

As was Grisilde; therfor Petrark wTyteth 

This storie, which with heigh style he endyteth. 

For, sith a womman was so pacient 
Un-to a mortal man, wel more us oghtc 
Receyven al in grcc that god us sent; 

For greet skile is, he preve that he wroghtc. 

But he ne tempteth no man that he boghte, 

As scith seint Jame, if ye his pistcl rede; 

He preveth folk al day, it is no dredc. 

And suffreth us, as for our cxcrcysc. 

With sharpe scourges of advcrsitcc 
Ful oftc to be bete in sondry wyse; 

Nat for to knowe our wil, for certes he, 

Er we were born, knew al our frelctce; 

And for our beste, is al his governaunce; 

Lat us than live in vertuous suffrauncc. 


But o word, lordinges, herkneth cr I go: — 
It were ful hard to finde now a dayes 
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Lenvoy de Chaucer 

H i 'iclc is deed, and cek hir pacicnce. 

And l^othe atones buried in Ttaille; 

For which I cryc in open audience, 

No w'cdded man so hardy be t’assaille 
Ilis W'yvcs pacicncc, in hope to findc 
Grisildcs, for in ccrtcin he shall faille! 

O noble wy\'cs, fill of heigh prudence, 

Lat noon huiiiilitcc your tongc naillc, 

Nc lat no clerk have cause or diligence 
To wiy tc of yow a storic of svvich mcrvaillc 
As of Grisildis pacient and kindc; 

Lest Chichcvache yow swelwc in hir cntraille! 

Folweth Ekko, thatholdcth no silence. 

But cverc answereth at the countrctaille; 

Beth nat bidaffed for your innocence, 

But sharply tak on yow the go\'crnaillc. 
Einprinteth wel this lesson in your minde 
For commune profit, sith it may availlc. 

Ye archewyves, stondeth at defenee. 

Sin yc be strongc as is a greet camaillc; 

Ne suffreth nat that men yow doon offence. 


In al a toun Grisildes three or two; 

For, if that they were put to swiche assayes, 
'File gold of hem hath now so badde alayes 
Witli bras, that thogh the coync be fair at yd, 
It wolde rather breste a-two than plyc. 

For which heer, for the wyves love of Bathe, 
Whos lyf and al hir secte god mayntene 
In heigh maistrye, and ellcs were it scathe, 

I wol with lusty hertc fresshe and grenc 
Seyn yow a song to glade yow, I w'ene. 

And lat us stinte of erncstful materc: — 
Herkiicth my song, that scith in this manere. 
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And sclcndre wyvcs, feble as in bataillc, 

Beth egre as is a tygre yond in Inde; 

Ay clappeth as a mille, I yow consaille. 

Ne dreed hem nat, do hem no reverence; 

For though thyn housbonde armed he in maille, 

The arwes of thy crabbed eloquence 
Shal perce his brest, and eek his aventaillc; 

In jalousyc I rede eek thou him binde, 

And thou shalt make him couchc as dooth a quaille. 

If thou be fair, thcr folk ben in presence 
Shew thou thy visage and thyn apparaille; 

If thou be foul, be free of thy dispcncc, 
lb gctc thee frccndcs ay do thy travaillc; 

Be ay of chcrc as light as Icef on linde, 

And lat him care, and wepe, and wringc, and waillcl 

Hare endeth the Clerk of Oxonford his Tale 



The Marchantes Tale 


The pTologe of the Marchantes Tale 


W E PING and wayling, care, and other sorwe 
I know y-nogh, on even and a-niorwe/ 
Ouod the Marchaunt, ‘and so don othcre mo 
That wedded been, I trowe tliat it be so. 

For, wcl I woot, it farcth so with me. 

I have a wyf, the worstc that may be; 

For thogh the feend to hir y-coupled were. 

She wolde him overmacchc, I dar wel swere. 
What sholde I yow rehcrce in special 
Ilir hyc malice? she is a shrewe at al. 

Ther is a long and large difference 
Bitwix Grisildis grete pacience 
And of my wyf the passing cnicltee. 

Were I unbounden, al-so moot 1 theel 
I wolde never eft comen in the snare. 

W c wedded men live in sorv^^c and eare; 

Assaye who-so wol, and he shal finde 
I seye sooth, by seint Tlionias of Inde, 

As for the more part, I sey nat alle. 

God shilde that it sholde so bifalle! 

A! good sir boost! I have y-wedded be 
Thise monthes two, and more nat, pardec: 
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And yet, 1 trowc, he that al his lyve 

Wyflccs hath been, though that men wolde him ryve 

Un-to the herte, nc coude in no manerc 

Tcllen so muchcl sorwe, as I now here 

Coude tellcn of my wyves cursednesse!' 

'Now,* quod our boost, 'Marchaunt, so god yow blcsse, 
Sin ye so muchel knowen of that art, 

I’ul hcrtcly I pray yow telle us part/ 

'Gladly,* quod he, but of myn owene sore, 

For sory herte, I telle may na-morc/ 

Here higinneth the Marchantes Tale 

Wliyloin thcr was dwcllingc in Limibardye 
A worthy knight, that born was of Pavyc, 

In which he lived in greet prosperitee; 

And sixty yeer a wyflecs man was he, 

And folwed ay his bodily delyt 
On wommen, thcr-as was his appetyt, 

As doon thise foies that ben scculccr. 

And whan that he was passed sixty yeer, 

Were it for holinessc or for dotage, 

I can nat scyc, but swich a greet corage, 

Iladdc this knight to been a wedded man, 

That day and night he dooth al that he can 
T*espycn where he mightc wedded be; 

Preyingc our lord to granten him, that he 
Mightc ones knowc of thilke blisfnl lyf 
That is bitwixe an housbond and his wyf; 

And for to live under that holy bond 

With which that first god man and womman bond. 

'Non other lyf,* scyde he, 'is worth a bene; 

For wedlok is so csy and so clcnc. 

That in this world it is a paradys.* 

Thus scyde this olde knight, that was so wys. 

And certcinly, as sooth as god is king. 

To take a wyf, it is a glorious thing, 

And namely whan a man is old and hoor; 

Thanne is a wyf the fruit of his tresor. 

Than sholde he take a yong wyf and a feir. 



On which he mightc cngcndren him an heir, 
And ledc his lyf in joyc and in solas, 

Wher-as thisc bachelercs singe ‘alias,' 

Whan that they finden any adversitcc 
In love, which nis but childish vanitcc. 

And trewely it sit wcl to be so, 

That bachelercs have often peyne and wo; 

On brotcl ground they builde, and brotclncsse 
Tliey finde, whan they wene sikcrncssc. 

'Fhcy live but as a brid or as a bestc. 

In libcrtcc, and under non arcstc, 

Ther-as a wedded man in his cstaat 
Liveth a lyf blisful and ordinaat, 

Under the yok of niariage y-boundc; 

Wcl may his herte in joye and blissc habounde. 
For who can be so buxom as a wyf? 

Who *0 iiewe, and eek so ententyf 
To kepe him, syk and hool, as is his make? 

For wele or wo, she wol him nal forsake. 

She nis nat wery him to love and serve, 

Thogh that he lyc bedrede til he sterve. 

And yet somme clerkcs scyn, it nis nat so. 

Of whiche he, Theofraste, is oon of tho. 

What force though Theofraste, liste lyc? 

‘Ne take no wyf,' quod he, ‘for housbondrye, 

As for to spare in household thy dispence; 

A trewc servant dooth more diligence. 

Thy good to kepe, than thyn owene \\yf. 

For she wol clayme half part al liir lyf; 

And if that thou be syk, so god me save. 

Thy verray frendes or a trewe knave 
Wol kepe thee bet than she that waiteth ay 
After thy good, and hath don many a day.' 
And if thou take a wyf un-to thyn hold, 
h’ul lightly maystow been a cokewold. 

This sentence, and an hundred thinges worse^ 
Wpyteth this man, ther god his bones corse! 
But take no kepe of al swich vanitee; 

Dcltyc Tlieofraste and herkc me. 

A wyf is goddes yiftc verraily; 
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Alle other maner yiftcs hardily, 

As londes, rentes, pasture, or commune. 

Or moebles, alle ben yiftes of fortune. 

That passen as a shadwc upon a wal. 

But drcdelces, if pleynly speke I shal, 

A wyf wol laste, and in thyn hous endure, 

Wei lenger than thee list, paraventure. 

Mariage is a ful gret sacrement; 

He which that hath no wyf, I holde him shen^ 
He liveth helplees and al dcsolat, 

I speke of folk in seculer estaat. 

And herke why, I scy nat this for noght, 

That womman is for mannes help y-wroght. 

The hyc god, whan he hadde Adam maked. 

And saugh him al allone, bcly-nakcd, 

God of his grete goodnesse scyde than, 

"Lat us now make an help un-to this man 
Lyk to him-self;" an tlianne he made him Eve. 
Heer may ye se, and hecr-by may yc prevc, 

That wyf is mannes help and his coiifort. 

His paradys terrestre and his disport 
So buxom and so vertuous is she, 

They moste nedes live in unitce. 

O flesh they been, and o flesh, as I gesse. 

Hath but on herte, in wele and in distresse. 

A wyf! a! Seinte Marie, ben'eite! 

How mighte a man han any advcrsitcc 
That hath a wyf! certes, I can nat scyc. 

The blisse which that is bitwixe hcTn tweye 
Thcr may no tonge telle, or herte thinkc. 

If he be povre, she helpeth him to swinke; 

She kepeth his good, and wasteth never a deel; 

Al that hir housbonde lust, liir lyketh wcel; 

She seith not ones *iiay,' when he seitli *yc.' 
'Do this,' seith he; 'al redy, sir,' seith she. 

O blisful ordre of wedlok preeious. 

Thou art so mcry, and eek so vertuous, 

And so commended and approved eek. 

That every man that halt him worth a leek, 

Up-on his bare knees oghte al his lyf 



Thanken his god that him hath sent a wyf; 

Or dies preye to god him for to sende 
A wyf, to laste un-to his lyves ende. 

For thanne his lyf is set in sikcrnesse; the 

He may nat be deceyved, as I gesse, Marchantcj 

So that he werke after his wyves reed; tale 

'Ilian may he boldly beren up his heed, 

1 hey been so trewe and ther-with-al so wyse; 

For which, if Ihou wolt werken as the wyse, 1 

Do alwey so as wommen wol thee rede. 

Lo, how that Jacob, as thise elerkes rede. 

By good conseil of his moder Rebckkc, 

Bond the kides skin aboute his nckke; 

Thurgh which his fadres benisoun he wan. 

Lo, Judith, as the storie eek telle can. 

By wys conseil she goddes peplc kepte. 

And MiPj Olofernus, whyl he slepte. 

Lo Abigayl, by good conseil how she 
Saved hir housbond Nabal, whan that he 
Sholdc han be slayn; and lokc. Ester also 
By good conseil delivered out of wo 
'File peplc of god, and made him, Mardochee 
Of Assuere enhaunced for to be. 

Ther nis no-thing in gree superlatyf. 

As seith Senck, above an humble wyf. 

Suffre thy w)wes tonge, as Caton bit; 

She shal comande, and thou shalt suffren if; 

And yet she wol obeye of curtcisye. 

A wyf is keper of thyn housbondrye; 

Wcl may the syke man biwaille and wepc, 

Ther-as ther nis no wyf the hous to kepe. 

I wamc thee, if ^^7sly thou wolt wirche, 

Love wel thy wyf, as Crist loveth his chirche. 

If thou Invest thy-self, thou lovest thy wyf; 

No man hateth his flesh, but in his lyf 
He fostreth it, and tlierfore bidde I thee, 

Chprisse thy ^^^f, or thou shalt never thee. 

Housbond and wyf, what so men jape or pleyc, 

Of worldly folk holden the siker weye; 

Tliey been so knit, ther may noon harm bityde: 



And namely, up-on the wyves syde. 

For which this Januarie, of whom I toldc. 
Considered hath, inwith his daycs oldc, 

Tlic lusty lyf, the vertuoiis quiete, 

That is in mariagc hony-swetc; 

And for his frecndes on a day he sente. 

To tellen hem th 'effect of his entente. 

With face sad, his tale he hath hem told; 

He scyde, ‘frecndes, I am hoor and old. 

And almost, god wot, on my pittes brinkc; 
Up-on my soulc somwhat mostc I tliinkc. 

I have my body folily despended; 

Blessed be god, that it shal been amended! 

For I wol be, certeyn, a wedded man. 

And that anoon in al the haste I can, 

Un-to som mayde fair and tendre of age. 

I prey yow, shapeth for my mariagc 
Al sodeynly, for I wol nat abyde; 

And I wol fondc t'espycn, on my syde. 

To whom I may be wedded hastily. 

But for-as-muche as ye ben mo than I, 

Ye shullcn rather swich a thing espycn 
Tlian I, and wher me best were to allyen. 

But o thing warne I yow, my frecndes dere, 

I wol non old wyf han in no maiiere. 

She shal nat passe twenty yecr, certayn; 

Old fish and yong flesh wolde I have ful fayn. 
Bet is,' quod he, ‘a pyk than a pikercl; 

And bet than old bocf is the tendre vccl. 

I wol no womman thritty ycer of age. 

It is but bene-straw and greet forage. 

And cck thise olde widwes, god it woot, 

They conne so muchel craft on Wades boot. 
So muchel broken harm, whan that hem Icste, 
That with hem sholde I never live in rcstc. 

For sondiy scoles maken sotil elerkis; 
Womman of manye scoles half a clerk is. 

But certeynly, a yong thing may men gye. 
Right as men may wa»-m wex with handes plye. 
Wherfore I sey yow pleynly, in a clause, 



1 wol non old wyf han right for this cause. 

I’or if so were, I haddc swich mischaunce, 
That I in hir iie coiide han no plcsauncc, 
riiannc sholdc I ledc my lyf in avoutr}^, 

And go streight to the devcl, whan I dye. 
Ne children sliolde I none up-on hir geten; 
Yet were me lever houndcs had me eten, 
Tlian that myn heritage sholdc fallc 
In striiiingc hand, and this I tell yow allc. 

I dote nat, I woot the cause why 

Men sholdc wedde, and forthcrmorc wot I, 

llier speketh many a man of mariage, 

'I’hat woot na-morc of it than woot my page, 
For whiche causes man sholde take a wyf. 

If he ne may nat liven chasl his lyf, 

Take him a wyf with greet dcvocioun. 
By-cause ic-cfal procreacioun 
Of children, to th'onour of god above. 

And nat only for paramour oi love; 

And for they sholde Icchcrye eschue. 

And yclde hir dettes whan that they ben due; 
Or for that cell of hem sholdc hclpcn other 
In meschief, as a sustcr shal the brother; 

And live in chastitee ful holily. 

But sires, by your Icve, that am nat I. 
l or god be thanked, I dar make avaunt, 

I fele my limes stark and siiffisannt 
I 'o do al that a man bilongctli to; 

I w oot my-sclvcn best what I may do. 
i hough I be hoor, I fare as dooth a tree 
That ])losmcth cr that fruyt y-woxen be; 

A Idosiny tree nis neither dryc ne deed. 

I l\le me nowher hoor but on myn heed; 

Myn herte and alle my limes been as grene 
\s laiircr thurgh the yeer is for to sene. 

And sin that ye han herd al myn entente, 

I prey yow to my wil ye wole assente.' 

Diverse men diversely him tolde 
Of mariage manye ensamples olde. 

Somme blamed it, somme preysed it, certeyn; 
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And eek the mekcstc oon that beretli lyf. 

But I wot best wher wringeth me my sho. 

Ye mowc, for me, right as yow lyketh do; 
Avyseth yow, ye been a man of age. 

How that ye entren in-to mariage. 

And namely with a yong wyf and a fair. 

By him that made water, erthe, and air. 

The yongest man that is in al this route 
Is bisy y-nogh to bringen it aboutc 
To han his wyf allone, trusteth me. 

Ye shul nat plese hir fully ycrcs three. 

This is to seyn, to doon hir ful plesaunee. 

A wyf axeth ful many an observaunee. 

I prey yow that ye be nat yyel apayd.' 

'Wei,’ quod Ais Januarie, 'and hastow sayd? 
Straw for thy Senek, and for thy proverbes, 

I counte nat a panier ful of herbes 
Of seole-termes; wyser men tlian thow, 

As thou hast herd, assenteden right now 
To my purpos; Plaeebo, what sey ye?’ 

T seye, it is a cursed man/ quod he, 

‘That letteth matrimoine, sikcrly/ 

And with that word tlicy rysen sodcynly, 

And been assented fully, that he sholdc 
Be wedded whanne him list and wher he wolde. 

Heigh fantasye and curious bisinesse 
Fro day to day gan in the soule impresse 
Of Januarie aboute his mariage. 

Many fair shap, and many a fair visage 
Thcr passeth thurgh his herte, night by night. 
As who-so toke a mirour polished bright. 

And sette it in a commune market-place, 

Than sholde he see many a figure pace 
By his mirour; and, in the same wyse, 

Gan Januarie inwith his thoght devyse 
Of maydens, whiche that dwelten him bisyde. 
He wiste nat wher that he mighte abyde. 

For if that oon have beautcc in hir face. 
Another stant so in the peples grace 
For hir sadnesse, and hir bcnignitcc, 



That of the peple grettest voys hath she. 

And somme were riche, and hadden badde name. 
But nathelees, bitwixe ernest and game, 

He atte laste apoynted him on oon, 

And Icet alle othere from his hertc goon. 

And chees hir of his owene auctoritee; 

For love is blind al day, and may nat see. 

And whan that he was in his bed y-broght. 

He purtreyed, in his herte and in his thoght, 

Hir fresshe beautee and hir age tendre, 

Hir myddel smal, hir armes longe and sclendre, 
Hir wysc govemaunce, hir gentillessc, 

Hir wommanly beringe and hir sadnesse. 

And whan that he on hir was condescended, 

Him thoughte his chois mighte nat ben amended. 
For whan that he him-sclf concluded hadde. 

Him thoughte ech other mannes wit so badde. 
That impossible it were to replyc 
Agayn ius cnou, this was his fantasyc. 

His freendcs sente he to at his instaunce. 

And preyed hem to doon him that plesauncc, 
'Fliat hastily they wolden to him come; 

He woldc abregge hir labour, allc and some. 
Nedeth na-iiiore for him to go nc ryde. 

He was apoynted thcr he wolde abyde. 

Placebo cam, and eek his freendes sone. 

And aldcrfirst he bad hem allc a bone, 

Tliat noon of hem none argumentes make 
Agayn the purpos which that he hath take; 
‘Which purpos was plesaiit to god,' scydche, 

‘And verray ground of his prospcritcc.' 

He scyde, ther was a mayden in the toun, 
Which that of beautee hadde greet renoun, 

Al were it so she were of smal degree; 

Suffyseth him hir youthe and hir beautee. 

Which mayde, he seyde, he wolde han to his wyf, 
To lede in ese and holinesse his lyf. 

And thanked god, that he mighte han hire al. 
That no wight of his blisse parten shal. 

And preyde hem to labouren in this nede. 
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And shapen that he faille nat to spede; 

For thanne, he seyde, his spirit was at esc. 
‘Thanne is/ quod he, ‘no-thing may me displesc. 
Save o thing priketh in my conscience. 

The which I wol rehercc in your presence. 

I have,’ quod he, 'herd scyd, ful yore ago, 

Ther may no man han parfitc blisses two, 

This is to seye, in erthe and cek in hevene. 

For though he kepe him fro the sinnes sevene. 
And cek from every branche of thilke tree. 

Yet is ther so parfit felicitce, 

And so greet esc and lust in mariage, 

Tliat ever I am agast, now in myn age, 

Tliat I shal Icde now so mery a lyf. 

So delicat, with-outen wo and stryf. 

That I shal have myn hevene in erthe here. 

For sith that verray hevene is boght so dere, 

With tribulacioun and greet pcnauncc. 

Mow sholde I thanne, that live in swich plcsaunce 
As alle wedded men don with hir wyvis, 

Come to the blisse ther Crist eterne on lyvc is? 
This is my drede, and ye, my bicthcrcn tweye, 
Assoillcth me this questioiin, I preye.’ 

Jiistiniis, which that hated his folye, 

Answerde anon, right in his japcryc; 

And for he wolde his longc talc abregge. 

He wolde noon auctoritcc allcggc, 

But seyde, 'sire, so ther be noon obstacle 
Other than this, god of his hyc miracle 
And of his mercy may so for yow wirchc. 

That, cr ye have your right of holy chirche. 

Ye may repente of wedded mannes lyf, 

In which ye scyn ther is no wo nc stryf. 

And ellcs, god forbede but he sente 
A wedded man him grace to repente 
Wei ofte rather than a sengle man! 

And thcrforc, sire, the bestc reed I can, 

Dispeire yow noght, but have in your memorie, 
Paraunter she may be your purgatorie! 

She may be goddes mcne, and goddes whippe; 



Than slial your soulc up to hcvenc skippc 
Swifter than dooth an arwc out of the bowc! 

I liopc to god, hcr-after shul ye knowe. 

That their nis no so greet felicitee the 

In inariage, ne never-mo shal be, Marchaiites 

That yow slial lette of your savacioiin, tale 

So that ye use, as skile is and resoun. 

The lustes of your wyf attemprely, 

And that ye plcse hir nat to amorously, 41 g 

And that ye kepe yow eek from other sinne. 

My talc is doon:— for my wit is thinne. 

Bctli nat agast hcr-of, my brother dereZ — 

(But lat us waden out of this matcrc. 

I'hc Wyt of Ikithc, if ye han uiiderstondc, 

Of inariagc, which we have on honde, 

Declared hath ful wel in litcl space) . — 

T’arcth now wel, god have yow in his grace/ 

And v i*^h tliis W'ord this Justin and his brother 
I Ian take hir Icve, and ecli of hem of other. 

For whan they sawe it mostc nedes be, 

They wroghten so, by sly and wys trctcc. 

That she, this niaydcn, which that Maius hightc, 

As hastily as ever that she mighte, 

Shal wedded be un-to this Janiiaric. 

I trowc it were to longc yow to taric. 

If I yow toldc of every scrit and bond, 

By which that she was feffed in his lond; 

Or for to heikncn of hir riche array. 

But finally y-comcn is the day 

That to the chirclic bothc be they went 

For to rcceyvc the holy sacrement. 

Forth comth the preest, with stole aboutc his nckke, 

A*nd bad hir be lyk Sarra and Rebekkc, 

In wisdom and in trouthc of mariage; 

And scyde his orisons, as is usage. 

And crouched hem, and bad god sholdc hem blesse. 

And made al siker-y-nogh with holinesse. 

Thus been they wedded with solcnipnitee. 

And at the feste sitteth he and she 
With other worthy folk up-on the deys. 



THE 

u’ANTBR 

BURY 

TALES 

420 


A1 ful of joye and blisse is the paleys. 

And ful of instruments and of vitaille^ 

The nioste deyntevous of al Itaille. 

Bifom hem stoode swiche instruments of soun. 
That Orpheus, ne of Thebes Amphioun, 

Ne maden never swich a mclodye. 

At every cours than cam loud minstraleye. 
That never tromped Joab, for to here. 

Nor he, Theodomas, yet half so clcre. 

At 'Fhebes, whan the citcc was in doute. 

Bacus the wyn hem skinketh al aboutc. 

And Venus laugheth up-on every wight. 

For Januaric was bicomc hir knight. 

And wolde bothe assaycn his corage 
In libertcc, and eek in mariage; 

And with hir fyrbrond in hir hand aboutc 
Daunceth biforn the bryde and al the route. 

And ccrteinly, I dar right wcl scyn this, 
Ymeneus, that god of wedding is, 

Saugh never his lyf so mery a wedded man. 

Hold thou thy pecs, thou pocte Marcian, 

That wrytest us that ilke wedding miirie 
Of hir. Philology c, and him, Mercuric, 

And of the songes tliat tlic Muses songc. 

To smal is bothe thy penne, and cck thy tonge. 
For to descry ven of this mariage. 

Whan tendre yoiithc hath wedded stoiiping age, 
Ther is swich mirthc that it may nat be writen; 
Assaycth it your-sclf, tlian may ye witen 
If that I lye or noon in this matere. 

Maius, that sit with so benigne a chore, 

Hir to biholde it seemed fayerye; 

8 uene Ester loked never with swich an ye 
n Assauer, so mckc a look hath she. 

I may yow nat devysc al hir beautce; 

But tiius muchc of hir beautee telle I may. 

That she was lyk the brighte morwc of May, 
Fulfild of alle beautee and plesaunce. 

This Januarie is ravisshed in a traunce 
At every time he loked on hir face; 



But in his hcrtc he gan hir to manacc, 

ITiat he that night in armes woldc hir strcync 
Harder than ever Paris dide Elcync. 

But nathelces, yet haddc he greet pitce, 

"lliat thilke night offenden hir mostc he; 

And thoughte, 'alias! o tendre creature! 

Now wolde god ye inightc wcl endure 
A1 my corage, it is so sharp and kcnc; 

I am agast ye shul it nat sustenc. 

But god forbede that I dide al my might! 
Now woldc god that it were woxen night, 

And that the night woldc lastcn evcrino. 

1 \^'oldc that al this pcple were ago/ 

And finally, he doth al his labour. 

As he best mightc, savingc his honour, 

'To haste hem fro the mete in subtil wysc. 

The t}'me cam tliat rcson was to ryse; 

And a^le: .h.:t men daiince and drinken faste. 
And spyccs al aboiitc the hous they caste; 

And fill of joyc and blissc is every man; 

All but a squyer, hightc Damian, 

Which carf biforn the knight ful many a day. 
He was so ravisshed on his lady May, 

'That for the verray pcync he was ny wood; 
Almost he swcltc and swowned thcr he stood, 
b'o sore hath Venus hurt him ith hir brond, 
Av that she bar it daimsingc in hir hond. 

\nd to his bed he wentc him hastily; 

Na more of him as at this tyinc speke I. 

Pii! ther I Icte him wepe y-nough and plcync, 

'I d fresshc May wol rewen on his peync. 

C) perilous fyr, that in the bedstraw bredeth! 
() famulicr foo, that his scrvyce bedclh! 

() servant trailour, false hoomly hewe, 

I.yk to the naddre in bosom sly untrewe, 

C.od shildc us alle from your aqucyntauncc! 

O Januarie, dronken in plesauiicc 
Of mariage, see how thy Damian, 

'1 hyn owene squyer and thy borne man, 
I'.ntcndcth for to do thee vilcinyc. 
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God graunte thee thyn hoomly fo t'espye. 

For in this world nis worse pestilence 
Than hoomly foo al day in thy presence. 

Parfourned hath the sonne his ark diurne, 

No Icnger may the body of him sojournc 
On th'orisonte, as in that latitude. 

Night with his mantel, that is derk and rude, 

Gan oversprede the hemisperic aboutc; 

For which departed is this lusty route 
Fro Januaric, with thank on eevry syde. 

Horn to hir houses lustily they ryde, 

VVher-as they doon hir thinges as hem Icstc, 

And whan they sye hir tyme, goon to reste. 

Sonc after that, this hastif Januarie 
Woldc go to bedde, he wolde no lenger tarie. 

He drinketh ipocras, clarree, and vernage 
Of spyccs hote, t'cncrescn his coiage; 

And many a Ictuarie hadde he ful fyn, 

Swiche as the cursed monk dan Constantyn 
Hath writen in his book dc Coitu; 

To eten hem alle, he nas no-thing cschu. 

And to his privee freendes thus scyde he: 

'For goddes love, as sonc as it may be, 

Lat voyden al this hous in curtcys wysc/ 

And they han doon right as he wol dcvysc. 

Men drinken, and the travers drawc anon; 

The bryde was broght a-bedde as stillc as stoon; 
And whan the bed was with the precst y-blcsscd, 
Out of the clianibre hath every wight him dressed. 
And Januaric hatli fastc in armes take 
His fresshe May, his paradys, his make. 

He lulleth hir, he kisseth hir ful ofte 
With thikkc bristles of his herd unsoftc, 

Lyk to the skin of houndfish, sharp as brere. 

For he was shave al newe in his manere. 

He rubbeth hir aboutc hir tendre face, 

And seyde thus, 'alias! I moot trcspacc 
To yow, my spouse, and yow grctly offende, 

Er tyme come that I wil doun dcscendc. 

But nathclccs, considcreth this,' quod he. 



''Fher nis no werkman, what-so-ever he be, 

That may bothe werkc wel and hastily; 

This wol be doon at leyser parfitly. 

It is no fors how longc that wc plcye; 

In trewe wedlok wedded be wc tweye; 

And blessed be the yok that we been inne. 

For in our actes wc mowe do no sinne. 

A man may do no sinne with his wyf, 

Nc hurtc him-selven with his owene knyf; 

For we han Icve to plcye us by the lawc/ 

Tlius laboureth he til that the day gan dawe; 

And than he taketh a sop in fyn clarrec. 

And upright in his bed than sitteth he. 

And after tliat he sang fill loude and elere, 

And kiste his wyf, and made wantoun chere. 
lie was al coltish, ful of ragcryc. 

And ful of jargon as a flekked pye. 

The slaklc'' skin aboiite his nekkc shaketh, 

Whyl that he sang; so chaunteth he and craketh. 
But god wot wliat that May thoughtc in hir herte. 
Whan she him saugh up sittingc in his sherte, 

In his niglit-cappc, and with his nekkc lenc; 

She preyseth nat his ploying worth a bene. 

Tlian scidc he thus, hiiy rcstc wol I take; 

Now day is come, I may no longer wake/ 

And doun he leyde his head, and sleep til pryme. 
And afterward, whan tliat he saugh his tyme, 

Up ryseth Januaric; but fresshe May 
Iloldcth liir chambre un-to the fourthc day, 

As usage is of wyves for the bcstc. 

I' or every lal)our som-tyme moot han rcstc, 

Or dies longc may he nat endure; 

Tliis is to scyn, no lyves creature. 

Be it of fish, or brid, or beest, or man. 

Now' wol I speke of w'oful Damian, 

That languisshcth for love, as ye shul here; 
'Ihcrforc I speke to him in this mancre: 

I seyc, ‘O sely Damian, alias! 

Answcrc to my demaunde, as in this cas, 

How shaltow to thy lady fresshe May 
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Telle thy wo? She wole alwey seye “nay''; 

Eek if thou speke, she wol thy wo biwreye; 
God be thyn help, I can no bettre seye.' 

This syke Damian in Venus fyr 
So brenneth, that he dycth for desyr; 

For which he putte his lyf in aventure. 

No Icngcr inighte he in this wyse endure; 

But prively a penner gan he borwe. 

And in a lettre wroot he al his sorwe. 

In manere of a compieynt or a lay, 

Un-to his fairc fresshe lady May. 

And in a purs of silk, heng on his sherte. 

He hath it put, and leyde it at his herte. 

The mone that, at noon, was, thilke day 
That Januarie hath wedded fresshe May, 

In two of Taur, was in to Cancrc gliden; 

So longe hath Maius in hir chambre biden. 
As custume is un-to thise nobles allc. 

A bryde shal nat eten in the halle. 

Til dayes foure or three dayes attc Icste 
Y-passed been; than lat hir go to feste. 

TTie fourth e day compleet fro noon to noon. 
Whan that the heighe masse was y-doon. 

In halle sit this Januarie, and May 
As fresh as is the brighte somcrcs day. 

And so bifel, how that this gode man 
Remembred him upon this Damian, 

And seyde, ‘Scinte Marie! how may this be. 
That Damian entendeth nat to me? 

Is he ay syk, or how may this bityde?' 

His squyeres, whiche that stoden thcr bisyde. 
Excused him by-cause of his siknessc. 

Which letted him to doon his bisinesse; 
Noon other cause mighte make him tarie. 

‘That me forth inketh,' quod this Januarie, 
Tie is a gcntil squyer, by my trouthc! 

If that he deyde, it were harm and routhe; 

He is as wys, discreet, and as secree 
As any man I woot of his degree; 

And thcr-to manly and eek servisable. 



And for to been a thrifty man right able. 

But after mete, as sone as ever 1 may, 

I wol my-self visytc him and cek May, 

To doon him al the confort that I can.' 

And for that word him blessed every man, 

That, of his boiintee and his gcntillesse, 

He wolde so conforten in siknessc 
His squyer, for it was a gentil dede. 

*Dame,' quod this Januarie, 'tak good hede, 
At-after mete ye, with your wommen alle, 

Whan yc han been in chambre out of this halle, 
That alle ye go see this Damian; 

Doth him disport, he is a gentil man; 

And tclleth him that I wol him visytc, 

Have I no-thing but rested me a lyte; 

And spede yow faste, for I wolc abyde 
Til that ye slepe faste by my syde/ 

And with that word he gan to him to callc 
A squyer, that was marchal of his halle, 

And toldc him certeyn tliinges, what he wolde. 

This fresshe May hath streight hir wey y-holdc, 
With alle hir woinmcn. un-to Damian. 

Doun by his beddes syclc sit she than, 
Confortingc him as goodly as she may. 

Ihis Damian, whan that his tyme he say, 

In sccrce wise his purs, and eek his billc. 

In which that he y-writen hadde his wille. 

Hath put in-to hir hand, with-outen more. 

Save that he syketh wonder depc and sore. 

And softcly to hir right thus seyde he: 

‘Mercy! and that ye nat discovere me; 

For I am deed, if that this thing be kid.' 

This purs hath she in with hir bosom hid. 

And wentc hir wey; ye getc namorc of me. 

But un-to Januarie y-comcn is she. 

That on his beddes syde sit ful softe. 

He taketh hir, and kisseth hir ful ofte, 

And leyde him doun to slepe, and that anon. 

She feyned hir as that she moste gon 
Ther-as ye woot that every wight mot nede. 
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And whan she of this bille hath taken hede. 

She rente it al to cloutcs atte laste, 

And in the privee softcly it caste. 

Who studicth now but faire frcsshe May? 

Adoun by oldc Januaric she lay, 

That sleep, til that the coiighc hath him awaked; 

Anon he preyde hir strepen hir al naked; 

He W'olde of hir, he seyde, han som plesaunce, 

And seyde, hir clothes dide him cncombraunce, 

And she obeyeth, be hir lief or looth. 

But lest that precious folk be with me wrooth, 

How that he wroghte, I dare nat to yow telle; 

Or whether hir thoughtc it paradys or hcllc; 

But here I Icte hem werken in hir wysc 
Til evensong rong, and that they moste aryse. 

Were it by dcstince or aventure. 

Were it by influence or by nature. 

Or constellacion, that in swich estat 
The hevenc stood, that tynic fortunat 
Was for to putte a bille of Venus werkes 
(For alle thing hath tyme, as seyn thise clerkcs) 
lb any womman, for to gete hir love, 

I can nat scyc; but grctc god above, 

That knoweth that non act is caiisclecs. 

He dome of al, for I wol holdc my pecs. 

But sooth is this, how that this fresshe May 
Hath take swich impression that day. 

For pitec of this syke Damian, 

That from hir herte she nc dryve can 
The remembraunce for to doon him ese. 

'Certeyn,' thoghtc she, 'whom that this thing displese, 
I rekkc noght, for here I him assure. 

To love him best of any creature, 

Tliough he na-more hadde than his sherte.’ 

Lo, pitee renneth sonc in gentil herte. 

Hcer may yc se how excellent franchysc 
In wommen is, whan they hem narwc avyse. 

Som tyrant is, as ther be many oon. 

That hath an herte as hard as any stoon. 

Which wolde han lete him sterven in the place 



Wei rather than han graunteci him hir grace; 

And hem rejoysen in hir cruel pryde, 

And rckke nat to been an homicyde. 

This gcntil May, fulfilled of pitee. 

Right of hir handc a Icttre made she. 

In which she graunteth him hir verray grace; 

Thcr lakketh noght but only day and place, 

Wher that she mightc un-to his lust suffyse: 

For it shal be right as he wol devyse. 

And whan she saugh hir time, up-on a day, 

To visitc this Damian goth May, 

And sotilly this lettre doun she threste 
Under his pilwe, rede it if him Icste. 

She taketh him by the hand, and hardc him twiste 
So secrcly, that no wight of it wiste, 

And bad him been al hool, and forth she wente 
To Januarie, whan that he for hir sente. 

Up ryse^-h Damian the nextc morwc, 

Al passed was Iiis siknesse and his.sorwc. 

He kembeth him, he proyncth him and pyketh, 
He doolh al that his lady lust and lyketh; 

And cck to Januarie he gooth as lowc 
As ever died a dogge for the bowc. 

He is so plcsant un-to every man, 

(I'or craft is al, who-so that do it can) 

That every wight is fayn to speke him good; 

And fully in his.lady grace he stood. 

Thus Ictc I Damian aboute liis nedc. 

And in my tale forth I wo! proccdc. 

Somme elerkes holdcn that fclicitec 
Stant in dclyt, and therefor certeyn he. 

This noble Januarie, with al his might. 

In honest wyse, as longeth to a knight, 

Shoop him to live ful deliciously. 

His housingc, his array, as honestly 
To his degree was mated as a kinges. 

Amonges othcrc of his honest thinges. 

He made a gardin, walled al with stoon; 

Sc fair a gardin woot I nowher noon. 

For out of doute, I verraily suppose. 
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That he that wroot the Romance of the Rose 
Ne coude of it the beautee wel devyse; 

Ne Priapus ne mightc nat suffyse, 

Though he be god of gardins, for to telle 
The beautee of the gardin and the welle, 

That stood under a laiirer alwey grene. 
r\il of tc tyme he, Pluto, and his quenc, 

Prosperpina, and al hir faycrye 

Disporten hem and maken melodyc 

Aboutc that welle, and daunced, as men tolde. 

This noble knight, this Januarie the olde, 

Swich deintcc hath in it to walkc and pleyc. 

That he wol no wight suflFren here the keye 
Save he him-self; for of the smale wikct 
He bar alwey of silver a sinal cliket, 

With which, whan that him lestc, he it unshctte. 
And whan he wolde payc his wyf hir dette 
In somcr scson, thidcr wolde he go, 

And May his wyf, and no wight but they two; 

And thinges whichc that were nat doon a-bedde, 

He in the gardin parfouriied hem and spcdde. 

And in this wyse, many a mery day. 

Lived this Januarie and fresshe May. 

But worldly joyc may nat alwey dure 
To Januarie, ne to no creature. 

O sodcyn hap, o thou fortune instable, 

Lyk to the scorpioun so deceivablc, 

That flatcrcst with thyn heed when thou wolt stingc; 
Thy tayl is deeth, thurgh thyn envenirningc. 

O brotil joye! o swete venim queynte! 

O monstre, that so subtilly canst peynte 
Thy yiftes, under hewe of stedfastnesse. 

That thou dcceyvest bothe more and lesse! 

Why hastow Januarie thus deceyved. 

That haddest him for thy ful frend receyved? 

And now thou hast biraft him bothe hise yen, 

For sorwc of which desyreth he to dycn. 

Allas! this noble Januarie free, 

Amidde his lust and his prosperitee, 

Is woxen blind, and that al sodeynly. 



He wepeth and he waylcth pitously; 

And tlier-with-al the fyr of jalousyc. 

Lest that his wyf sholde falle in som folye. 

So brente his herte, that he woldc fayn 
'I'hat som man bothe him and hir had slayn. 
For neither after his deeth, nor in his lyf, 

Nc wolde he that she were love nc wyf. 

But ever live as widwe in clothes blakc. 

Soul as the turtle that lost hath hir make. 

But attc lastc, after a monthc or tweye, 

His sorwe gan as wage, sooth to scyc; 
r or whan he wiste it may noon other be. 

He paeiently took his adversitee; 

Save, out of doutc, he may nat forgoon 
That he nas jalous evermore in oon; 

W'hich jalousye it was so outrageous, 

I’hat neither in hallc, n'in noon other hous, 
Ne i. . other j^lace, never-the-mo. 

He noldc suffre hir for to ryde or go, 

But-if that he had hand on hir alway; 
l*’or which ful oftc wepeth fresshe May, 
Thatloveth Damian so benignely, 

I’hat she mot outlier dycn sodcynly. 

Or ellcs she mot han him as hir leste; 

She wayteth whan hir herte wolde breste. 

Up-on that other syde Damian 
Bicomen is the sorwcfullcstc man 
That ever was; for neither night ne day 
Ne mightc he speke a word to fresshe May, 
As to his purpos, of no swich matcrc, 

But-if that Januarie moste it here, 

Tliat hadde an hand up-on hir evermo. 

But nathelces, by wryting to and fro 
And privee signes, wiste he what she mentc; 
And she knew eek the fyn of his entente. 

O Januarie, what mighte it thee availle. 
Thou mightest sec as fer as shippes saille? 

For also good is blind deceyved be. 

As be deceyved whan a man may see. 

Lo, Argus, which that hadde an hondred y€n, 
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For al that ever he eoude poure or pryen, 

Yet was he blent; and, god wot, so ben mo, 

Tliat wenen wisly that it be nat so. 

Passe over is an esc, I sey na-morc. 

This fresshe May, that I spak of so yore, 

In warme wex hath cinprented the cliket, 
niat Januarie bar of the sniale wiket. 

By which in-to his gardin ofte he wente. 

And Damian, that knew al hir entente, 

The cliket countrcfctcd prively; 

Ther nis na-more to seyc, but hastily 
Soni wonder by this cliket shal bityde. 

Which ye shul heren, if ye wolc abyde. 

O noble Ovyde, ful sooth scystou, god woot! 

What sleigh te is it, thogh it be long and hoot. 

That he nil findc it out in som manerc? 

By Piramus and Tesbee may men Icrc; 

Thogh they were kept ful longe streite overal. 

They been accorded, rouningc thurgh a wal, 

Thcr no wight coiidc han founde out swich a sleighte. 

But now to piirpos; cr that dayes cightc 
Were passed, cr the monthe of Juil, bifil 
That Januarie hath caught so greet a wil, 
lliurgh egging of his wyf, him for to pleye 
In his gardin, and no wight but they tweye. 

That in a morwc un-to this May seith he: 

'Rys up, my wyf, my love, my lady free; 

Tlie turtles vois is herd, my clouvc swete; 

The winter is goon, with alle his rcynes wete; 

Com forth now, with thyn eycn columbyn! 

How fairer been thy brestes than is wyn! 

The gardin is enclosed al aboutc; 

Com forth, my whyte spouse; out of doute, 

Thou hast me wounded in myn herte, o wyfl 
No spot of thee ne knew I al my lyf. 

Com forth, and lat us taken our disport; 

I chees thee for my wyf and my confort/ 

Swiehe olde lewed wordes used he; 

On Damian a signe made she, 

That he sholde go biforen with his cliket: 



This Damian thanne hath opened the wiket, 

And in he stirte, and that in swieh manere, 

'that no wight mighte it sec neither y-here; 

And stillc he sit under a bush anoon. 

This Januarie, as blind as is a stoon. 

With Maius in his hand, and no wight mo, 

In-to his fresshc gardin is ago. 

And elaptc to the wiket sodeynly. 

‘Now, wyf,* quod he, ‘hecr nis but thou and I, 
That art the creature that I best love. 

For, by that lord that sit in heven above. 

Lever ich hadde dyen on a knyf, 

'Lhan thee offende, trewe dere wyf! 

I'br goddes sake, thenk how I thee chees, 

Noght for no coveityse, doutelccs. 

But only for the love I had to thee. 

And thogh that I be old, and may nat see, 

Beth tn me trewe, and I shal telle yow why. 

'Hiree thinges, certes, shul ye winne ther-by; 

First, love of Crist, and to your-sclf honour. 

And al inyn heritage, toun and tour; 

I yevc it yow, niaketh chartres as yow leste; 

'Fliis slial be doon to-morwe cr sonne reste. 

So wisly god my soule bringc in blissc, 

I prey yow first, in covenant ye me kisse. 

And thogh that I be jalous, wyte me noght. 

Ye been so depe enprented in my thoght. 

That, whan that I considcre your beautee. 

And ther-with-al the unlykly elde of me 
I may nat, certes, thogh I sholde dye, 

I'orberc to been out of your companye 
r"or verray love; this is with-outen doute. 

Now kis me, wyf, and lat us roine aboute.’ 

This fresshe May, whan she tliisc wordes herde, 
Bcnignely to Januarie answerde. 

But first and foi^'ard she bigan to wepe, 

‘I have,’ quod she, ‘a sonic for to kepe 
As wel as ye, and also myn honour. 

And of my wyfliod thilke tendre flour. 

Which that I have assured in your bond. 
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Whan that the prccst to yow my body bond; 
Wherfore I wole answere in this manere 
By the leve of yow, my lord so dcre: 

I prey to god that never dawe the day 
That I ne sterve, as foule as womman may. 

If ever I do un-to my kin that shame. 

Or dies I empeyre so my name, 

That I be fals; and if I do that lakkc. 

Do strepe me and put me in a sakke. 

And in the nexte river do me drcnche. 

I am a gentil womman and no wcnche. 

Why speke ye thus? but men ben ever untrewe, 
And wommen have reprove of yow ay newc. 

Ye han non other eontenance, I levc. 

But speke to us of untrust and reprove/ 

And with that word she saugh wher Damian 
Sat in the bush, and coughen she bigan. 

And with hir finger signes made she. 

That Damian sholde elimbe up-on a tree. 

That eharged was with fruit, and up he wente; 
For verraily he knew al hir entente, 

And every signe that she eoude make 
Wei bet tliat Januarie, hir owenc make. 

For in a lettre she had told him al 
Of this matere, how he werehen shal. 

And thus I lete him sitte up-on the pyrie. 

And Januarie and May rominge myrie. 

Bright was the day, and blew the firmament, 
Phebus of gold his stremes doun hath sent. 

To gladen every flour with his warmnessc. 

He was that tyme in Gem inis, as I gesse. 

But litel fro his deelinacioun 
Of Caneer, Jovis exaltaeioun. 

And so bifel, that brighte morwe-tyde. 

That in that gardin, in the ferther syde, 

Pluto, that is the king of fayerye. 

And many a lady in his eompanye, 

Folwinge his wyf, the qucnc Proserpyne, 

Ech after other, right as any lyne — 

Whyl that she gadered floures in the mode. 



In Claudian ye may the story rede, 

How in his grisly carte he hir fette: — 

This king of fairyc thanne adoun him sette 
Up-on a bench of turves, fresh and grene, 

And right anon thus seyde he to his quene. 

'My wyf,' quod he, 'thcr may no wight sey nay; 
Th'expcricnce so prcvcth every day 
The treson whiche that wommcn doon to man. 

Ten hondrcd thousand [stories] telle I can 
Notable of your untrouthe and brotilnesse. 

O Salomon, wys, richest of richessc, 

Fulfild of sapience and of worldly gloric, 

Ful worthy been thy wordcs to nicmorie 
To every wight that wit and reson can. 

Thus preiseth he yet the bountec of man: 

"Amonges a thousand men yet fond I oon, 

But of wommcn alle fond I noon/' 

Tliu.» M 'th the king that knoweth your wikkednesse; 
And Jesus filius Syrak, as I gesse, 

Nc speketh of yow but sclde reverence. 

A wilde fyr and corrupt pestilence 
So falle up-on your bodies yet to-night! 

Ne see ye nat this honurablc knight. 

By-cause, alias! that he is blind and old. 

His owene man shal make him cokewold; 

Lo heer he sit, the lechoiir, in the tree. 

Now wol I graunten, of my magestcc, 

Un-to this olde blinde worthy knight 
That he shal have ayeyn his eyen sight. 

Whan that his wyf wold doon him vileinyc; 

Than shal he knowen al hir harlotrye 
Both in repreve of hir and olhere mo.' 

'Ye shal,' quod Proserpyne, ‘wol ye so; 

Now, by my modres sires soule I swere, 

TTiat I shal yeven hir suEsant answere. 

And alle wommcn after, for hir sake; 

ITiat, though they be in any gilt y-take. 

With face bold they shulle hem-self excuse, 

And here hem doun that wolden hem accuse. 

For lakke of answer, noon of hem shal dyen. 
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A1 hadde man seyn a thing with bothe his yen, 
Yit shul we wommen visage it hardily. 

And wepc, and swerc, and chyde subtilly. 

So that ye men shul been as lewed as gees. 

What rekketh me of your auctoritees? 

I woot wel that this Jew, this Salomon, 

Fond of us wommen foies many oon. 

But though that he ne fond no good womman. 
Yet hath thcr founde many another man 
Wommen ful trewe, ful godc, and vertuous. 
Witnesse on hem tliat dwelle in Cristes hous. 
With martirdom they prevedhir eonstanee. 

The Romayn gestes maken remembrance 
Of many a verray trewe wyf also. 

But sire, ne be nat wrooth, al-bc-it so. 

Though that he scyde he fond no good womman, 
I prey yow take the sentence of the man; 

He mente thus, that in sovereyn bon tee 
Nis noon but god, that sit in Trinitee. 

Ey! for verray god, that nis but oon. 

What make ye so muche of Salomon? 

What though he made a temple, goddes hous? 
What though he were riche and glorious? 

So made he eek a temple of false goddis. 

How mighte he do a thing that more forbode is? 
Pardee, as faire as ye his name cmplastrc. 

He was a lech our and an ydolastre; 

And in his cldc he verray god forsook. 

And if that god ne hadde, as seith the book, 
Y-spared him for his fadres sake, he sholde 
Have lost his regne rather than he wolde. 

I sette noght of al the vileinyc. 

That ye of wommen wryte, a boterflyc. 

I am a womman, ncdcs moot I speke. 

Or ellcs swelle til myn herte breke. 

For sithen he scyde that we ben janglercsses. 

As ever hool I mote brouke my tresses, 

I shal nat spare, for no curteisye, 

To speke him harm that wolde us vileinye.' 
‘Dame,' quod this Pluto, ‘be no lenger wrooth; 



1 ycve it up; but sith I swoor inyn ooth 
That I wolde grauntcn him his sightc agcyn, 

My word shal stondc, I warne yow, ccrtcyn. 

I am a king, it sit me noght to lyc.’ 

'And I,' quod she, ‘a quecne of faycrye. 
Iliranswere shal she have, I undertake; 

Lat us na-more wordes heer-of make. 

For sothe, I wol no longer yow contrarie/ 

Now lat us tiirne agayn to Januarie, 

That in the gardin with his fairc May 
Singeth, ful merier than the papejay, 

‘Yow love I best, and shal, and other noon.' 

So longe aboute tlie aleyes is he goon. 

Til he was come agayncs thilke pyric, 

Wher-as this Damian sitteth ful myric 
An heigh, among the fresshe levcs grenc. 

This fresshe May, that is so bright and shene. 
Call iui 10 syke, and scyde, ‘alias, my syde! 

Now sir,' quod she, ‘for aught that may bityde, 

I mostc hail of the pcrcs that I sec. 

Oil mot dye, so sore longcth me 
To cten of the smalc pcrcs grenc. 

Help, for hir love that is of hevene qucnc! 

1 telle vow wcl, a womman in my plyt 
M ay han to fruit so greet an appetyt, 

'rhat she may dyen, but she of it have.' 

‘Albs!' quod he, ‘that I nc had hecr a knave 
That coude climbe; alias! alias!' quod he, 

‘ITiat I am blind.' ‘Ye, sir, no fors/ quod she: 
‘But w olde ye vouchc-sauf, for goddes sake, 

'riic pyrie inwath your armes for to take, 

(For wel I woot that ye mistrustc me) 
Thanne sholdc I climbe wcl y-nogh,' quod she, 
‘So I my foot mighte sette upon your bak.' 

‘Certes/ quod he, ‘ther-on shal be no lak, 
Mighte I yow hclpcn wdth myn herte blood.' 
lie stoupeth doun, and on his bak she stood. 
And caughtc hir by a hvistc, and up she gooth. 
Ladies, I prey yow that ye be nat wrooth; 

I can nat glosc, I am a rude man. 
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And sodeynly anon this Damian 

Gan pullen up the smok, and in he throng. 

And whan that Pluto saugh this grete wrong, 

To Januariehe gaf agayn his sightc, 

And made him see, as wel as ever he mightc. 

And whan that he hadde caught his sighte agayn, 

Ne was ther never man of thing so fayn. 

But on his wyf his thoght was evermo; 

Up to the tree he caste his eycn tv^^o, 

And saugh that Damian his wyf had dressed 
In swich manere, it may nat ben expressed 
But if I wolde spekeuncurteisly: 

And up he yaf a roring and a cry 

As dotii the moder whan the child shal dye: 

‘Out! help! alias! harrow!' he gan to cryc, 

‘O stronge lady store, what dostow?' 

And she answerde, ‘sir, what eylcth yow? 

Have pacience, and reson in your mindc, 

I have yow holpe on bothe your eycn blinde. 

Up peril of my soule, I shal nat lyen, 

As me was taught, to helc with your yen, 

Was no-thing bet to make yow to sec 
ITian strugle with a man up-on a tree. 

God woot, I dide it in ful good entente.' 

‘Strugle!' quod he, ‘ye, algatc in it wente! 

God yeve yow bothe on shames deeth to dj^en! 

He swyvcd thee, I saugh it with mync ytTi, 

And elles be I hanged by the hals!' 

‘Thannc is,' auod she, ‘my mcdicyne al fals; 

For certcinly, that ye mighte see, 

Ye wolde nat seyn thise wordcs un-to me; 

Ye han som glimsing and no parfit sighte.' 

‘I see,' qu^ he, ‘as wcl as ever I mighte, 

Thonked be god! with bothe myne cyen two. 

And by my trouthe, me thoughtc he dide thee so.' 

‘Ye maze, maze, gode sire,' quod she, 

‘This thank have I for I have maad yow see; 

Allas!' quod she, ‘that ever I was so kinde!' 

‘Now, dame,' quod he, ‘lat al passe out of minde. 
Com doun, my lief, and if I have missayd, 



God help me so, as I am yvel apayd. 

But, by my fader soule, I wendc has seyn. 

How that this Damian had by thee leyn. 

And that thy smok had leyn up-on his brest.' 

Te, sire,* quod she, 'ye may wene as yow lest; 
But, sire, a man that waketh out of his sleep, 

He may nat sodeynly wel taken keep 
Up-on a thing, nc sec it parfitly. 

Til that he be adawed verraily; 

Right so a man, that longe hath blind y-be, 

Nc may nat sodeynly so wel y-sce. 

First whan his sightc is newe come ageyn. 

As he that hath a day or two y-seyn. 

Til that your sighte y-satled be a whyle, 

'Dier may fill many a sighte yow bigylc. 

Beth war, I prey yow; for, by hcvcnc king, 

Fill many a man weneth to seen a thing. 

And it is al another than it semeth. 

He that nii.>cOiiccyveth, he misdemeth/ 

And with that word she leep doun fro the tree. 

Tliis Janiiarie, who is glad but he? 

He kissctli hir, and elippcth hir ful ofte. 

And on hir wombe he stroketh hir ful softe, 

And to his palays hoom he hath hir lad. 

Now, godc men, I pray yow to be glad. 

Tims cndctli heer my tale of Januarie; 

God blcssc us and his modcr Seinte Marie! 

Here is ended the Marchantes Tale of januarie 

EPILOGUE TO THE MARCHANTES TALK 

'Ey! goddes mercy!' scyde our Hostc tho, 

'Now swieh a wyf I pray god kepc me fro! 

Lo, whichc sleigh tes and subtilitees 
In woiiimen been! for ay as bisy as bees 
Ben they, us scly men for to deecyve. 

And from a sothe ever wol they weyve; 

By this Marchauntes Tale it preveth wcel. 

But doiitclecs, as trewe as any steel 
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I have a wyf, though that she povre be; 

But of hir tonge a labbing shrewc is she^ 
And yet she hatli an heep of vyces mo; 
Ther-of no fors, lat alle swiche thiiiges go. 
But, wite ye what? in conscil be it seyd. 

Me reweth sore I am un-to hir tcyd. 

For, and I sholde rekenen every vyce 
Which that she hath, y-wis, I were to nyce. 
And cause why; it sholde reported be 
And told to hir of somme of this mcynce; 
Of whom, it nedeth nat for to declare, 

Sin wommen connen outen swich chafFare; 
And cck my wit suffyseth nat thcr-to 
To tellen al; wherfor my tale is do." 



The Squieres Tale 


The Squire^s Prologue 


S QUiER, com neer, if it your willc be, 

And scy somwhat of love; for, certes, ye 
Conner! thcr-on as miichc as any man/ 

‘Nay, sir/ quod he, ‘but 1 wol scyc as I can 
With hcrtly willc; for I wol nat rcbcllc 
Agayn your lust; a talc wol 1 telle. 

Have me excused if I speke amis. 

My wil is good; and lo, my talc is this.* 

Here higinneth the Sqjiiercs Tale 

At Sarray, in the land of Tartaryc, 

Tlicr dwcltc a king, that werreyed Russyc, 
T’hurgh which ther deyde many a doughty man. 
Tliis noble king was eleped Cambinskan, 
Which in his tyme W'as of so greet renoun 
That ther nas no-wher in no regioun 
So excellent a lord in allc thing; 

Him lakked noght that longeth to a king. 

As of the sccte of which that he was born 
He kepte his lay, to which that he was sworn; 
And ther-to he was hardy, wys, and riche. 
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And pietous and just, alwey- y-liche; 

Sooth of his word, benigne and honurable, 

Of his corage as any centre stable; 

Yong, fresh, and strong, in armes desirous 
As any bachelor of al his hous. 

A fair persone he was an fortunat, 

And kepte alwey so wel royal estat. 

That ther was nowher swich another man. 

This noble king, this Tartre Cambinskan 
Hadde two sones on Elpheta his wyf. 

Of whiche th'eldeste highte Algarsyf, 

TTiat other sone was eleped Cambalo. 

A doghter hadde this worthy king also. 

That yongest was, and highte Canacce. 

But for to telle yow al hir bcaiitee, 

It lyth nat in my tongc, n'in my conning; 

I dar nat undertake so heigh a thing. 

Myn English eek is insufficient; 

It moste been a rethor excellent. 

That coude his colours longing for that art, 

If he sholdc hir discryven every part. 

I am non swich, I moot speke as I can. 

And so bifcl that, whan this Cambinskan 
Hath twenty winter born his diadem c, 

As he was wont fro yeer to yeer, I deme. 

He Icet the festc of his nativitee 
Don cryen thurghout Sarray his citee. 

The last Idus of March, after the yeer. 

Phebus the sonne fill joly was and clccr; 

For he was neigh his exaltacioun 
In Martes face, and in his mansioun 
In Aries, the colerik hotc signe. 

Ful lusty was the weder and benigne. 

For which the foules, agayn the sonne shene. 
What for the seson and the yongc grene, 

Ful loude songen hir affecciouns; 

Hem semed han geten hem protecciouns 
Agayn the swerd of winter kene and cold. 

This Cambinskan, of which I have yow told. 
In royal vestiment sit on his deys. 



With diadcme, ful hciglic in liis palcys, 

And halt his feste, so solcinpnc and so riche 
That in this world ne was tlicr noon it liche. 

Of which if I shal tellcn al th'array, the 

Tlian woldc it occupye a somcres day; Squieres 

And cck it ncdclh nat for to dcvyse tale 

At every cours the ordre of hir servyse. 

1 wol nat tellcn of hir strange sewes, 

Nc of hir swaiincs, iic of hir heronsewes. 

Eck in that lond, as tellcn kniglites oldc, 

Thcr is soin incte tliat is ful deyntee holde, 

Tliat in this lond men recche of it hut smal; 

'I’hcr nis no man that may reporten al. 

1 wol nat tarieii yow, for it is pryme, 

And for it is no fruit but los of tyme; 

Uii'to my firstc I wol have my rccours. 

And so bifcl that, after the thriddc cours, 

^'/hvl that this king sit thus in his nobleye, 

Herkningc his minstrallcs hir thinges pleye 
Biforn him at thebord deliciously, 

In at the halle-dore al sodeynly 

Thcr cam a knight iip-on a stedc of bras, 

And in his hand a brood iiiirour of glas. 

Upon his thonibe he haddc of gold a ring. 

And by his scyde a naked swcrcl hanging; 

And up he rydeth to the heighe bord. 

In al the halle ne was thcr spoke a word 
For inervcille of this knight; him to biholde 
Ful bisily thcr wayten yongc and olde. 

This strange knight, that cam thus sodeynly, 

Al armed save his heed ful richcly, 

Saluetli king and queen, and lordcs alle, 

By ordre, as they seten in the halle. 

With so heigh reverence and obeisaunce 
As wel in speche as in contcnauncc, 

'Fliat Gawain, with his olde curtcisye, 
lliough he were come ageyn out of Fairyc, 

Ne coude him nat amende wdth a word. 

And after this, biforn the heighe bord. 

He w'ith a manly voys seith his message. 



THE 

CANTER- 

BURY 

TALES 

442 


After the forme used in his langage, 
With-outen vycc of sillable or of lettrc; 

And, for his tale sholdc seme the bettre, 
Accordant to his wordcs was his cherc. 

As techeth art of speche hem that it lere; 
Al-bc-it that I can nat soune his style, 

Ne can nat climbcn over so heigh a style. 

Yet seye I this, as to commune entente. 

Thus miiche amounteth al that ever he mente. 
If it so be that I have it in minde. 

lie seyde, 'the king of Arabic and of Inde, 
My lige lord, on this solempnc day 
Salueth yow as he best can and may. 

And sendeth yow, in honour of your feste. 

By me, that am al redy at your heste. 

Til is stede of bras, that csily and wcl 
Can, in the space of o day natiirel. 

This is to seyn, in foure and twenty houres, 
Wher-so yow list, in droghte or dies shoures, 
Bercn your body in-to every place 
To which your herte wilncth for to pace 
With-outen wem of yow, thurgli foul or fair; 
Or, if yow list to fleen as hye in the air 
As doth an egle, whan him list to sore. 

This same stede shal here yow ever-more 
With-outen harm, til ye be ther yow leste. 
Though that ye slepcn on his bak or rcstc; 

And turne ayeyn, with wry thing of a pin. 

He that it wroghte coude ful many a gin; 

He way ted many a constcllacioun 
Er he had doon this operacioun; 

And knew ful many a seel and many a bond. 

This mirour eek, that I have in myn hond. 
Hath swich a might, that men may in it sec 
Whan ther shal fallen any adversitee 
Un-to your regne or to your-self also; 

And openly who is your freend or foo. 

And over al this, if any lady bright 
Hath set hir herte on any maner wight, 

If he be fals, she shal his treson see. 



His ncwc love and al his subtiltcc 
So openly, that ther shal no-thing hyde. 

Wherfor, ageyn this lusty someres tyde, 
lliis niirour and this ring, that ye may sec, thk 

He hath sent to my lady Canacee, Squieres 

Your exccllcntc doghter that is here. tale 

Tlic vertu of the ring, if ye wol here. 

Is this; that, if hir lust it for to were 
Up-on hir thombe, or in hir purs it here, 

Ther is no foul that fleeth under the hevene 
That she ne shal wel understonde his stevene. 

And knowe his mening openly and pleyn. 

And answcrc him in his langagc ageyn. 

And every gras that groweth up-on rote 
She shal eck knowe, and whom it wol do bote, 

Al be his woiindes never so depe and wyde. 

This naked swerd, thathangeth by my syde, 

S.' ’^h vcrtii hath, that what man so ye smyte, 

Thurgh-out his armure it wol kerve and byte. 

Were it as thikke as is a branehed ook; 

And what man that is wounded with the strook 
Shal never be hool til that vow list, of grace, 

'IV) stroke him with the plattc in thilke place 
Ther he is hurt: this is as miiehe to seyn 
Ye mote with the plattc swerd ageyn 
Slioke liim in the wounde, and it wol close; 

T his is a xerray sooth, with oiiten glosc, 

1 1 fniilcth nat whyl it is in your hold.’ 

And wlian this knight hath thus his talc told, 

I le r)'deth out of halle, and doun he lightc. 
llis slc'de, vliich that slioon as sonne brighte. 

Slant in the court, as stille as anv stoon. 

"I 'liis knight is to his ehambre lad anon. 

And is nnanned and to mete y set. 

Tlie presenis been ful royally y-fet, 

'I liis is to sevn, the swerd and the mirour. 

And born anon in-to the heighe tour 
W^'ith ccrtcinc officers ordcyiied therfore; 

And iin-to Canacee this ring was bore 
Solcmpnely, ther she sit at the table. 
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But sikerly, with-outen any fable, 

The hors of bras, that may nat be remewed, 

It stant as it were to the ground y-glewcd. 

Ther may no man out of the place it dryve 
For noon engyn of windas or polyve; 

And cause why, for tliey can nat the craft. 

And therefore in the place they han it laft 
Til that the knight hath taught hem the manere 
To voyden him, as ye shal after here. 

Greet was the prees, that swarmeth to and fro, 

To gauren on this hors that stondeth so; 

For it so heigh was, and so brood and long. 

So wel proporcioned for to ben strong. 

Right as it were a stede of Lumbaryde; 

Tlicr-with so horsly, and so quik of ye 
As it a gentil Poilcys courser were. 

For certes, fro his tayl un-to his ere, 

Nature ne art nc coude him nat amende 
In no degree, as al the peple wende. 

But evermore hir mostc wonder was, 

How that it coude goon, and was of bras; 

It was of Fairye, as the peple seined. 

Diverse folk diversely they domed; 

As many hcdcs, as many wittes ther been. 

They murmureden as dooth a swarm of been, 

And maden skilcs after hir fantasyes, 

Rehersinge of thise olde poetryes, 

And scyden, it was lyk the Pcgasce, 

The hors that hadde winges for to flee; 

Or ellcs it was the Crekes hors Synon, 

Tliat broghte Troye to destniccion. 

As men may in thise olde gestes rede. 

‘Myn herte,' quod oon, ‘is evermore in drede; 

I trowc som men of armes been ther-inne, 

That shapen hem this citec for to winne. 

It were right good that al swich thing were knowe.* 
Another rowned to his felawc lowe. 

And seyde, ‘he lyeth, it is rather lyk 
An apparence y-maad by som magyk. 

As jogelours pleyen at thise festes grete.' 



Of sondry doutcs thus tliey jangle and tretc. 

As Icwed pcplc dcmcth coinnnly 
Of thingcs that ben maad more subtil) y 
"^Iban they can in her lewednes coinprchende; 
They demen gladly to the badder cndc. 

And somme of hem wondred on the mirour, 
That iDorn was up in-to the maistcr-toiir, 

How men mighte in it swiche thingcs see. 
Another answerdc, and seyde it iriighte wcl be 
Natnrclly, hy composiciouiis 
Of angles and of slye rcficxiouns. 

And seyden, that in Rome was swicli oon. 

'IT.cy spclcen of Alocen and Vitiilon, 

And Aristotle, that wrifen in hir Ijaes 
Of cjiieyntc mirours and of prospectyves. 

As knovven they thathan hir bokes herd. 

And othcrc folk ban wondred on the swerd 
'Fba; percen thurgh-out every-thing; 

And fille in speche of Thelophiis the king, 

And of Achilles with his queynte spere. 

For he coiide with it bothc hele and dere, 

Right in swich wysc as men may with the swerd 
Of which right now yc han your-sclvcn herd. 
Tliey speken of sondry harding of metal. 

And speke of mcdicyncs thcr-with-al. 

And how, and whanne, it sholde y-harded be; 
Which is unknowe algatcs unto me. 

Tho speke they of Canacees ring. 

And seyden alle, that swich a wonder thing 
Of craft of ringes herde they never non. 

Save that he, Moyscs, and king Salomon 
Haddc a name of konning in swich art. 

Thus seyn the peplc, and drawen hem apart. 
But nathclecs, somme seyden that it was 
Wonder to maken of fern-asshen glas. 

And yet nis glas nat lyk asshen of fern; 

But for they han y-knowen it so fern, 

Tlicrfore cesseth her jangling and her wonder. 
As sore wondren somme on cause of thonder, 
On ebbe, on flood, on gossomer, and on mist. 
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And alle thing, til that the cause is wist. 

Thus jangle tliey and dernen and dcvyse. 

Til that the king gan fro the bord arysc. 

Phcbus hath Taft the angle meridional, 

And yet ascending was the becst royal. 

The gentil Leon, with his Aldiran, 

Whan that this Tartre king, this Cambinskan, 
Roos fro his bord, ther that he sat fill bye. 
Toforn him gooth the loude minstralcyc, 

Til he cam to his chambre of parements, 

Ther as they sownen diverse instruments. 
That it is lyk an heven for to here. 

Now dauncen lusty Venus children dcrc, 

For in the Fish hir lady sat ful hyc. 

And loketh on hem vv ith a frcendly yc. 

This noble king is set up in his trone. 

This strange knight is fet to him ful sone, 

And on the daunce he gooth with Canacee. 
Hcer is the revel and the jolitcc 
That is nat able a dul man to dcvyse. 

He mostc han knowen love and his servyse. 
And been a festlich man as fresh as May, 

That sholde yow devysen swich array. 

Who coude telle yow the forme of daunccs, 
So uncouth e and so fresshe contcnaiinccs, 
Swich subtil loking and dissimulinges 
For drede of jalouse mennes apcrccyv inges? 

No man but Launcelot, and he is deed. 
Therefor I passe of al this liistihced; 

I scyc na-morc, but in this jolyncssc 
I Ictc hem, til men to the soper drcssc. 

llic styward bit the spyccs for to hyc, 

And eck the w}m, in al this mclodyc. 

Tlic iisshers and the squyers ben y-goon; 

The spyccs and the wyn is come anoon. 

They etc and drinkc; and whan this hadde an 
Un-to the temple, as reson was, they wendc. 

The service doon, they soiipcn al by day. 
What nedeth yow rehercen hir array? 

Ech man wot wel, that at a kinges fccste 



Hath plcntec, to the moste and to the Iceste, 

And deyntces mo than been in my knowing. 

At-aftcr soper gooth this noble king 

'I’o seen this hors of bras, with al the route 

Of lordcs and of ladyes him aboutc. 

Swich wondring was thcr on this hors of bras 
Hint, sin the grctc sege of Troyc was, 

'I'hcr-as men wondreden on an hors also, 

Nc was thcr swich a wondring as was tlio. 

But fynally the king axeth this knight 
The \'crtu of this courser and the might. 

And preyede him to telle his govcrnaimcc. 

I'his hors anoon bigan to trippe and daunce, 
Whan that this knight leyde hand iip-on his reyne. 
And scyde, ‘sir, thcr is na-inorc to scync, 

But, whan yow list to ryden any-wJicrc, 

Ye nioten trillc a pin, stant in his ere, 

W’l '^'h T shall telle yow bitvvix vs two. 

Ye mote nempne him to what place also 
Or to what contree that yow list to ryde. 

And \\han ye come thcr as yow list abyde, 

Biddc him dcsccnde, and trillc another pin, 

For thcT-in lyth tlie effect of al the gin, 

And he wol doun dcscendc and doon your willc; 

And in that place he wol abyde stille. 

Though al the world the contrarie haddc y-swore; 
lie shal iiat thennes ben y-drawe nVborc. 

Or, if yow liste biddc him thennes goon, 

Trillc this pin, and he wol vanisslic anoon 
Out of the sightc of every mancr wight, 

And come agayn, be it by day or night. 

When that yow list to elepen him ageyn 
In swich a gyse as I shal to yow seyn 
Bitw’ixe yow' and me, and that ful sone. 

Ryde whan yow list, thcr is iia-morc to done.' 

Enfonned whan the king was of that knight. 

And hath conceyved in his wit aright 
Tlie inaner and the forme of al this thing, 

'Fhus glad and blythc, this noble doughty king 
Rcpcircth to his revel as biforn. 
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And kept among his jewels leve and deic. 
The hors vanisshed, I noot in what manere. 
Out of hir sightc; ye gete na-more of me. 
But thus I Ictc in lust and lolitce 

This Cambynskan his lordcs festeyinge, 

Til wel ny tlic day bigan to springe. 
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Explicit prima pars 


Sequitur pars secunda 


The noricc of digestioun, tJie slepe, 

Gan on hem winkc, and bad hem taken kepe. 
That muchel drink and labour wolde han reste; 
And with a galping mouth hem allc he keste, 
And seyde, 'it was tyme to lyc adoun, 

For blood was in his dominacioun; 

Chcrisshetli blood, natures freend/ quod he. 
They thanken him galpingc, by two, by three, 
And every wight gan drawe him to his reste, 

As slcpe hem bad; they toke it for tlie beste. 
Hirdremes shul nat been y-told for me; 

Ful were hir hedes of fumositce. 

That causeth dreem, of which ther nis no charge. 
They slcpen til that it was pryme large, 

The moste part, but it were Canacee; 

She was ful mesurable, as wonmicn be. 

For of hir fader hadde she take Icvc 
To gon to reste, sone after it was eve; 

Hir liste nat appalled for to be, 

Nor on tlic morwe unfcstlich for to see; 

And slcptc hir firste sleep, and thanne awook. 

For swiche a joye she in hir herte took 
Both of hir queynte ring and hir inirour, 

That twenty tyme she changed hir colour; 

And in hir slcpe, right for impressioun 
Of hir mirour, she hadde a visioun. 

Wherfore, er that the sonne gan up glyde. 

She cleped on hir maistresse hir bisyde. 



And scyde, that hir liste for to ryse. 

TTiise oldc wommen that been gladly wyse. 
As is hir maistresse, answerde hir anoon, 

And seyde, 'madame, whider wil ye goon 
Thus erly? for the folk ben alle on reste/ 

‘I wol/ quod she, ‘aryse, for me Icste 
No lenger for to slepe, and walkc aboute/ 

Hir maistresse clepeth wommen a gret route. 
And up they rysen, wel a ten or twelve; 

Up ryseth fresshe Canaeee hir-selve, 

As rody and bright as dooth the yonge sonne. 
That in the Ram is four degrees up-ronne; 
Noon hyer was he, whan she redy was; 

And forth she walketh esily a pas. 

Arrayed after the lusty seson sote 
Lightly, for to pleye and walke on fote; 

Nat but with f^e or six of hir meynee; 

Ami T trench, forth in the park, goth she. 
The vapour, which that fro the erthe glood. 
Made the sonne to seme rody and brood; 

But nathelees, it was so fair a sighte 
That it made allc hir hertes for to lighte, 

What for the seson and the morweninge. 

And for the foulcs that she herde singe; 

For right anon she wiste what they mente 
Right by hir song, and knew al hir entente. 

The knotte, why that every talc is told. 

If it l)c taried til that lust be cold 
Of hem that han it after herkned yore, 

Tlic savour passeth ever lenger the more, 

P'or fulsomnessc of his prolixitec. 

And by the same reson thinketh me, 

I sholclc to the knotte condcscendc. 

And maken of hir walking sonc an ende. 

Amidde a tree fordrye, as \^1iyt as chalk. 

As Canaeee was pleying in hir walk, 

Thcr sat a faucon over hir heed ful hye. 

That with a pitous voys so gan to crye 
That all the wode resoimed of hir cry. 

Y-beten hath she hir-self so pitously 
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With bothehir winges, til the rede blood 
Ran cndelong the tree ther-as she stood. 

And ever in oon she cryde alwey and shrighte. 
And with hir beek hir-selven so she prightc. 
That ther nis tygre, ne noon so cruel bestc. 
That dwelleth cither in wodc or in forestc 
Tliat nolde han W'cpt, if that he wepe coude, 
For sorwe of hir, she shrightc alwey so loude. 
For ther nas never yet no man on lyvc — 

If that I coiide a faucon wcl discryve — 

That herde of swich another of fairncsse, 

As wel of plumage as of gcntillcssc 
Of shap, and al that mighte y-rckened be. 

A faucon peregryn that semed she 
Of fremdc land; and evermore, as she stood, 

She swowneth now and now for lakke of blood. 
Til wel neigh is she fallen fro the tree. 

This faire kinges doghter, Canacee, 

That on hir finger bar the queynte ring, 

Thurgh which she understood wcl every thing 
That any foul may in his ledene seyn, 

And coude answere him in his ledene ageyn. 
Hath understonde what this faucon seyde, 

And wel neigh for the rewthe almost she deyde. 
And to the tree she gooth ful hastily, 

And on this faucon loketh pitously, 

And heeld hir lappe abrood, for wel she wiste 
The faucon moste fallen fro the twiste. 

When that it swowned next, for lakke of blood. 
A long while to wayten hir she stood 
Till atte laste she spak in this manere 
Un-to the hauk, as ye shul after here. 

‘What is the cause, if it be for to telle. 

That ye be in this furial pyne of hellc?' 

Quod Canacee un-to this hauk above. 

Ts this for sorwe of deeth or los of love? 

For, as I trowe, thise ben causes two 
That causen moost a gentil hertc wo; 

Of other harm it nedeth nat to speke. 

For ye your-self upon your-self yow wreke, 



Wliich provcth wel, that either love or drede 
Mot been encheson of your erucl dede, 

Sin that I sec non other wight yow chace. 
bor love of god, as dooth yoiir-sclven grace the 

Or what may ben your help; for west nor eest Squieres 

Nc scy I never er now no brid nc bcest tale 

That ferde with him-self so pitously. 

Ye slee me with your sorvve, verraily; 

I have of yow so gret compassioun. 45 1 

For goddes love, com fro the tree adoun; 

And, as I am a kinges doghter trewe. 

If that I verraily the cause knewe 
Of your disese, if it lay in my might, 

I woldc amende it, cr that it were night, 

As wisly hclpc me gret god of kindc! 

And herbes shal I right y-nowc y-finde 
T o lielc with your hurtes hastily.' 

'I '1^0 <;hrighte this faucon iiior pitously 
Than ever she didc, and fil to groundc anoon, 

And lyth aswowne, deed, and lyk a stoon, 

Til Canaeee hath in hirlapjic hir take 
Un-to the tyme she gan of svvough awake. 

And, after that she of hir swough gan breyde. 

Right in hir haukes Icdenc tlius she seyde: — 

‘That pi tec renneth sonc in gen til hertc, 

Fcling his similitude in peynes smertc, 

Is proved al day, as men may it sec. 

As wel by werk as by auctoritce; 

For gen til hertc kytheth gentillessc. 

I sec wel, that ye han of my distresse 
Compassioun, my fairc Canaeee, 

Of verray wommanly benignitcc 
That nature in your principles hath set. 

But for non hope for to fare the bet. 

But for to obeyc un-to your herte free, 

And for to maken other be war by me. 

As by the whelp chasted is the Icoiin, 

Right for that cause and that concliisioun, 

Whyl that I have a Icyser and a space, 

Myn harm I wol confessen, cr I pace.' 
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And ever, whyl that oon hir sorwe tolde, 

That other weep, as she to water woldc, 

Til that the faucon bad hir to be stillc; 

And, with a syk, right thus she seyde hir wille. 

‘TTier I was bred (alias! that harde day! ) 

And fostred in a rochc of marbul gray 
So tcndrely, that nothing cylcd me, 

I niste nat what was adversitcc. 

Til I coude flee ful hye under the sky. 

Tho dwclte a tercelet me faste by. 

That semed wclle of alle gentillesse; 

A1 were he ful of treson and falsiicsse. 

It was so wrapped under humble chere, 

And under hewe of trouthe in swich manere. 
Under plesance, and under bisy pcync, 

That no wight eoude han wend he coude fcync, 

So depe in greyn he dyed his coloiircs. 

Right as a serpent hit him under flourcs 
Til he may seen his tyme for to byte, 

Right so this god of love, this yp()cr)'tc. 

Doth so his ccrimonics and obcisaunccs. 

And kepeth in semblant alle his observances 
That sowncth in-to gentillesse of love. 

As in a toumbe is al the fairc above, 

And under is the corps, swich as ye woot, 

Swich was this ypocryte, bothe cold and hoot. 
And in this wysche served his entente. 

That (save the feend) non wiste what he mente. 
Til he so longehad wopen and compleyned. 

And many a yeer his service to me feyned. 

Til that myn herte, to pitous and to nyce, 

Al innocent of his crouned malice, 

For-fered of his deeth, as thoughte me. 

Upon his othes and his seuretee, 

Graunted him love, on this condicioun. 

That evermore myn honour and renoun 
Were saved, bothe privee and apert; 

This is to seyn, that, after his desert, 

I yaf him al myn herte and al my thoght — 

God woot and he, that otherwyse noght — 



And took his herte in chaunge for myn for ay. 
But sooth is scyd, gon sithen many a day, 

“A trcw wight and a theef thcnken nat oon" 


And, whan he saugh the thing so fcr y-goon the 

That I had grauntcd him fully my love, Squicrcs 

In swich a gysc as I have scyd above, tale 

And yeven him my trewe herte, as free 
As he swoor he his herte yaf to me; 

Anon this tygre, ful of doublencssc, 45 ^ 

Fil on his knees with so devout hnmblcssc. 


With so heigh reverence, and, as by his chere. 
So lyk a gen til lovere of man ere. 

So ravisshed, as it seined, for the joyc, 
lliat never Jason, ne Parys of Troye, 

Jason? certes, ne non other man. 

Sin Lamctli w'as, that alderfirst bigan 
'I’o loven two, as writen folk biforn, 

TM^ sin the firsto man was born, 

Ne coiide man, by twenty thousand part, 
Conntrefete the sophimes of his art; 

Ne were worthy unbokclc his galochc, 

Thcr cloublcnesse or feyning sholdc approche, 
Ne so coude thanke a w ight as he did me! 

His mancr w^as an heven for to sec 
Til any woinman, were she never so wys; 

So pevnted he and kembde at point-devys 
As w’cl his w'ordcs as his contcnaunce. 

And I so lovede him for his obcisaunce. 

And for the trouthe I denied in his herte, 
lliat, if so were that any thing him smerte, 

A 1 W'Crc it never so lyte, and I it wiste. 

Me though te, I felte deeth myn herte twistc. 
And shortly, so ferforth this thing is w'ent. 
That my wil was his willes instrument; 
lliis is to scyn, my wil obeyed his wil 
In allc thing, as fer as rcson fil, 

Keping the boundes of my worship ever. 

Nc never hadde I thing so leef, ne lever. 

As him, god woot! ne never shal na-mo. 

This lasteth lengcr than a yecr or two. 



That I supposed of him noght but good. 

But fynally, thus atte lastc it stood, 

That fortune wolde that he mostc twinne 
Out of that place which that I was inne. 

Whcr me was wo, that is no qucstioun; 

I can nat make of it discripcioun; 

For o thing dar I tellen boldcly, 

I knowe what is the peyne of deth ther-by; 

Swich harm I fclte for he ne mighte bileve. 

So on a day of me he took his leve. 

So sorwefully eek, that I wende verraily 
Tliat he had felt as miichc harm as I, 

Whan that I herde him speke, and saugh his hewc. 
But nathclccs, I thoughtc he was so trewe. 

And cck that he repairc sholdc ageyn 
With-iimc a litcl whyle, sooth to scyn; 

And rcson w'oldc cek that he mostc go 
For his honour, as ofte it happeth so, 

Tliat I made vertu of ncccssitcc, 

And took it wel, sin that it moste be. 

As I best mighte, 1 hiddc fro him my sorwe, 

And took him by the bond, scint John to borwe. 
And seyde him thus: ''lo, I am yourcs al; 

Beth swich as I to yow have been, and shal/' 

What he answerde, it nedeth noght rchcrcc. 

Who can sey bet than he, who can do werse? 

Whan he hath al wel seyd, thanne hath he doon. 
'Therfor bihoveth him a ful long spoon 
Tliat shal etc with a feend,” thus herde I seye. 

So atte lastc he moste forth his weye, 

And forth he flecth, til he cam thcr him Icstc. 

Whan it cam him to purpos for to rcstc, 

I trowc he hadde thilke text in mindc, 

Tliat ‘‘allc thing, repeiring to his kindc, 

Gladcth him-sclf thus seyn men, as I gesse; 

Men loven of propre kinde newfangclncsse. 

As briddes doon that men in cages fede. 

For though thou night and day take of hem hede. 
And strawe hir cage fairc and softc as silk, 

And yeve hem sugre, hony, breed and milk, 



Yet right anon, as that his dore is uppe, 

He with his feet wol spume adoun his euppe, 
And to the wode he wol and wornies ete; 

So newefangel been they of hir mete. 

And loven novclrycs of propre kinde; 

No gcntillesse of blood [ne] may hem binde. 
So ferde this tereelet, alias the day! 

'I’lioiigh he were gentil born, and fresh and gay. 
And goodly for to seen, and humble and free. 
He saiigh up-on a tyme a kyte flee. 

And sodeynly he loved this kyte so, 
lliat al his love is clenc fro me ago. 

And hath his trouthe falscd in this wyse; 

I’hus hath the kyte my love in hir servyse. 

And I am lorn with-outen remcdycl' 

And witli that word this faucon gan to cryc, 
And swowned eft in Canacees barme. 

C Tf‘ct was the sorwe, for tlic haukes harmc, 
That (Janacce and alle hir wommen made; 
Tlicy niste how they mighte the faucon glade. 
But Canaccc horn bercth hir in hir lappe, 

And softcly in piastres gan hir wrappe, 

'^Hicr as she with hir beck had hurt hir-selve. 
Now can nat Canaccc but herbes delve 
Out of the groundc, and make salves newe 
Of lierbes precious, and fync of hewe. 

To heleii with this hauk; fro day to night 
She dooth hir bisinesse and al hir might. 

And by hir beddes heed she made a mewc. 

And covered it with vclucttcs blcwe. 

In signe of trouthe that is in wommen sene. 
And al with-oute, the mewe is peynted grene. 
In which were peynted alle thise false foules. 
As beth thise tidifs, tcrcclcts, and oules, 

Right for despyt were peynted hem bisyde. 

And pyes, on hem for to ciy e and chyde. 

Thus Icte I Canacec hir hank keping; 

I wol na-more as now speke of hir ring. 

Til it come eft to purpos for to seyn 
How tliat this faucon gat hir love ageyn 
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Repentant, as the storie telleth us, 

By mediacioun of Cambalus, 

The kinges sone, of whiche I yow tolde. 

But hennes-forth I wol my proees holde 
To speke of avcntiires and of batailles, 

That never yet was herd so grete mcrvailles. 

r'irst wol I telle yow of Cambinskan, 

'I'hat in his tyinc many a citcc wan; 

And after wol I speke of Algarsyf, 

How that he wan Theodora to his wyf, 

For whom ful oftc in greet peril he was, 

Nc hadde he ben holpen by the stede of bras; 
And after wol I speke of Cambalo, 

That fa light in listes with the ])retheren two 
I'"or Canacce, er that he mighte hir winne. 

And thcr I leftc I wol ageyn biginne. 

Explicit scciinda pars 

Incipit pars terda 

Apollo whirleth up his ehar so hyc. 

Til that the god Merciirius hous the slye — 

(^Unfinished') 

Here folwen the wordes of the Vrankelin to the Squier, 
And the wordes of the Host to the Frankelin 

'In feith, Squier, thou hast thee wel y-quit. 

And gentilly I preisc wel thy wit,’ 

Quod the Frankeleyn, ‘considering thy youthe, 
So feelingly thou spekest, sir, I allow the! 

As to my doom, there is non that is here 
Of eloquence that shal be thy pere, 

If that thou live; god yeve thee good chaunce. 
And in vertu sendc thee continuaunce! 

For of thy speehe I have greet deyntee. 

I have a sone, and, by the Trinitee, 

I hadde lever than twenty pound worth lond. 



Though it right now were fallen in myn hond. 

He were a man of swich discrecioun 
As that ye been! fy on possessioun 

But-if a man be vertuous with-al. the 

I have my sone snibbed, and yet shal, Squieres 

For he to vertu listeth nat entende; t a le 

But for to pleye at dees, and to despende. 

And lese al that he hath, is his usage. 

And he hath lever talken with a page 457 

Tlian to comune with any gentil wight 
Thcr he mighte lerne gentillesse aright.’ 

‘Straw for your gentillesse,’ quod our host; 

‘What, frankeleyn? pardee, sir, wel thou wost 
Tliat eche of yow mot tellen atte Icste 
A tale or two, or breken his bihestc/ 

‘Tliat knowe I wcl, sir,' quod the frankeleyn; 

‘I prey yow, haveth me nat in desdeyn 

to this man I speke a word or two.’ 

‘Telle on thy tale with-outen wordcs mo.’ 

‘Gladly, sir host,’ quod he, ‘I wol obeye 
Uii-to your wil; now herkneth what I seye. 

I wol yow nat contrarien in no wyse 
As fer as that my wittes wol suffyse; 

I prey to god that it may plcscn yow. 

Than woot I wel that it is good y-now.’ 







The Frankeleyns Tale 


The Prologe of the Tranhclcyns Tale 


T iiise oldc gcntil Britons in liir daycs 
Of diverse aventures maden layes, 
Rynieycd in hir firste Briton tonge; 

Which layes with hir instruments they songe. 
Or dies redden hem for hir plcsauncc; 

And oon of hem have I in rcmcmbrauncc. 
Which I slial scyn with good wil as I can. 

But sires, by-cause I am a biircl man. 

At my biginning first 1 vow biscchc 
Have me excused of my rude spcche; 

I Icrncd never rcthoryk certcyn; 

Thing that I speke, it moot be bare and plcyn. 
I sleep never on the mount of Pernaso, 

Nc Icrncd Marcus Tullius Cithcio, 

Colours nc knowe I none, with-outen drede. 
But swiche colours as growen in the mede. 

Or dies swichc as men dye or peyntc. 

Colours of rethoryk ben me to queynte; 

My spirit feleth noght of swich matere. 

But if yow Ust, my tale shiil ye here. 
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Here biginneth the Frankeleyns Tale 

In Armorik, that called is Britaync, 

Thcr was a knight that loved and dide his payne 
To serve a lady in his beste wysc; 

And many a labour, many a greet empryse 
He for his lady wroghte, er she were wonne. 

For she was oon, the fairestc under sonne. 

And eek therto come of so heigh kinrccle, 

That wel unnethes dorste this knight, for drede. 
Telle hir his wo, his peyne, and his distrcssc. 

But attc laste, she, for his worthincssc. 

And namely for his meke obcysaiincc. 

Hath swich a pitce caught of his pcnaunce. 

That prively she fil of his accord 

To take him for hir housbonde and hir lord, 

Of sw'ich lordshipe as men han over hir wyves; 
And for to lede the more in blissc hir lyvcs. 

Of his free wil be swoor hir as a knight. 

That never in al his lyf he, day ne night, 

Ne sholde up-on him take no inaistrye 
Agayn hir wil, ne kythc hir jalonsyc, 

But hir obeyc, and folwc hir wil in al 
As any lovere to his lady shal; 

Save that the name of soveraynctcc. 

That wolde he have for shame of his degree. 

She thanked him, and with ful greet humblessc 
She seyde, ‘sire, sith of your gcntillcssc 
Ye prof re me to have so large a reync, 

Ne wolde never god bitwixe us twcync, 

As in my gilt, were outher werre or stryf. 

Sir, I w'ol be your humble trewe wyf. 

Have heer my trouthe, til that myn herte breste.' 
Thus been they bothe in quicte and in rcste. 

For o thing, sires, saufly dar I seye. 

That frendes everich other moot obeye, 

If they wol longe holden companye. 

Love wol natbeen constreyned by maistryc; 
Whan maistrie comth, the god of love anon 
Beteth hise winges, and farewell he is gon! 



Love is a thing as any spirit free; 

Wommen of kindc desiren libcrtee. 

And nat to ben constreyncd as a thral; 

And so don men, if I soth scycn shal. 

Lokc who that is most pacient in love, 

He is at his avantage al above. 

Pacicnce is an heigh vcrtu certeyn; 

For it vencjuisscth, as thisc clerkcs seyn, 
Thinges that rigour sholdc never attcync. 

I'br every word men may nat chyde or picyne. 
I.erneth to siiffre, or elles, so moot I goon. 

Ye shill it Icrne, wher-so ye wole or noon. 

For in this world, certein, thcr no wight is, 
Tliat he nc dooth or seith soin-tymc amis. 

Ire, siknessc, or constellaeioun, 

Wyn, wo, or chaunginge of complexioiin 
Cause th fill ofte to doon amis or speken. 

On jsCiy vvong a man may nat be wreken; 
After the tyme, moste be temperaunce 
I’o every wight tliat ean on govcrnaiinee. 

And therfore hath this wysc worthy knight, 
To li\e ill esc, siifirance hir bihight. 

And she to him fill wisly gaii to swcrc 
That never sholde ther be defaiite in here. 

lleer may men seen an humble wys aeeord; 
Thus hath she take hir servant and hir lord. 
Servant in love, and lord in mariage; 

Than was he bothc in lordship and servage; 
Servage? nay, but in lordshipc above, 

Sith he hath bothe his lady and his love; 

Ilis lady, certes, and his wyf also, 

'llic whieh that lawc of love aeordeth to. 

And whan he was in this prosperitee, 

I loom with his wyf he gooth to his contree, 
Nat fer fro Penmark, ther his dwelling was, 
Wher-as he liveth in blissc and in solas. 

Who eoude telle, but he had wedded be. 
The joye, the cse, and the prosperitee 
That is bitwixe an housbonde and his wyf? 

A yecr and more lasted this blisful lyf, 
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Til that the knight of which I speke of thus, 

That of Kayrrud was cleped Arveragus, 

Shoop him to goon, and dwcllc a ycer or tweyne 
In Engclond, that cleped was eek Britcyne, 

To seke in armes worship and honour; 

For al his lust he settc in swich labour; 

And dwelled thcr two yeer, the book scith thus. 

Now wol I stintc of this Arveragus, 

And speken I wolc of Dorigene his wyf. 

That loveth hir housbondc as hir hertes lyf. 

For his absence wepeth she and syketh. 

As doon thise noble wyves whan hem lyketh. 

She moorncth, waketh, w'aylcth, fasteth, pleyncth; 
Desyr of his presence hir so distreyneth, 

Tliat al this wyde world she sette at noght. 

His frendes, whiche that knewe hir hevy thoght, 
Conforten hir in al that ever they may; 

Tlicy prechen hir, they telle hir night and day, 
That causelccs she slceth hir-sclf, alias! 

And every confort possible in this cas 
They doon to hir with al hir bisinesse, 

Al for to make hir leve hir hevinessc. 

By proccs, as ye knowen cverichoon. 

Men may so longe graven in a stoon. 

Til som figure ther-inne emprented be. 

So longe han they conforted hir, til she 
Receyved hath, by hope and by rcsoun, 
Th’emprcnting of hir consolacioun, 

Tluirgh which hir grctc sor\^'c gan aswage; 

She may nat alwey duren in swich rage. 

And eek Arveragus, in al this care. 

Hath sent hir lettres hoom of his welfare. 

And that he wol come hastily agayn; 

Or ellcs hadde this sorwe hir herte slayn. 

Hir freendes sawc hir sorwe gan to slake. 

And preyde hir on knees, for goddes sake. 

To come and romen hir in companyc, 

Awey to dryve hir derke fantasye. 

And finally, she graunted that requeste; 

For wcl she saugh that it was for the beste. 



Now stood hir castel faste by the see, 

And often with hir freendes walketh she 
Hir to disporte up-on the bank an heigh, 
Whcr-as she many a ship and barge seigh 
Seilinge hir cours, wher-as hem liste go; 

But than was that a parcel of hir wo. 
h or to hir-sclf ful ofte 'alias!' scith she, 

'Is thcr no ship, of so manye as I see, 

Wol bringcn liom my lord? than were myn herte 
A1 warisshcd of his bittrc pcynes smcrtc.' 

Another tymc thcr wolde she sittc and thinkc, 
And caste hir cycn dounward fro the brinkc. 

But whan she saugh the grisly rokkcs blake. 

For verray fere so wolde hir herte quake, 

'Fliat on hir feet she mighte hir noght sustcnc. 
Than wolde she sitte adoun upon the grenc, 

And pitously in-to the sec biholde, 

And :;e\.* *iV;ht thus, with sorwcful sykes colder 
'Etcrnc god, that thurgh thy purvcyauncc 
Lcdcst the world by ccrtcin govcrnaunce. 

In ydcl, as men seyn, yc no-thing make; 

But, lord, thisc grisly fccndly rokkcs blake, 
lliat semen rather a foul confusioun 
Of wcrk than any fair crcacioun 
Of swich a parfit wys god and a stable, 

Why han yc wroght this wcrk unresonablc? 

For by'this wcrk, south, north, nc west, ne eest, 
ITici nis y-fostrcd man, nc brid, nc bccst; 

It dootli no good, to my wit, but anoycth. 

Sec yc nat, lord, how mankinde it destroyeth? 

An hundred thousand bodies of mankinde 
Han rokkes slayn, al be they nat in minde, 
Which mankinde is so fair part of thy wcrk 
'Iliat thou it madest lyk to thyn owcnc meik. 
'Fhan seemed it yc hadde a greet chiertee 
Toward mankinde; but how than may it be 
ITiat ye swiche menes make it to dcstroycn, 
Whiche menes do no good, but ever anoycn? 

I woot wel clerkcs wol seyn, as hem Icste, 

By arguments, that al is for the bestc. 
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Thougil I nc can the causes nat y-knowc. 

But thilke god, that made wind to blowc, 

As kepe my lord! this my conclusioun; 

To elerkes letc I al disputisoun. 

But wolde god that alle thise rokkes blake 
Were sonken in-to hclle for his sake! 

Thise rokkes sleen myn herte for the fere/ 

Thus wolde she scyn, with many a pitous tere. 

Hir freendes sawc that it was no disport 
To romen by the sec, but disconfort; 

And shopen for to plcyen somwher dies. 

They leden hir by rivcrcs and by welles. 

And cek in othere places dclitablcs; 

Tlicy dauncen, and they plcyen at ches and tables. 

So on a day, right in the morwe-tyde, 

Un-to a gardin that was thcr bisyde, 

In which tliat they had maad hir ordinaunce 
Of vitaillc and of other purvcyaunce, 

They goon and plcye hem al the longe day. 

And tihis was on the sixte morwe of May, 

Which May had peynted with his softe shoures 
This gardin ful of levcs and of floures; 

And craft of mannes hand so curiously 
Arrayed hadde this gardin, trcwely. 

That never was ther gardin of swich prys, 

But-if it were the verray paradys. 

Th’ odour of floures and the fresshe sighte 
Wolde han maad any herte for to lighte 
ITiat ever was born, but-if to gret siknesse. 

Or to gret sorwe helde it in distressc; 

So ful it was of beautee with plesaunce. 

At-after diner gonne they to daunce. 

And singe also, save Dorigen allone. 

Which made alwey hir compleint and hir mone; 
For she ne saugh him on the daunce go. 

That was hir housbonde and hir love also. 

But nathelees she moste a tyme abyde, 

And with good hope lete hir sorwe slyde. 

Up-on this daunce, amonges othere men, 
Daunced a squyer biforen Dorigen, 



"^That fressher was and jolyer of array, 

As to my doom, than is the monthe of May. 

He singeth, daunceth, passinge any man 
That is, or was, sith that the world bigan. 
Ther-with he was, if men sholde him discryve, 
Oon of the beste faringe man on-lyve; 

Yong, strong, right vertuous, and riche and wys. 
And wel biloved, and holdcn in gret prys. 

And shortly, if the sothe I tellcn shal, 

Unwiting of this Dorigen at al, 

Tliis lusty sqiiycr, servant to Venus, 

Which that y-clcped was Aurelius, 

Had loved hir best of any creature 
'Fwo yeer and more, as was his aventurc. 

But never dorste he telle hir his grevaunce; 
With-outen coppe he drank al his pcnaunce. 

He was despeyred, no-thing dorste he seye. 

Save in his songes somwhat wolde he wreye 
His wo, as m a general compleyning; 

He scyde he lovede, and was biloved no-thing. 
Of sw'iche matcre made he manyc layes, 

Songes, compleintes, roundels, virelayes. 

How that he dorste nat his sorwe telle. 

But languissheth, as a furie dooth in helle; 

And dye he moste, he seyde, as dide Ekko 
For Narcisus, that dorste nat telle hir wo. 

In otlicr manerc than ye here me seye, 

Nc dorste he nat to hir his wo biwreye; 

Save that, paraventure, som-tyme at daunces, 
Tlicr yonge folk kepen hir observaunces. 

It may wel be he loked on hir face 
In swich a wysc, as man that asketh grace; 

But no-thing wiste she of his entente. 
Nathelccs, it happed, er they thennes wente. 
By-cause that he was hir neighebour. 

And was a man of worship and honour. 

And hadde y-knowen him of tyme yore, 

Tlicy fillc in spcche; and forth more and more 
Un-to his purpos drough Aurelius, 

And whan he saugh his tyme, he seyde thus: 
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‘Madame/ quod he, ‘by god that this world made, 
So that I wiste it mighte your herte glade, 

I wolde, that day that your Arveragus 
Wente over tlie see, tliat I, Aurelius, 

Had went ther never I sholde have eome agayn; 

For wel I woot my service is in vayn. 

My guerdon is but bresting of myn herte; 

Madame, reweth upon my pcyncs smerte; 

For with a word ye may me sleen or save, 

I leer at your feet god wolde that I were grave! 

I nc have as now no Icyscr more to seyc; 

Have mercy, swctc, or yc wol do me deye!' 

She gan to loke up-on Aurelius : 

‘Is this your wil,’ qiiod she, ‘and scy yc thus? 

Never erst,' quod she, ‘ne wiste I what ye nicnte 
But now, Aurelic, I knowc your entente, 

By thilke god that yaf me soulc and lyf, 

Nc shal I never been untrewc wyf 
In word ne werk, as fer as I have wit: 

I wol ben his to whom that I am knit; 

Tak this for fynal answer as of me/ 

But after that in pley thus seyde she: 

‘Aurelic,' quod she, ‘by heigh tc god above. 

Yet wolde I grauntc yow to been your love. 

Sin I yow see so pitously complaync; 

Loke what day that, endclong Britayne, 

Ye remoeve alle the rokkes, stoon by stoon, 

Tliat they ne lette ship nc boot to goon — 

I seyc, whan yc han maad the coost so clcne 
Of rokkes, that ther nis no stoon y-sene, 

Tlian wol I love yow best of any man; 

Have heer my trouthe in al that ever I can/ 

‘Is ther non other grace in yow?' quod he. 

‘No, by that lord,' quod she, ‘that maked me! 

For wel I woot that it shal never bityde. 

Lat swiche folies out of your herte slyde. 

What deyntee sholde a man han in his lyf 
For to go love another mannes wyf. 

That hath hir body whan so that him lyketh?' 
Aurelius ful ofte sore syketh; 



Wo was Aurelie, whan that he this hcrde, 

And with a sorwefiil hertc he thus answerde: 

‘Madame/ quod he, ‘this were an impossible! 
Than moot I dye of sodcin deth horrible/ 

And with that word he turned him anoon. 

'I’ho eom hir othere freendes many oon. 

And in the alcyes romeden up and doim. 

And no-thing wiste of this eonelusioun, 

But sodeinly ])igonne revel newe 

Til tliat the brighte sonne loste his hewe; 

For tlTorisonte hath reft the sonne his light; 
This is as muchc to seye as it was night. 

And hoorn they goon in joye and in solas. 

Save only wrecche Aurelius, alias! 

He to his hous is goon with son\'efiil herte; 
lie secth he may nat fro his decth asterte. 

Him semed that he felte his herte eolde; 

Up f-o ;• lipvene his hanclcs he gan holde. 

And on his knowes bare he sette him doun. 

And in his raving seyde his orisoun. 

I "or veriay wo out of his wit he breyde. 

He niste what he spak, but thus he seyde; 

With pitous herte his plcynt hath he bigonne 
Un-to the gocldes, and first im-to the sonne: 

He seyde, ‘Appollo, god and governour 
Of every plauntc, herbe, tree and flour, 

'Fhat yevest, after thy declinacioun. 

To cell of hem his tyme and his sesoun, 

As thyn herberwe ehaungeth lowe or hye. 

Lord Phebus, east thy mereiablc ye 
On wrccehe Aurelie, whieh that am but lorn. 
Lo, Lord! my lady hath my deeth y-sworn 
With'Outc gilt, but thy benignitee 
Upon my dcdly herte have som pitee! 

For wel I woot, lord Phebus, if yow lest, 

Yc may me helpen, save my lady, best. 

Now voucheth sauf that I may yow devysc 
How that I may been holpe and in what wyse. 

Your blisful suster, Lueina the shene, 

Tliat of the see is chief goddessc and quene. 
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Though Neptunus have dcitce in the see, 

Yet emperesse aboven him is she: 

Ye knowen wel, lord, that right as hir desyr 
Is to be quiked and lightned of your fyr, 

Forwhieh she folweth yow ful bisily. 

Right so the see desyreth naturelly 
To folwen hir, as she that is goddesse 
Bothe in the see and riveres more and lesse. 
Wherfore, lord Phebus, this is my requeste — 

Do this miracle, or do myn herte breste — 

That now, next at this opposicioun, 

Which in the signe shal be of the Lcoun, 

As preyeth hir so greet a flood to briiigc, 

That fyve fadme at the Iccste it overspringe 
The hyeste rokke in Armorik Britcync; 

And lat this flood endure ycrcs tweyne; 

Than certes to my lady may I scye: 

‘'Holdcth your heste, the rokkes been aweye/^ 

Lord Phebus, dooth this miracle for me; 

Preye hir she go no faster cours than ye; 

I seye, preyeth your sustcr that she go 
No faster cours than ye thise ycrcs two. 

Than shal she been cvene attc fiillc alway, 

And spring-flood laste bothe night and day. 

And, but she vouchc-sauf in swiche manere 
To grauntc me my sovercyn lady dcrc. 

Prey hir to sinken every rok adoun 

In-to hir owene derke regioun 

Under the ground, thcr Pluto dwellcth inne. 

Or never-mo shal I my lady winne. 

Thy temple in Dclphos wol I barefoot seke; 

Lord Phebus, see the teres on my eh eke, 

And of my peyne have som compassioun." 

And with that word in swownc he fil adoun. 

And longe tyme he lay forth in a trauncc. 

His brother, which that knew of his pcnaunce. 
Up caughte him and to beddc he hath him broght. 
Dispeyred in this torment and this thoght 
Lete I this woful creature lye; 

Chese he, for me, whether he wol live or dye. 



Arveragiis, with hele and greet honour, 

As he that was of chivalrye the flour. 

Is conicn hoom, and othere worthy men. 

0 blisful artow now, thou Dorigen, 

Tliat linst thy lusty housbonde in thync armes. 
The fresshc knight, the worthy man of armes, 
That loveth thee, as his owene liertes lyf. 
No-tliing list him to been imaginatyf 
If any wight had spoke, whyl he was oiite. 

To hire of love; he haddc of it no doutc. 
lie noght entendeth to no swicb niatcrc. 

But daunceth, justeth, inaketh hir good cherc; 
And til us in joye and blissc I leteheiii dwclle. 

And of the syhe Aurelius wol T telle. 

In langour and in torment furious 
'J’wo yeer and more lay wrccchc Aurelius, 

Er any foot he miglitc on erthe goon; 

tyme haddc he noon. 

Save of his brother, which tliat was a clerk; 
lie knew of al this wo and al this work, 
h'or lo non other creature ccricyu 
Of this inatcrc he dorstc no word styn. 

Under his l^rcst he bar it more secree 
'J'liiui c\cr fliclc Eaniphilus for Galatlice. 

1 lis brest was hooi, with-outc foi to sene, 

But in his herte ay was the arwc kcnc. 

And wcl ye kiiowc that of a sursanure 

In suigerye is perilous the cure, 

Bui uicii inightc touche the arwc, or come therby. 
ITis brother weep and wayled privcly, 

'Til atte lastc him fil in remcniiiraunec, 

'I’hal whyl lie was at Orliens in Erauiicc, 

As yongc cleikes, that been likerous 
To reden artes that been curious, 

Seken in every halkc and every herne 

Particulcr sciences for to lerne, 

lie him remembered that, upon a day. 

At Orliens in studie a book he say 
Of magik naturcl, which his fclaw'C, 

Tliat was that tvmc bachcler of la we. 


THE 

Frankelevns 

TALE 

469 



THE 

CANTER- 

BURY 

TALES 

470 


A1 were he ther to lerne another craft, 

Had privcly upon his desk y-laft; 

Which book spak muche of the opcraciouns, 
Touchingc the cightc and twenty mansiouns 
That longen to the mono, and swich folyc, 

As in our dayes is nat worth a flye; 

For holy chirches feith in our bilevc 
Ne suffreth noon illusion us to greve. 

And whan this book was in his rcmcmbrauncc, 
Anon for joyc his herte gan to dannee. 

And to hiui'Sclf he scyde privcly: 

'My brother shal be warisshed hastily; 

For T am siker that ther be sciences. 

By \^’hichc men make diverse apparcnces 
Swich c as thisc subtile trcgctourcs plcyc. 

For oftc at festes have I wcl herd scyc, 

Tliat tregetours, with-inne an hallc large, 

Have maad come in a water and a barge. 

And in the hallc rowen up and donn. 

Sointyme hath seined come a grim Iconn; 

And somtyine flourcs springe as in a nicdc; 
Somtyme a vync, and grapes whyte and rede; 
Somt}'inc a castel, al of lym and stoon; 

And wlian hem lyked, voyded it anoon. 

Tims semed it to every mannes sightc. 

Now than conclude I thus, that if I mighte 
At Orlicns som old fclawe y-findc. 

That hadde this moncs mansions in mindc, 

Or other magik naturel above. 

He sholde wcl make my brother ban his love. 
For with an apparcncc a clerk may make 
To mannes sightc, that allc the rokkes l)lakc 
Of Britaigne weren y-voyded cverichon. 

And shippes by the brinke comen and gon, 
And in swich forme endure a day or two; 

Than were my brother warisshed of his w'o. 
TTian mostc she nedcs holdcn hir biheste, 

Or dies he shal shame hir atte Icste.' 

What sholde I make a Icnger tale of this? 
Un-to his brothcrcs bed he comcn is. 



And swich confort he yaf him for to gon 
To Orlicns, that he up stirte anon. 

And on his wey forth ward thanne is he fare, 

In hope for to ben lissed of his care. 

Whan they were come almost to that citee, 
But-if it were a two furlong or three, 

A yong clerk romingc by hini-sclf they mette. 
Which that in Latin thriftily hem grette. 

And after that he seyde a wonder thing: 

knowc,' quod he, 'the cause of your coming'; 
And cr tlicy ferther any fotc wente. 

He told hem al that was in hir entente. 

This Briton clerk him asked of fclawes 
Tlic whiche that he had knowc in oldc dawes; 
And he answerde him that they dede were, 

For which he weep ful oftc many a tcrc. 

Doun of his hors Aurelius lightc anon, 

And fo '^h with this niagicien is he gon 
Hoorn to his hous, and made hem w'cl at ese. 

Hem lakked no vitaille that inighte hem plese; 

So wcl arrayed hous as thcr was oon 
Aurelius in his lyf saugh never noon. 

He shewed him, er he wente to sopeer. 

Fores tes, parkes ful of wildc deer; 

Ther saugh he hertes with hir homes hye, 

The gretteste that ever were seyn with ye. 

He saugh of hem an hondred slayn with houndcs. 
And somme with arwes blcdc of bittre woundcs. 
He saugh, whan voided were thisc wilde deer 
'rhise fauconers upon a fair river, 

That with hir haiikes han the heron slayn. 

Tlio saugh he knightes justing in a playn; 

And after this, he dide him swich plesaunce, 

I'hat he him shewed his lady on a daunce 
On which him-self he daunced, as him though te. 
And whan this maister, that this magik wroughte, 
Saugh it was tyme, he clapte his handes two, 

\nd farewell al our revel was ago. 

And yet remoeved they never out of the hous, 
Whyl they saugh al this sighte mcrveillous, 
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But in his studie, ther-as his bookcs be, 

They seten stille, and no wight but they three 
To him this maister called his squyer, 

And seyde him thus: 'is redy our soper? 

Almost an houre it is, I undertake, 

Sith I yow bad our soper for to make. 

Whan that thise worthy men wenten with me 
In-to my studie, ther-as my bookes be/ 

'Sire,' quod this squyer, 'whan it lyketh yow, 

It is al redy, though ye wol right now/ 

'Go we than soupe,' quod he, ‘as for the bestc; 

This amorous folk som-t}TOC mote han restc/ 

At-after soper fille they in trctcc, 

What somme sholde this maistres guerdon be, 

To remoeven alle the rokkes of Britaync, 

And eek from Gerounde to the mouth of Saync. 

He made it straunge, and swoor, so god him save, 
Lasse than a thousand pound he wolde nat have, 

Ne gladly for that somme he wolde nat goon. 

Aurelius, with blisful hertc anoon, 

Answerde thus, 'fy on a thousand pound! 

This wyde world, which that men scye is round, 

I wolde it yeve, if I were lord of it. 

This bargayn is ful drive, for wc ben knit. 

Ye shal be payed trewely, by my troiithe! 

But loketh now, for no necligcncc or slouthc. 

Ye tarie us heer no lengcr than to-morwe.' 

'Nay,' quod this clerk, 'have heer my feith to borwe.' 
To bedde is goon Aurelius whan him Icstc, 

And wel ny al that night he haddc his reste; 

What for his labour and his hope of blisse. 

His woful herte of penaunce haddc a lissc. 

Upon the morwe, whan that it was day. 

To Britaigne toke they the rightc way, 

Aurelius, and this magicien bisyde. 

And been descended ther they wolde abyde; 

And this was, as the bokes me rcmcnibrc. 

The colde frosty seson of Decembre. 

Phebus wax old, and hewed lyk latoun, 

That in his hote declinacioun 



Shoon as the burned gold with stremes brighte; 
But now in Capricorn adoun he lighte, 
Wher-as he shoon ful pale, I dar wel seyn. 

The bittre frostes, with the sleet and rcyn, 
Destroyed hath the grene in every yerd. 

Janus sit by the fyr, with double herd, 

And drinketh of his bugle-horn the wyn. 

Biforn him stant braun of the tusked swyn. 

And ‘NoweF crycth every lusty man. 

Aurelius, in al that ever he can, 

I!)oih to liis iiiaistcr chcrc and reverence. 

And preyclh him to doon his diligence 
'Fo bringen him out of his pcyncs sincrtc, 

Or with a swcrcl that he wolde slitte his hcrtc. 

This subtil clerk s\vich njidlic had (‘f this man, 
'I’hat night and day he speddc him that he can, 
To wayte a tyine of iiis conclusioun; 

'Fhis i . ^ryCy to make illiuioun, 

By swich an apparcncc or jogdryc, 

I nc can no termes of astrolog^^c, 

That she and every wight sholde wcnc and seye, 
'Fliat of Britaignc the rokkes were aweye. 

Or dies they were sonken under grounde. 

So atte lastc he hath his tyinc y-founde 
To maken his japes and his wrccchedncsse 
Of swich a supcrsticious cuisedncssc. 

Ilis tables Toletanes forth he broght, 

Ful wcl corrected, nc thcr lakked nodit, 

Neither his collect ne his expans yeres, 

Nc his rotes ne his othcrc gcrcs. 

As been his centres and his arguments, 

And his proporcionels convenients 
For his equacions in every thing. 

And, l)y his cighte sperc in his wirking. 

He knew ful wel how fer Alnath was shove 
Fro the heed of thilke fixe Aries above 
'Fliat in the ninthe speerc considered is; 
bill subtilly he calculcd al this. 

Whan he had founde his firstc mansioun, 
lie knew the rcmeiiant by proporcioun; 
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And knew the arysing of his mone weel, 

And in whos face, and terme, and every-deel; 
And knew ful weel the mones mansioun 
Accordaunt to his opcracioun, 

And knew also his othere observaunces 
For swiche illusiouns and swiche meschaunccs 
As hcthcn folk used in thilkc dayes; 

For which no Icngcr makcd he delayes. 

But thurgh his magik, for a wyke or tweye. 

It semed that alle the rokkes were aweye. 

Aurelius, which that yet despeired is 
Wher he shal han his love or fare amis, 
Awaiteth night and day on this miracle; 

And whan he knew that ther was noon obstacle. 
That voided were thisc rokkes c\ crichon, 

Doun to his maistres feet he fil anon, 

And seyde, "I woful wreeehe, Aurelius, 

Thanke yow, lord, and lady niyn Venus, 

That me han holpen fro my cares colde:' 

And to the temple his wey fortli hath he holdc, 
Wher-as he knew he sholde his lady see. 

And whan he saught his tyme, anon-right he. 
With dredful herte and with ful humble chcrc, 
Salewcd hath his sovereyn lady dcrc: 

'My righte lady,' quod this woful man, 
'Whom I most drede and lo\ e as I best can. 

And lothcst were of al this world displesc, 

Nere it that I for yow have swich discse. 

That I nioste dyen hcer at your foot anon, 
Noght woldc I telle how me is w o bigon; 

But certes outlier moste I dye or plcync; 

Ye sice me giltclecs for verray peync. 

But of my deeth, thogh tliat ye have no routhe, 
Avyseth yow, er that ye breke your trouthc. 
Repenteth yow, for thilke god above, 

Er ye me slccn by-causc that I yow' love. 

For, madamc, wcl ye woot what yc han hight; 
Nat that I chalangc any thing of right 
Of yow my sovereyn lady, but your grace; 

But in a gardin yond, at swich a p\acc, 



Yc woot right wel what ye bihightcn me; 

And in myn hand your trouthc plighten ye 
To love me best, god woot, yc scydc so, 

A1 be that I unworthy be thcrto. 

Madame, I speke it for the honour of yow. 
More than to save myn hertes lyf riglit now; 

I have do so as yc comanded me; 

And if yc vouchc-sauf, ye may go see. 

Doth as yow list, have your biheste in minde, 
For quik or deed, right tlicr ye slnil me finde; 

In yow lyth al, to do me lyvc or deye; — 

But wel I woot the rokkes been aweye!' 

He taketh his Icve, and she astonied stood. 

In al hir face nas a drope of blood; 

She wende never ban come in swieh a trappe: 
'Allas!' quod she, 'that ever this sholde happe 
For wende 1 never, by possibilitcc, 

’’Fhat q monstre or mcrvcillc mighte bel 
It is agayns the proces of nature:' 

And hoom she goeth a sorweful creature. 

For verray fere unnethe may she go. 

She wcjDcth, wailleth, al a day or two. 

And swowncth, that it routhe was to see; 

But why it was, to no wight toldc she; 

F or out of tonne W'as goon Arveragus. 

But to hir-sclf she spak, and scydc thus. 

With face pale and w'ith ful sonvcfiil ehcre, 

In hir complcynt, as yc shiil after here: 

'Allas,' quod she, 'on thee. Fortune, I pleync. 
That unwar wrapped hast me in thy cheyne; 
For which, t'cscape, woot I no socour 
Save only deeth or dies dishonour; 

Oon of thisc two bihoveth me to chesc. 

But nathclees, yet ha^’c I Icvci Icse 
My lyf than of my body have a shame. 

Or knowc my-sclven fals, or Icsc my name. 

And with my deth I may be quit, y-wis. 

Hath ther nat many a noble wyf, cr this. 

And many a mayde y-slayn hir-self, alias! 

Rather than with hir body doon trespas? 
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Yis, certes, lo, thise stories beren witnesse; 
Whan thretty tyraunts, ful of cursednesse, 

Had slayn Phidoiin in Athenes, atte feste, 

They comanded his doghtres for t’arestc. 

And bringen hem biforn hem in despyt 
A1 naked, to fulfillc hir foul delyt, 

And in hir fadres blood they made hem daunce 
Upon the pavement, god yeve hxm mischaunce! 
For which thisc woful maydens, fnl of drede. 
Rather than they wolde Icse hir maydenhede. 
They privcly ben stirt in-to a wcllc. 

And dreynte hcm-sclvcn, as the bokes telle. 

They of Messene letc cnqiicrc and seke 
Of Laccdomie fifty maydens eke. 

On whiche they wolden doon hir Icchcryc; 

But was ther noon of al that companye 
That she nas slayn, and wath a good entente 
Ghees rather for to dye than assente 
To been oppressed of hir maydenhede. 

Why sholde I thanne to dye been in drede? 

Lo, eek the tiraunt Aristoclidcs 
That loved a mayden, hect StimjJialides, 

Whan that hir fader slayn was on a night, 

Un-to Dianes temple goth she right, 

And hentc the image in hir hancles two. 

Fro which image wolde she never go. 

No wight ne mightc hir handes of it arace, 

Til she was slayn right in the sel\'c place. 

Now sith that maydens hadden swicli despyt 
To been defouled with maniics foul delyt, 

Wei oghte a wyf rather hir-sclvcn sice 
Than be defouled, as it thinketh me. 

What shal I seyn of Hasdrubalcs wyf. 

That at Cartage biraftc hir-self hir lyf? 

For whan she saugh that Romayns wan the toiin. 
She took hir children alle, and skipte adonn 
In-to the fyr, and chees rather to dye 
Than any Romayn dide hir vilcinye. 

Hath nat Lucresse y-slayn hir-self, alias! 

At Rome, whanne she oppressed was 



Of Tarquin, for hir thoughte it was a shame 
To liven whan she hadde lost hir name? 

The sevcnc maydens of Milcsic also 
Han slayn hcm-sclf, for vcrray drcdc and wo, 
Rather than folk of Gaule hem sholdc oppressc. 
Mo than a thousand stories, as I gessc, 

Coiidc I now telle as touehinge this matere. 

Whan Habradatc was slayn, his wyf so dere 
Ilirselves slow, and leet hir blood to glyde 
In Habradates woundes depe and wyde, 

And seycle, “niy body, at the Icestc way, 

Thcr shal no wight defoiilcn, if I may/' 

What sholde I mo en samples hecr-of sayn, 
Sith that so manye han hcm-sclvcn slayn 
Wei rather than they woldc defouled be? 

I wol coneludc, that it is bet for me 
To slecn my-self, than been defouled thus. 

I wol be ...w.ve iin-to Arv'cragus, 

Or rather slecn my-sclf in som mancre, 

As dide Dcmociones doghtcr dere, 

By-cause that she woldc nat defouled be. 

O-Ccdasusl it is ful greet pitee. 

To reden how thy doghtren deyde, alias! 

'That slov\'c licm-selvcn for swich maner cas. 

As greet a pitee was it, or wel more, 

'riie 'I’heban mayden, that for Nichanorc 
Tlir-seh cn slow, right for swich manor wo. 

Another Theban mayden dide right so; 
h’or oon of Macedoine hadde hir oppressed. 

She with hir deeth hir maydenhede redressed. 

What shal I scyc of Nicerates wyf, 

'^J'hat for swich cas birafte hir-sclf hir lyf? 

How trewe cck was to Alccbiadcs 
His love, that rather for to dyen chccs 
Than for to suffre his body unburied be! 

Lo which a wyf was Alcest^/ quod she. 

AVhat seith Omer of gode Penalopee? 

A1 Grece knoweth of hir chastitee. 

Pardee, of Laodomya is writen thus, 

Tliat whan at Troye was slayn Protheselaus, 
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No longer wolde she live after his day. 

The same of noble Poreia telle I may; 

With-oute Brutus eoude she nat live, 

To whom she hadde al hool hir herte yive. 

The parfit wyfhod of Arthemesye 
Honoured is thurgh al the Barbarye. 

O Teuta, queen! thy wyfly ehastitee 
To alle wyves may a mirour be. 

The same thing I seye of Bilia, 

Of Rodogone, and eek Valeria.' 

Thus pleyned Dorigene a day or tweye. 
Purposing ever that she wolde deye. 

But nathelees, upon the thriclde night, 

Horn eame Arveragus, this worthy knight, 

And asked hir, why that she weep so sore? 

And she gan wepen ever lenger the more. 

* Allas!’ quod she, ‘that ever was I born! 

Thus have I seyd,' quod she, ‘thus have I sworn’ — 
And told him al as ye han herd bifore; 

It nedeth nat reheree it yow na-more. 

This housbond with glad ehcre, in freendly wysc, 
Answerde and seyde as I shal yow devyse: 

‘Is ther oght elles, Dorigen, but this?’ 

‘Nay, nay,’ quod she, ‘god help me so, as wis; 
This is to muehe, and it were goddes willc.’ 

‘Ye, wyf,’ quod he, ‘lat slcpen that is stille; 

It may be wel, paraventure, yet to-day. 

Ye shul your trouthe holdcn, by my fay! 

For god so wisly have mercy on me, 

I hadde wel lever y-stiked for to be. 

For verray love which that I to yow have, 

But-if ye sholde your trouthe kepe and save. 
Trouthe is the hyeste thing that man may kepe:’ — 
But with that word he brast anon to wepe. 

And seyde, ‘I yow forbede, up peyne of deeth. 

That never, whyl thee lasteth lyf nc brecth. 

To no wight tel thou of this aventure. 

As I may best, I wol my wo endure, 

Ne make no contenance of hevinesse, 

'That folk of yow may demen harm or gesse.’ 



And forth he cleped a squyer and a mayde: 
'Goth forth anon with Dorigen/ he sayde, 

'And bringeth hir to swich a place anon/ 

They take hir levc, and on hir wey they gon; 

But they ne wiste why she thider wente. 

He nolde no wight tcllen his entente. 

Paravcnture an heep of yow, y-wis, 

Wol holdcn him a Icwcd man in this, 

That he wol putte his wyf in jupartye; 

Herkncth the tale, er ye up-on hir cryc. 

She may have bettre fortune than yow semeth; 
And whan that ye han herd the talc, demeth. 

This squyer, which that hightc Aurelius, 

On Dorigen that was so amorous. 

Of aventure liapped hir to mete 

Amiddc the toun, right in the qiiikkcst strete. 

As she was boun to goon the wey forth-right 
Tow'’’'ci /.w rardin thcr-as she had hight. 

And he was to the gardinward also; 

For wel he spyed, whan she wolde go 
Out of hir hous to any maner place. 

But thus they mette, of aventure or grace; 

And he salewcth hir with glad entente, 

And asked of hir whidcr\vard she wente? 

And she answerde, half as she were mad, 

'Un-to the gardin, as myn honsbond bad, 

My troiithe for to holde, alias! alias!' 

Aurelius gan wondren on this cas. 

And in his herte had greet coinpassioun 
Of hir and of hir lamcntacioun. 

And of Arveragus, the worthy knight. 

That bad hir holdcn al that she had hight, 

So looth him was his wyf sholdc breke hir trouthe; 
And in his herte he caughte of this greet roiithc, 
Considcringe the beste on every syde, 

ITiat fro his lust yet were him lever abyde 
Than doon so heigh a cherlish wrecchcdncsse 
Agayns franchyse and alle gentillcssc; 

For which in fewe wordcs scyde he thus: 
'Madame, seyth to your lord Arveragus, 
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That sith I see his grctc gentillesse 
To yow, and eek I sec wcl your distresse, 

That him were lever han shame (and tliat were routhe) 
Than ye to me sholde breke thus your trouthc, 

I have wel lever ever to suffre wo 
Than I departe the love bitwix yow two. 

I yow relesse, madame, in-to your bond 
Quit every surement and every bond, 

That ye han maad to me as hecr-biforn, 

Sitli thilke tyme which that ye were born. 

My trouthe I plightc, I shal yow nc\'cr repreve 
Of no bihestc, and here I take my Icvc, 

As of the trewestc and the bestc wyf 
That ever yet I knew in al my lyf . 

But every wyf be-war of hir biheste, 

On Dorigene remembreth attc Icstc. 

Tlius can a squyer doon a gcntil dede, 

As well as can a knight, with-outen drede/ 

She thonkctli him up-on hir knees al bare, 

And hoom un-to hir housbond is she fare, 

And tolde him al as ye han licrd me sayd; 

And be ye siker, he was so weel apayd. 

That it were impossible me to wryte; 

What sholde I lengcr of this cas endyte? 

Arveragus and Dorigene his wyf 
In sovereyn blisse leden forth hir lyf. 

Never eft ne was ther angre hem bitwene; 

He cherisseth hir as though she were a queue; 

And she was to him trewe for evermore. 

Of thisc two folk ye gete of me na-morc. 

Aurelius, that his cost hath al forlorn, 

Curseth the tyme that ever he was born : 

^ Allas,* quod he, ‘alias! that I biliighte 
Of pured gold a thousand pound of wighte 
Un-to this philosophrcl how shal I do? 

I see na-more but that I am fordo. 

Myn heritage moot I nedes scllc. 

And been a begger; heer may I nat dwclle, 

And shamen al my kinrede in this place. 

But I of him may gete bettre grace. 



But nathelccs, I wol of him assayc, 

At certeyn dayes, yccr by yecr, to paye, 

And thankc him of his grctc curteisye; 

My trouthe wol I kepc, I wol nat lyc/ 

With herte soor he gooth un-to his cofre. 

And broghtc gold un-to this philosophre, 

The value of fyve hundred pound, I gesse, 

And him biseeheth, of his gentillcssc. 

To graunte him dayes of the remenaunt, 

And scyde, ‘maistcr, I dar wel make avaunt, 

I failled never of my trouthe as yit; 

1‘br sikerly my dettc shal be quit 
Towardes yow, how-ever that I fare 
'I'o goon a-begged in my kirtle bare. 

But wolde ye vouehe-sauf, up-on seurtec, 

1 wo veer or three for to respy ten me, 

Than were I wel; for elles moot I selle 
My’’ Iie.Iiare; ther is iia-inore to telle.' 

'lliis philosophrc sobrely answerde. 

And seyde thus, whan he thisc wordes herder 
'Ha\'e I iiatholden covenant un-to thee?' 

'Yes, certes, wel and trewely,' quod he. 

'Ilastow nat had thy lady as thee lyketh?' 

‘No, no,' quod he, and son\'cfully he syketh. 
‘What was the cause? tel me if thou can.' 

Aurelius his talc anon bigan. 

And toldc him al, as yc han herd bifore; 

It nedeth nat to yow rchercc it more. 

lie scidc, ‘Arvcragiis, of gcntillesse. 

Had lever dye in sorw e and in distresse 
'Ilian that his wyf were of hir trouthe fals.' 

'Flic sorw'C of Dorigen he toldc him als. 

How looth hir was to been a wikked w^f. 

And that she lever had lost that day hir lyf. 

And that hir trouthe she swoor, thurgh innocence; 
‘She never erst herde speke of apparcncc; 
lliat made me han of hir so greet pitce. 

And right as frcly as he sente hir me, 

As frcly sente I hir to him ageyn. 

This al and som, ther is na-morc to scyn.' 
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111 is philosophre answcrde, ‘leve brother, 
Evcrich of yow dide geiitilly til other. 

I’hou art a squyer, and he is a knight; 

But god forbedc, for his blisfiil might, 

But-if a clerk coude dooii a gen til dede 
As wel as any of yow, it is no drede! 

Sire, I relessc thee thy thousand pound. 

As thou right now were cropen out of the ground, 
Ne never er now ne haddest knowen me. 

For sire, I wol nat take a peny of thee 
For al my eraft, ne noght for my travaille. 

Tliou hast y-payed wel for my vitaille; 

It is y-nogh, and farcwel, have good day:' 

And took his hors, and forth he gooth his way. 

Lordinges, this question woldc I askc now. 
Which was the moste free, as thinkctli yow? 

Now tcllcth me, er that cy ferthcr wendc. 

I can na-niore, my talc is at an cndc. 

Here is ended the Frankeleyns Tale 



The Seconde Nonnes Tale 


The Prologe of the Seconde Nonnes Tale 


T he ministre and the notice un-to vyces. 
Which that men elepe in English ydclncssc. 
That porter of the gate is of dclyccs, 

T'cschiie, and by hir contraric hir oppresse, 
Tliat is to seyn, by Icvcful bisinesse, 

Wei oghten we to doon al our entente. 

Lest that the feend thurgh ydelnesse us hente. 

For he, that with his thousand cordes slye 
Continuclly us waiteth to biclappe. 

Whan he may man in ydclncssc espye, 

He can so lightly cacche him in his trappe. 

Til that a man be hent right by the lappe. 

He nis nat war the feend hath him in honde; 
Wei oughte us wcrche, and ydelncs withstonde. 

And though men dradden never for to dye. 

Yet seen men wel by reson doutelees. 

Til at ydelnesse is roten slogardye. 

Of which ther never eomth no good encrees; 
And seen, that slouthe hir holdeth in a lees 
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Only to slepe, and for to etc and drinke. 

And to devouren al that othere swinkc. 

And for to putte us fro swich ydelncsse. 

That cause is of so greet confusioun, 

I have hccr doon my feithfiil bisinesse, 

After the Icgende in translacioun 
Right of thy glorious lyf and passioun. 

Thou with thy gerland wroght of rose and lilie; 
Thee mene I, mayde and martir, seint Cecilie! 

Inuocacio ad Mariam 

And thou that flour of virgincs art alle. 

Of whom that Bernard list so wel to wryte. 

To thee at my biginning first I calle: 

Thou comfort of us wrccches, do me endyte 
Thy maydens deeth, than wan tluirgh hir mcryte 
The eternal lyf, and of the feend victorie, 

As man may after reden in hir storie. 

Thou mayde and moodcr, doghtcr of thy sone, 
Thou wcllc of mercy, sinful soulcs cure. 

In whom that god, for bountce, dices to wone. 
Thou humble, and heigh over every creature. 
Thou nobledcst so ferforth our nature. 

That no desdeyn the maker haddc of kiiidc. 

His sone in blode and flesh to clothe and windc. 

Withinne the cloistre blisful of thy sydes 
Took mannes shap the eternal love and pecs. 
That of the tryne compas lord and gyde is. 
Whom erthe and see and hcven, out of relees. 

Ay herien; and thou, virgin weniinelecs, 

Bar of thy body, and dweltest inayden pure. 

The creatour of every creature. 

Assembled is in thee magnificence 

With mercy, goodnesse, and with swich pi tee 

That thou, that art the sonne of excellence, 

Nat only helpest hem that preyen thee. 
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But oftc tyme, of tliy benignitce, 

Vul frcly, er that men thyn help biscchc, 
lliou goost biforn, and art hir lyves lechc. 

Now help, thou meke and blisful fayre mayde. 

Me, flemed wrecchc, in this desert of gallc; 

Think on the woinman Canance, that sayde 
That whclpes cten somnic of the croniines alle 
That from hir lordes tal)le been y-fallc; 

And though that 1, unworthy sone of Eve, 

Be sinful, yet acceptc my bilevc. 

And, for that feith is deed with-outen werkes. 

So for to werken yif me wit and space, 
lliat I be quit fro thennes that most derk is! 

O thou, that art so fayr and ful of grace. 

Be m}n advocat in that heighe place 
'ITicr-a: ’’ it-houten endc is songc 'Osanne,' 

'Iliou Cristes mooder, doghtcr dere of Anne! 

And of thy light my soulc in prison lighte, 

'lhat troubled is by the contagioun 
Of my body, and also by the wighte 
Of erthly luste and fals affeccioun; 

0 haven of refut, o salvacioun 
Of hem that been in sorwc and in distresse. 

Now help, for to my work I wol me dressc. 

Yet preye I vow that reden that 1 wr}^te, 
l^’orycvc me, that I do no diligence 

1 bis ilke storie subtilly to endyte; 

1^’or both have I the wordes and sentence 
Of him that at the scintes reverence 
The storie wroot, and folwc hir Icgende, 

And prey yow, that yc wol my work amende. 

IntCTpretacio nomints Cecilie, quant 'ponit frater lacohw 
lanuensis in Legcnda Aurea 

h irst woldc I yow the name of scint Cecilie 
Expounc, as men may in hir storie sec. 
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It is to seye in English ‘hevenes lilie/ 

For pure chastnesse of virginitee; 

Or, tor she whytnesse hadde of honestce, 

THE And grene of conscience, and of good fame 

CANTER- The sote savour, 'lilic' was hir name. 

BURY 

TALES Or Cecile is to seye The way to blindc,^ 

F or she ensample was by good techinge; 

486 Or ellcs Cecile, as I writen finde. 

Is joyned, by a mancr conjoininge 
Of 'hcvene' and 'Lia'; and heer, in figuringe. 

The ‘hcven' is set for thoght of holinessc. 

And 'Lia' for hir lasting bisinesse. 

Cecile may eek be seyd in this manerc, 

'Wanting of blindnesse/ for hir gretc light 
Of sapience, and for hir thewes clerc; 

Or ellcs, lo! this maydens name bright 
Of 'hevcnc' and 'leos' comth, for which by right 
Men mighte hir wel The heven of pcplc' calle, 
Ensample of gode and wyse werkes allc. 

For 'leos' 'peple' in English is to seye, 

And right as men may in the hcvenc see 
The sonne and monc and stenes every weye. 
Right so men gostly, in this mayden free, 

Scyn of feith the magnanimitcc, 

And eck the cleernessc hool of sapience, 

And sondry werkes, brightc of excellence. 

And right so as thisc philosophrcs wr\^te 
That licven is swift and round and eck brenninge. 
Right so was fayre Cecilic the why tc 
Ful swift and bisy ever in good werkinge, 

And round and hool in good perseveringe. 

And brenning ever in charitce fill brightc; 

Now have I yow declared what she highte. 


Explicit 



Here higinneth the Seconde Nonnes Tale, of the lyf of 
Seinte Cedle 


This mayden bright Cecilie, as hir lyf seith, the 

Was comen of Romayns, and of noble kinde, Seconde 

And from hir cradel up fostred in the feith Nonnes 

Of Crist, and bar his gospel in hir minde; tale 

She never cessed, as I writen findc. 

Of hir preyerc, and god to love and drede, 487 

Bisekinghim to kepe hir maydenhede. 


And when this mayden sholdc unto a man 
Y-wedded be, that was ful yong of age. 
Which that y-clcped was Valerian, 

And day was comcn of hir mariage. 

She, ful devout and humble in hir corage. 
Under hir robe of gold, that sat ful fayre. 

Had ne.-t; hir flesh y-clad hir in an hey re. 

And whyl the organs maden mclodye. 

To god alone in herte thus sang she; 

'O lord, my soulc and eek my body gye 
Unwemmed, lest that I confounded be:' 

And, for his love that deyde upon a tree. 
Every seconde or thriddc day she fastc. 

Ay biddinge in hir orisons ful faste. 

The night cam, and to bedde inostc she gon 
With hir housbonde, as oftc is the manere. 
And prively to him she scyde anon, 

‘O swetc and wel biloved spouse dcrc, 

ITier is a conseil, and ye woldc it here. 
Which that right fain I woldc unto yow seye, 
So that ye swerc ye shul me nat biwreye.' 

Valerian gan faste unto hir swere. 

That for no cas, ne thing that might be. 

He sholde never-mo biwreycn here; 

And thanne at erst to him thus scyde she, 

T have an angel which that loveth me. 



That with greet love, wher-so I wake or slepe, 

Is redy ay my body for to kepe. 

And if that he may felen, out of drede. 

That ye me touche or love in vileinye, 

He right anon wol sice yow with the dede, 

And in your yowthc thus ye shulden dye; 

And if that ye in clcne love me gye, 

He wol yow loven as me, for your elennesse. 

And shewen yow his joye and his brightnesses 

Valerian, corrected as god wolde, 

Answerde agayn, 'if I shal triisten tlicc, 

Lat me that angel sec, and him biholde; 

And if that it a verray angel be, 

TTian wol I doon as thou hast preyed me; 

And if thou love another man, for sothc 
Right with this swerd than wol I slec yow botheS 

Cccile answerde anon right in this wyse, 

'If that yow list, the angel shul ye sec. 

So that ye trowc on Crist and yow baptyse. 

Goth forth to Via Apia,' quod she, 

'That fro this toun ne stant but niyles three 
And, to the povre folkes that ther dwcllc, 

Sey hem right thus, as that I shal yow telle. 

Telle hem that I, Cecile, yow to hem sente. 

To shewen yow the gode Urban the oldc. 

For secrce nedes and for good entente. 

And whan that ye seint Urban han biholde. 

Telle him the wordes whiche I to yow tolde; 

And whan that he hath purged yow fro sinne, 
Thanne shul ye see that angel, cr ye twinne.' 

Valerian is to the place y-gon. 

And right as him was taught by his leminge. 

He fond this holy olde Urban anon 
Among the seintes buriels lotinge. 

And he anon, with-outen taryinge. 
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Didc his message; and whan that he is tolde. 
Urban for joye his hondes gan up holde. 

Tlie teres from his yen leet he falle — 

'Almighty lord, O Jesu Crist,' quod he, 

'Sower of chast eonseil, herde of us alle, 
llie fruit of thilke seed of chastitec 
Tfiat thou hast sowe in Cceile, tak to thee! 

Lo, lyk a bisy bee, with-outen gyle, 

'rhee serveth ay thyn owene thral Cecile! 

For thilke spouse, that she took but now 
Fill lyk a fiers leoiin, she sendeth here. 

As meek as ever was any lamb, to yow!' 

And with that worde, anon thcr gan appere 
An old man, elad in whyte clothes clere, 

That hadde a book with Icttrc of golde in honde, 
And gan eitoi n Valerian to stondc. 

Valerian as deed fil doun for drede 

Whan he him saugh, and he up hente him tho. 

And on his book right thus he gan to rede — 

'Oo Lord, 00 feith, oo god with-outen mo, 

Oo Cristendom, and fader of alle also, 

Aboven alle and over al ever\'where' — 

Thisc wordes al with gold y-written were. 

Whan this was rad, than seyde this olde man, 
'Levestow this thing or no? scy ye or nay.’ 

'I leve al this thing,' quod Valerian, 

'For sother thing than this, I dar wel say. 

Under the hcvenc no wight tliinke may.' 

Tho vanisshed th'olde man, he niste where. 
And pope Urban him cristened right there. 

Valerian goth hoom, and fint Cecilic 
With-inne his chambre with an angel stondc; 
I’his angel hadde of roses and of lilic 
Coroncs two, the which he bar in honde; 

And first to Cceile, as I understonde. 
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He yaf that oon, and after gan he take 
That other to Valerian, hir make. 

‘With body clene and with unwemmed thoght 
Kepeth ay wel thise corones/ quod he; 

‘Fro Paradys to yow have I hem broght, 

Nc never-mo ne shal they roten be, 

Ne lese her sote savour, trusteth me; 

Ne never wight shal seen hem with his ye. 

But he be chaast and hate vileinye. 

And thou, Valerian, for thou so sone 
Assentedest to good conseil also, 

Sey what thee list, and thou shalt han thy bone/ 
‘I have a brother,' quod Valerian tho, 

‘TTiat in this world I love no man so. 

I pray yow that my brother may han graee 
T'o knowe the trouthe, as I do in this plaee.' 

The angel seyde, "god lyketh thy requeste, 

And bothc, with the palm of martirdom. 

Ye shullen come unto his blisful feste.' 

And with that word Tiburce his brother com. 
And whan that he the savour undernom 
Which that the roses and the lilies caste, 
With-inne his hertc he gan to wondre faste. 

And seyde, "I wondre, this tyme of the yeer, 
Whennes that sote savour cometh so 
Of rose and lilies that I smelle hccr. 

For though I hadde hem in myn hondes two, 
The savour mighte in me no depper go. 

The sote smel that in myn herte I finde 
Hath chaunged me al in another kinde.’ 

Valerian seyde, ‘two corones han we, 
Snow-whyte and rose-reed, that shynen clcre, 
Whiche that thyn yen han no might to see; 

And as thou smellesthem thurgh my preyere. 

So shaltow seen hem, leve brother dere, 
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It it so be thou wolt, withoutcn slouthe, 
Bileve aright and knowen verray trouthe/ 


Tiburcc answcrde, ‘seistow this to me 
In soothnesse, or in dreem I herkne this?' 

‘In drcmcs/ quod Valerian, ‘han we be 
Unto this tyme, brother myn, y-wis. 

But now at erst in trouthe our dwelling is/ 

‘I low woostow this,' quod Tiburee, ‘in what wyse?' 
Quod Valerian, ‘that shal I thee devyse. 

The angel of god hath me the trouthe y-taught 
Which thou shalt seen, if that thou wolt reneye 
ITie ydolcs and be clene, and dies naught/ — 

And of the miracle of thise corones tweye 
Seint Ambrose in his preface list to seye; 
Solempnclcy this noble doctour dere 
ComiiiciKicLli it, and seith in this manere: 

The palm of martirdom for to rcccyve, 

Scinte Cecilc, fulfild of goddes yifte, 

'Fhc world and eck hir chambre gan she weyve; 
Witnes Tyburccs and Valerians shriftc. 

To which c god of his bountcc woldc shifte 
Corones two of floures wd smdlinge, 

And made his angel hem the corones bringc: 

TTic niayde hath broght thise men to blissc above; 
The world hath wist what' it is worth, ccrtcyn, 
Dcvocioiin of chastitcc to love. — 

Tho shewede him Cecilc al open and pleyn 
That alle ydoles nis but a thing in veyn; 

For they been dom be, and therto they been deve, 
And charged him his ydoles for to Icve. 

‘Who so that troweth nat this, a beste he is/ 

Quod tho Tiburee, ‘if that I shal nat lye/ 

And she gan kisse hir brest, that horde this. 

And was ful glad he coude trouthe espye. 

‘This day I take thee for myn allye/ 
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Seyde this blisful fayrc mayde derc; 

And after that she seyde as ye may here: 

'Lo, right so as the love of Crist/ quod she, 

'Made me thy brothcies wyf, right in that wysc 
Anon for myn allye heer take 1 thee, 

Sin that thou wolt thyn ydoles despyse. 

Go with thy brother now, and thee baptysc. 

And make thee clene; so that thou mowc biholde 
Tlic angels faee of whieh thy brother tolde/ 

Tiburce answerde and seyde, 'brother dere, 

First tel me whider I shal, and to what man?’ 

'To whom?’ quod he, ‘eom forth with right good chere, 
I wol thee lede unto the pope Urban.’ 

Til Urban? brother myn Valerian,’ 

Quod tho Tiburce, 'woltow me thidcr lede? 

Me thiiikcth that it were a wonder dede. 

Ne menestow nat Urban,’ quod he tho, 

'That is so ofte dampned to be deed. 

And woneth in halkes alwey to and fro, 

And dar nat ones pntte forth his heed? 

Men sholde him brennen in a fyr so reed 

If he were foundc, or that men mighte him spye; 

And we also, to here him companye — 

And whyl we seken thilke divinitce 
’^That is y-hid in hevene prively, 

Algate y-brend in this world shul we be!’ 

To whom Cecile answerde boldely, 

'Men mighten dreden wel and skilfully 
This lyf to lese, myn owene dere brother, 

If this were livinge only and non other. 

But ther is better lyf in other plaee, 

That never shal be lost, nc drede thee noght, 

Which goddes sonc us toldc thurgh his grace; 

That fadres sone hath alle thinges wroght; 

And al that wroght is with a skilful thoght. 



The goost, that fro the fader gan precede, 

Ha til sowlcd hem, withouten any drede. 

By word and by miracle goddes sone, 

Whan he was in this world, declared here 
lliat thcr was other lyf ther men may wone/ 

To whom answerdc 'Fiburcc, 'O suster dere, 

Nc scydestow right now in this mancre, 

Ther nis but o god, lord in soothfastnesse; 

And now of three how may stow here witnesse?' 

niiat shal I telle,' quod she, ‘cr I go. 

Right as a man hath sapiences three, 

Mernorie, engyn, and intellect also. 

So, in o being of clivinitcc, 

"Ibree persones may ther right wel be.' 

Tho gan she him ful bisily to prcchc 
C/i Cline:: come and of his peynes tcche. 

And many pointes of his passioun; 

How goddes sonc in this world was withholde. 
To doon mankinde pleyn remissioun. 

That was y-boundc in sinne and cares colde: 

A1 this thing she unto Tiburce tolde. 

And after this Tiburce, in good entente. 

With Valerian to pope Urban he wentc. 

That thanked god; and with glad herte and light 
He cristned him, and made him in that place 
Parfit in his lerninge, goddes knight. 

And after this Tiburce gat swich grace, 

I’hat c\'cry day he saugh, in t\'me and space, 

'Ilic angel of god; and every maner bone 
That he god axed, it was sped ful sone. 

It were ful hard by ordre for to seyn 
How many wondres Jesus for hem wroghte; 

But atte laste, to tellen short and pleyn, 

The sergeants of the toun of Rome hem soghte, 
And hem biforn Almache the prefect broghte, 
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Which hem apposed, and knew al hir entente, 
And to the image of Jupiter hem sente. 

And seyde, ‘who so wol nat sacrifysc, 

Swap of his heed, this is my sentence here/ 

Anon thise martirs that I yow devyse, 

Oon Maximus, that was an ofHcerc 
Of the prefcctes and his corniculere. 

Hem hente; and whan he forth the seintes ladde, 
Him-self he'weep, for pitee that he hadde. 

Whan Maximus had herd the seintes lore, 

He gat him of the tormentoures leve, 

And ladde hem to his hous withoute more; 

And with hir prcching, er that it were eve. 
They gonnen fro the tormen tours to reve. 

And fro Maxime, and fro his folk echone 
The false feith, to trowc in god allone. 

Cccilie cam, whan it was woxen night, 

With precstes that hem cristned allc y-fere; 

And afterward, whan day was woxen light, 

Cccilc hem seyde with a ful sobre eherc, 

‘Now, Cristes owene knightes Icve and dcre. 
Caste allc awey the werkes of derknesse, 

And arineth yow in armure of brightnessc. 

Ye han for sothe y-doon a greet bataillc. 

Your cours is doon, your fcith han ye conserved, 
Goth to the corone of lyf.that may nat faille; 

The rightful jugc, which that ye han ser\'cd, 

Shall yeve it yow, as ye han it deserved/ 

And whan this thing was seyd as I devyse. 

Men ladde hem forth to doon the sacrifyse. 

But whan they weren to the place broght. 

To tellcn shortly the conclusioun, 

They nolde encense ne sacrifice right noght. 

But on hir knees they setten hem adoun 
With humble herte and sad devocioun. 



And losten bothe hir liedcs in the place. 
Hir soulcs wenten to the king of grace. 


This Maximus, that saugh this thing bitydc, the 

With pitous teres tolde it anon-right, Seconde 

That he hir soulcs saugh to heven glyde Nonna 

With angels ful of clccrnesse and of light, tale 

And with his word converted many a wight; 

For which Almachius dide him so to-bete 4^5 

With whippe of Iced, til he his lyf gan lete. 


Cecile him took and buried him anoon 
By Tiburce and Valerian softely, 

Withinne hir burying-place, under the stoon. 
And after this Almachius hastily 
Bad his ministres fecchen openly 
Cecile, so that she mightc in his presence 
Dv/uii od*. I ‘fj'ce, and Jupiter encense. 

But they, converted at hir wyse lore, 

Wepten ful sore, and yaven ful credence 
Unto hir word, and cryden more and more, 
'Crist, goddes sone withouten difference. 

Is verray god, this is al our sentence. 

That hath so good a servant him to serve; 

This with o voys we trowen, thogh we sterve!' 

Almachius, that herde of this doinge. 

Bad fecchen Cecile, that he might hir see. 

And alderfirst, lo! this was his axinge, 

'What mancr womman artow?' tho cjuod he. 

'I am a gentil womman born,' quod she. 

‘I axe thee,' quod he, ‘thogh it thee greve. 

Of thy religioun and of thy bilevc.' 

'Ye han bigonne your question folily,' 

Quod she, 'that wolden two answeres conclude 
In 00 demande; ye axed lewedly.' 

Almache answerde unto that similitude, 

'Of whennes comth thyn answering so rude?' 



'Of whennes?’ quod she, whan that she was freyned, 
'Of conscience and of good feith unfeyned/ 

Almachius seyde, 'ne takestow non hede 
Of my power?' and she answerdc him this — 

'Your might,' quod she, 'ful litel is to drede; 

For every mortal mannes power nis 
But lyk a bladdrc, ful of wind, y-wis. 

For with a nedlcs poynt, whan it is blowe. 

May al the boost of it be leyd ful lowe.' 

Ful wrongfully bigonne thou,' quod he, 

'And yet in wrong is thy perscverauncc; 

Wostow nat how our mighty princes free 
Han thus comanded and maad ordinannee. 

That every Cristen wight shal han penaunce 
But-if that he his Cristendom withseye, 

And goon al quit, if he wol it rencye?' 

'Your princes erren, as your noblcy dooth,' 

? 'uod tho Cecile, 'and with a wood sentence 
e make us gilty, and it is nat sooth; 

For ye, that knowen wel our innocence, 

For as muchc as we doon a reverence 
To Crist, and for we here a Cristen name. 

Ye putte on us a cryme, and eek a blame. 

But we that knowen thilke name so 
For vertuous, wc may it nat withseye.' 

Almache answerde, ‘checs oon of thise two, 

Do sacrifyee, or Cristendom reneye, 

That thou mowe now cscapen by that weye.' 

At which the holy blisfiil fayre mayde 
Gan for to laughc, and to the juge seyde, 

'O jiigc, confus in thy nycetce, 

Woltow that I reneye innocence. 

To make me a wikked wight?' quod she; 

'Lo! he dissimuleth here in audience, 

He stareth and woodeth in his advertence!' 
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To whom Almachius, ‘unsely wrecchc, 

Ne woodstow nat how far my might may strecche? 


Han noght our mighty princes to me yeven, the 

Ye, botlic power and auctoritee Seconde 

To maken folk to dyen or to liven? Noiiiies 

Why spekestow so proudly than to me?' tale 

'I speke noght but stcdfastly,' quod she, 

'Nat proudly, for I scyc, as for my syde, 

We haten dccdly thilke vyce of pryde. 


And if thou drede nat a sooth to here, 

Ihan wol I sliewe al openly, by right, 

Tliat thou hast maad a ful gret losing here, 
lliou scyst, thy princes ban thee yeven might 
Bothe for to slccn and for to quiken a wight; 
Thou, that nc mayst but only lyf birevc, 

II.mU non other power nc no Icvc! 

But thou mayst scyn, thy princes han thee maked 
Ministre of deeth; for if thou speke of mo, 

Thou lycst, for thy power is ful naked/ 

‘Do wey thy boldnes,' seyde Almaehius tho, 

‘And saerifyee to our goddes, cr thou go; 

I rccehe nat what wrong that thou me profre, 

I' or I can suffre it as a philosophrc; 

But thilke wronges may I nat endure 

Tliat thou spekest of our goddes here,' quod he. 

Cccilc answerde, ‘O nyce creature, 

Tliou seydest no word sin thou spak to me 
That I nc knew therwith thy nycetec; 

And that thou were, in every mancr wyse, 

A lowed officer and a veyn justysc. 

Thcr lakkcth no-thing to thyn utter yen 
That thou nart blind, for thing that we seen alle 
Ihat it is stoon, that men may wcl espyen. 

That ilke stoon a god thou wolt it calle. 

I rede thee, lat thyn hand upon it fallc. 



And taste it wel, and stoon thou shalt it finde. 
Sin that thou seest nat with thyn yen blinde. 

It is a shame that the peple shal 
So scorne thee, and laughe at thy folye; 

For comunly men woot it wel overal. 

That mighty god is in his hevencs hye. 

And thise images, wel thou mayst espye, 

To thee ne to hem-self mowe noght profyte. 

For in effect they been nat worth a myte.' 

Thisc wordcs and swiche othcre seyde she. 

And he weex wroth, and bad men sholdc hir ledc 
Horn til hir hous, ‘and in hir hous,’ quod he, 
‘Brenne hir right in a bath of flambes rede/ 

And as he bad, right so was doon in dede; 

For in a bath they gonne hir fastc shetten, 

And night and day greet fyr they under betten. 

The longe night and eek a day also. 

For al the fyr and eek the bathes hete. 

She sat al cold, and felcde no wo. 

It made hir nat a drope for to swete. 

But in that bath hir lyf she moste letc; 

For he, Almachius, with ful wikke entente 
To sleen hir in the bath his sonde sente. 

Three strokes in the nekke he smoot hir tho. 

The tormentour, but for no maner chaunce 
He mighte noght smyte al hir nekke a-two; 

And for thcr was that tyme an ordinaunce. 

That no man sholde doon man swich penaunce 
The ferthe strook to smyten, softe or sore. 

This tormentour ne dorste do na-more. 

But half-deed, with hir nekke y-corven there. 

He lefte hir lye, and on his wey is went. 

The Cristen folk, which that aboute hir were. 
With shetes han the blood ful fairc y-hent. 
Three dayes lived she in this torment. 
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And never cessed hem the feith to teche; 

That she hadde fostred, hem she gan to preche; 


And hem she yaf hir mocbles and hir thing, th^ 

And to the pope Urban bitook hem tho. Seconds 

And scyde, 'I axed this at hevenc king, Nonnes 

To han respy t three dayes and na-ino, tale 

To recoin cndc to yow, er that I go. 


Tliisc soules, lo! and that I mighte do werche 
Here of myn hous perpetiiclly a chcrchc/ 

Scint Urban, with his dcknes, prively 
The body fettc, and buried it by nighte 
Among his othere seintes honestly. 

Hir hous the chirche of scint Cccilie hightc; 
Scint Urban halwed it, as he wcl mighte; 

In which, into this day, in noble wsc, 

Mcp doon to Crist and to his scint servyse. 

Here is ended the Seconde Nonnes Tale 




The Chanouns Yemannes Tale 


'rhe 'prologe of the Chanons Y emannes T ale 


W HAN ended was the lyf of scint Cecyle, 
Fr we had ridden fully fyve inylc. 

At Boghton under Blec us gan atakc 
A man, that clothed was in clothes blake, 
And uiidernethc he haddc a whyt surplys. 
His hakcncy, that was al pomcly grys. 

So svvattc, that it wonder was to see; 

It scnicd lie had priked myles three. 

The hors eck that his yeman rood upon 
So sw'attc, that unnethe mightc it gon. 
Aboute the ])cyticl stood the foom ful hye. 
He was of fomc al flekked as a pye. 

A male tweyfold on his croper lay. 

It semed that he caried lyte array. 

Al light for sonicr rood this w'orthy man. 

And in myn herte wondren I higan 
What that he was, til that I understood 
Flow that his cloke was sowed to his hood; 
For w'hich, when I had longe avysed me, 

I denied him som chanon for to be. 

His hat heng at his bak doun by a laas. 

For he had riden more than trot or paas; 

.SOI 
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He had ay priked lyk as he were wood. 

A clote-leef he hadde under his hood 

For swoot, and for to kepe his heed from hete. 

But it was joye for to seen him swcte! 

His forheed dropped as a stillatorie, 

Were ful of plantain and of paritorie. 

And whan that he was come, he gan to crye, 
‘God save/ quod he, ‘this joly companyc! 

Paste have I priked/ quod he, ‘for your sake. 
By-cause that I wolde yow atake. 

To rydcn in this mery companye.' 

His yeman eek was ful of curtcisye. 

And seyde, ‘sires, now in the morwe-tyde 
Out of your hostelrye I saugh you ryde, 

And warned hecr my lord and my sovcrayn. 
Which that to ryden with yow is ful fayn. 

For his desport; he loveth daliaunce/ 

‘Freend, for thy warning god yeve thee good 
chaunce,' 

Than seyde our host, ‘for certes, it woldc seme 
Thy lord were wys, and so I may wcldcmc; 

He is ful jocund also, dar I leyc. 

Can he oght telle a mery talc or tweye. 

With which he glade may this companyc?' 

‘Who, sire? my lord? ye, yc, withouten lyc. 
He can of murthc, and cck of jolitee 
Nat but ynough; also sir, tnistcth me. 

And yc him knewe as wel as do I, 

Yc wolde wondre how wcl and craftily 
He coude werkc, and that in sondry wyse. 

He hath take on him many a greet empryse. 
Which were ful hard for any that is here 
To bringc aboutc, but they of him it Icrc. 

As homely as he rit amonges yow, 

If ye him knewe, it wolde be for your prow; 

Yc wolde nat forgoon his aqucyntaiince 
For mochel good, I dar leye in balaunce 
A1 that I have in my posscssioun. 

He is a man of heigh discrecioiin, 

I warne you wcl, he is a passing man.' 



Wei/ quod our host, ‘I pray thee, tel me than. 
Is he a clerk, or noon? tel what he is.' 

'Nay, he is gretter than a clerk, y-wis,' 

Seyde this yeman, 'and in wordcs fewe. 

Host, of his craft som-what I wol yow shewe. 

I seye, my lord can swich subtilitcc — 

(But al his craft ye may nat witc at me; 

And som-what helpc I yet to his working) — 
That al this ground on which we been ryding. 

Til that wc come to Caunterbury toun. 

He coude al clcnc turne it up-so-doun. 

And pave it al of silver and of gold.' 

And whan this yeman haddc thus y-told 
Unto our host, he seyde, 'ben'eite/ 

ITiis thing is wonder mcrvcillous to me, 

Sin that thy lord is of so heigh prudence. 

By-cause of which men sholdc him reverence. 
That of his worship rekketh he so lyte; 

His oversiuppe nis nat worth a myte. 

As in effect, to him, so mote I go! 

It is al bandy and to-tore also. 

Wliy is thy lord so sluttish, I thee preye, 

And is of power better cloth to beye. 

If that his dede accorde with thy speclie? 

Telle me that, and that I thee biscchc.' 

'Why?' quod this yeman, 'wherto axe ye me? 
God help me so, for he shal never thee! 

(But I wol nat avowc that I seye. 

And therfor kepe it secrce, I yow preye) . 

He is to wys, in feith, as I bileve; 

That that is overdoon, it wol nat preve 
Aright, as clerkcs seyn, it is a vyce. 

Wherfor in that I holde him lewed and nyce. 

For whan a man hath over-grect a wit. 

Fill oft him happeth to misusen it; 

So dooth my lord, and that me greveth sore. 

God it amende, I can sey yow na-more.' 

'Ther-of no fors, good yeman,' quod our host; 
'Sin of the conning of thy lord thou west, 

Tel how he dooth, I pray thee hertely, 
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Sin that he is so crafty and so sly. 

Whcr dwellcn ye, if it to telle be?' 

‘In the suburbes of a toun/ quod he, 

‘Lurkinge in hernes and in lanes blinde, 

Wher-as thise robbours and thise theves by kinde 
Holden hir privee fereful residence, 

As they that dar nat shewen hir presence; 

So faren we, if I shal seye the sothe/ 

‘Now,' quod our host, ‘yit lat me talkc to the; 
Why artow so discoloured of thy face?’ 

‘Peter!’ quod he, ‘god yeve it harde grace, 

I am so used in the fyr to blowc, 

That it hath chaunged my colour, I trowe. 

I am nat wont in no mirour to prye, 

But swinke sore and Icme multiplye, 

We blondrcn ever and pouren in the fyr. 

And for al that we fayle of our dcsyi; 

For ever we lakken our conclusioun. 

To mochel folk we doon illusioun, 

And borwe gold, be it a pound or two, 

Or ten, or twelve, or many sommes mo. 

And make hem wenen, at the lecstc weye. 

That of a pound we coude make tweye! 

Yet is it fals, but ay we han good hope 
It for to doon, and after it we grope. 

But that science is so fer us biforn, 

We mowen nat, al-though wc hadde it sworn. 

It overtake, it slit awey so faste; 

It wol us maken beggars atte laste.' 

Whyl this yeman was thus in his talking. 

This chanoun drough him neer, and herdc al thing 
Which this yeman spak, for suspecioun 
Of mennes speche ever hadde this chanoun. 

For Catoun seith, that he that gilty is 
Demeth al thing be spoke of him, y-wis. 

That was the cause he gan so ny him drawe 
To his yeman, to herknen al his sawe. 

And thus he seyde un-to his yeman tho, 

‘Hold thou thy pees, and spek no wordes mo. 

For if thou do, thou shalt it dere abye; 



Thou sclaundrest me heer in this conipanyc, 

And eek discoverest that thou sholdcst hyde/ 

Te/ quod our host, 'telle on, what so bityde; 

Of al his threting rekke nat a myte!’ 

'In feith,' quod he, 'namore I do but lyte/ 

And whan this ehanon saugh it wolde nat be, 

But his yeman wolde telle his privetee, 

He fledde awey for verray sorwe and shame. 

'A!' quod the yeman, 'heer shal arysc game, 

Al that I ean anon now wol I telle. 

Sin he is goon, the foule feend him quelle! 

For never her-after wol I with him mete 
For peny ne for pound, I yow bihctc! 

He that me broghte first unto that game, 

Fr that he dye, sorwe have he and shame! 

For it is ernest to me, by my feith; 
lliat fele I wel, what so any man scith. 

And vet, for al my smerte and al my grief, 
hor al my sorwe, labour, and meschief, 

I eoude never leve it in no wyse. 

Now wolde god my wit mighte suffyse 
To tellcn al that longcth to that art! 

But nathcles yow wol I tellen part; 

Sin that my lord is gon, I wol nat spare; 

Swich thing as that I knowe, I wol declare.' — 

Here endeth the Prologe of the Chanouns Yemannes Tal0 

Here higinneth the Chanouns Yeman his Tale 

Prima Pars 

With this ehanoun I dwelt have seven yeer. 

And of his scienee am I never the nccr. 

Al that I hadde, I have y-lost thcr-by; 

And god wot, so hath many mo than 1. 

Ther I was wont to be right fresh and gay 
Of clothing and of other good array, 

Now may I were an hose upon myn heed; 

And wher my colour was bothc fresh and reed, 
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Now is it wan and of a leden hewe; 

Who-so it useth^ sore shal he rewc. 

And of my swink yet blered is myn ye, 

Lol which avantage is to multiplyc! 

That slyding science hath me maad so bare. 
That I have no good, wher that ever I fare; 

And yet I am endetted so ther-by 
Of gold that I have borwed, trewely, 

That whyl I live, I shal it quyte never. 

Lat every man be war by me for ever! 

What maner man that casteth him ther-to. 

If he continue, T holde his thrift y-do. 

So helpc me god, ther-by shal he nat winne, 

But cmptc his purs, and make his wittes thinne. 
And whan he, thurgh his madnes and folye, 
Hath lost his owenc good thurgh jupartye, 
Thannc he exeyteth other folk ther-to. 

To lese hir good as he him-sclf hath do. 

For unto shrewes joye it is and cse 
To have hir fclawcs in peyne and discse; 

Thus was I ones lerned of a clerk. 

Of that no charge, I wol speke of our werk. 

Whan wc been ther as we shul excrcysc 
Our elvish craft, we semen wonder wysc, 

Our termes been so clergial and so queynte. 

I blowe the fyr til that myn herte fcyntc. 

What sholde I tellen cch proporcioun 
Of thinges whiche that we wcrche upon. 

As on fyve or sixe ounces, may wel be. 

Of silver or som other quantitce. 

And bisie me to telle yow the names 
Of orpiment, brent bones, yren squames. 

That into poudre grounden been ful smal? 

And in an erthen potte how put is al. 

And salt y-put in, and also papecr, 

Biforn thise poudres that I speke of heer. 

And wel y-covered with a lampe of glass, 

And moehcl other thing which that ther was? 
And of the pot and glasses cnluting, 



Tliat of the eyre mightc passe out no-thing? 
And of the csy fyr and smart also. 

Which that was maad, and of the care and wo 
I’hat we haddc in our matires sublyniing, 

And in anialgaining and calcening 
Of quik-silver, y-clcpt Mercuric crude? 

I'or alle our sleigh tes we can nat conclude. 
Our orpinicnt and sublymed Mercuric, 

Our grounden litarge cek on the porphurie, 
Of cch of thise of ounces a certeyn 
Nought helpcth us, our labour is in vcyn. 

Nc eck our spirites asccncioun, 

Nc our mlateres that lyen al fixe adoun, 

Mowc in our werking no-thing us avayle. 

For lost is al our labour and travaylc. 

And al the cost, a twenty devel weye. 

Is lost also, which we upon it Icye. 

is also fill many another thing 
1 hat is unto our craft apertening; 

Though I by ordre hem nat rcherce can, 
By-cause that I am a lewed man. 

Yet wol I telle hem as they come to minde. 
Though I nc can nat sctlc hem in hir kindc; 
As bole armoniak, verdegrees, boras, 

And sondry vessels maad of erthe and glas. 
Our urinalcs and our dcscensorics, 

\'iolcs, croslcts, and sublymatorics, 
Ciicurbitcs, and alembykes cek. 

And othcrc swichc, dcre y-nough a leek. 

Nat nedeth it for to rcherce hem allc, 

Watres rubifying and boles galle, 

Arsenik, sal armoniak, and brimstoon; 

And herbes coude I telle eck many oon. 

As egremoine, valerian, and lunarie. 

And othcrc swichc, if that mclistc tarie. 

Our lainpcs brenning bothc night and day, 
To bringe aboute our craft, if that we may. 
Our foiirncys cek of calcinacioun. 

And of watres albificacioun, 

Unslckkcd lym, chalk, and glcyre of an cy. 
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Poudrcs diverse, asslies, dong, pisse, and eley, 

Cered pokets, sal peter, vitriole; 

And divers fyres maad of wode and eole; 

Sal tartre, alkaly, and sal preparat, 

And eonibust materes and eoagulat, 

Cley iiiaad with hors or mannes heer, and oile 
Of tartre, alum, glas, berm, wort, and argoile 
Resalgar, and our materes enbibing; 

And eek of our materes cneorporing. 

And of our silver eitrinacioun, 

Our cementing and fcrmcntacioun. 

Our ingottes, testes, and many mo. 

I wol yow telle, as was me taught also, 

The fourc spirites and the bodies scvcnc, 

By ordre, as ofte I horde my lord hem nevene. 

The firstc spirit quik-silvcr called is, 

The second orpiment, the thridde, y-wis, 

Sal armoniak, and the ferthe brimstoon. 

The bodies sevcnc eek, lo! hem heer anoon: 

Sol gold is, and Luna silver we threpe. 

Mars yrcii, Mcrcurie quik-silver wc clepc, 

Satiiriius lecd, and Jupiter is tin. 

And Venus coper, by my fader kin! 

Ill is cursed craft who-so wol exercysc, 

He shal no good han that him may suffyse 
For al the good he spendeth thcr-aboutc. 

He lose shal, thcr-of have I no doute. 

Who-so that listeth outen his folye, 

Lat him come forth, and Icrne multiplyc; 

And every man that oght hath in his cofre, 

Lat him appcrc, and wexe a philosofrc. 

Ascaunce that craft is so light to lore? 

Nay, nay, god woot, al be he monk or frcrc. 
Freest or chanoun, or any other wight, 

Tliough he sitte at his book bothc day and night, 
In lernying of this elvish nyce lore, 

Al is in veyn, and parde, mochcl morel 
To lerne a Icwcd man this*subtiltce, 

Fy! spek nat ther-of, for it wol nat be; 

Al conne he Icttcrure, or comic he noon, 



Aj in effect, he shal finde it al oon. 

For bothe two, by my savacioun, 

Coneluden, in multiplieacioun, 

Y-lyke wel, whan they han al y-do; the 

This is to seyn, they faylen bothe two. Chaijoiuis 

Yet forgat I to maken rehersaillc Yciiiannc.-j 

Of watres eorosif and of limaille, tale 

And of bodyes mollificacioun. 

And also of hir induracioun, 

Oilcs, abliicions, and metal fusible. 

To tcllen al wolde passen any bible 


'I'hat o-whcT is; wherfor, as for the beste. 

Of alle thisc names now wol 1 me restc. 
h’or, as I trowc, I have yow told y-nowe 
To rcyse a feend, al loke he never so rowe. 

A! nay! lat be; the philosophrcs stoon. 

Elixir elept, wc sechen faste echoon; 

For l.,{ iHr* we him, than were we siker y-now. 

But, unto god of heven I make avow, 
h’or al our craft, whan we han al y-do. 

And al our sleighte, he wol nat eome us to. 

He hath y-maad us spenden moehel good, 
h^or sorwe of which almost we wexen wood. 

But that good hope crepeth in our herte. 

Supposing ever, though wc sore smerte, 

'1 o be rclevcd by him afterward; 

Swich supposing and hope is sharp and hard; 

I warne you wel, it is to seken ever; 

Tliat futur temps hath maad men to dissever. 

In trust thcr-of, from al that ever they hadde. 

Yet of that art they can nat wexen saddc. 

For unto hem it is a bitter swetc; 

So semeth it; for nadde they but a shete 
Which that they mightc wrappe hem inne a-night. 
And a bak to walkcn inne by day-light. 

They wolde hem selle and spenden on tliis craft; 
They can nat stintc til no-thing be laft. 

And evermore, wher that ever they goon. 

Men may hem knowe by smel of brimstoon; 

For al the world, they stinken as a goot; 
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Her savour is so rammish and so hoot, 

That, though a man from hem a myle be, 

The savour wol infecte him, trusteth me; 

Lo, thus by smelling and threcdbarc array. 

If Aat men liste, this folk they knowe may. 

And if a man wol aske hem prively. 

Why they been clothed so unthriftily. 

They right anon wol rownen in his ere, 

And seyn, that if that they espyed were. 

Men wolde hem sice, by-cause of liir science; 

Lo, thus this folk bitrayen innocence* 

Passe over this; I go my tale un-to. 

Er than the pot be on the fyr y-do. 

Of metals with a certein quantitce. 

My lord hem tempreth, and no man but he — 

Now he is goon, I dar scyn boldcly — 

For, as men seyn, he can don craftily; 

Algate I woot wel he hath swich a name. 

And yet ful ofte he renneth in a blame; 

And witc yc how? ful ofte it happeth so. 

The pot to-breketh, and farwell! al is go! 

Thise metals been of so greet violence. 

Our walles mowe nat make hem resistence. 

But if they weren wroght of lym and stoon; 
llicy pcrccn so, and thurgh the wal they goon. 

And somme of hem sinken in-to the ground — 

ITius han we lost by tymes many a pound — 

And somme arc scatered al the floor aboutc, 

Somme lepc in-to the roof; with-outen doutc. 

Though that the feend noght in our sightc him shewe, 
I trowc he with us be, that ilke shrewe! 

In helle wher that he is lord and sire, 

Nis thcr more wo, ne more rancour ne ire. 

Whan that our pot is broke, as I have sayd. 

Every man chit, and halt him yvel apayd. 

Som seyde, it was long on the fyr-making, 

Som seyde. nay! it was on the blowing; 

(Than was I fered, for that was myn ofBee); 

‘Straw!' quod the thridde, ‘ye been lewed and nyce. 

It was nat trmpred as it oghte be.' 



‘Nay!' quod the forth c, ‘stint, and hcrkne me; 

By-cause our fyr ne was nat maad of beech, 

TTiat is the cause, and other noon, so thecchl' 

I can nat telle wher-on it was long, the 

But wcl I wot greet stryf is us among. Chanouns 

‘What!' quod my lord, ‘there is na-more to done, Yemannes 
Of thisc perils I wol be war eft-sonc; tale 

I am right siker that the pot was erased. 

Be as be may, be ye no-thing amased; 531 

As usage is, lat swepe the floor as swythc. 


Plukke up your hertes, and both gladde and blyth«/ 
The inullok on an hepe y-sweped was. 

And on the floor y-cast a canevas. 

And al this mullok in a sive y-throwe. 

And sifted, and y-piked many a throwe. 

‘Pardee,' quod oon, ‘somwhat of our metal 
Thr.t we concluden evermore amis. 

But, he it hoot or cold, I dar scyc this, 

Yet IS tlici liecr, though that we han nat al. 
Al-though this thing mishapped have as now. 
Another tyinc it may be wel y-now. 

Us mostc piittc our good in aventiirc; 

A ni archant, pardc! may nat ay endure 
1 rusteth me wcl, in his prosperitee; 

Somtynic his good is drenched in the see. 

And somtym eointh it sauf un-to the londe.' 

‘Pees!' quod my lord, ‘the next tyme I wol fonde 
To bringc our craft al in another plyte; 

And but I do, sirs, lat me han the wyte; 

Tlier was defautc in som-what, wcl I vvoot.' 

Another scyde, the fyr was over hoot: — 

We fayle of that which that we wolden have. 

And in our madnessc evermore we rave. 

And whan we been togidres everichoon. 

Every man semeth a Salomon. 

But al thing which that shyneth as the gold 
Nis nat gold, as that I have herd it told; 

Ne every appel that is fair at ye 

Nc is nat good, what-so men clappe or crye. 

Right-so, lo! fareth it amonges us; 
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He that semeth the wysest, by Jesus! 

Is most fool, whan it cometh to the preef; 
And he that semeth trewest is a theef; 

That shul ye knowe, er that I fro yow wende, 
But that I of my tale have maad an endc. 

Explicit prima pars 

Et sequituT pars secunda 

Ther is a chanoun of religioun 
Amonges us, wolde infecte al a toiin. 

Though it as greet were as was Ninivee, 
Rome, Alisaundrc, 'I’royc, and othcrc three. 
His slcightcs and his infinit falsncsse 
Tlicr coude no man wryten, as I gessc, 

Thogh that he mighte liven a tliousand yeer. 
In al this world of falshede nis his peer; 

For in his termes so he wolde him windc. 
And speke his wordes in so sly a kinde, 
Whan he commune shal with any wight, 
That he wol make him doten anon right. 

But it a feend be, as him-sclvcn is. 

F'ul many a man hath he bigyled cr this, 

And wol, if that he live may a wliylc; 

And yet men ryde and goon ful many a inyle 
Him for to seke and have his aqueyntaunce, 
Noght knowingc of his false govcrnauncc. 
And if yow list to yeve me audience, 

I wol it tellcn hecr in your presence. 

But worshipful chanouns religious, 

Ne demeth nat that I sclaundre your hous, 
Al-though my talc of a chanoun be. 

Of every ordre som shrewe is, pardc. 

And god forbede that al a companyc 
Sholde rewe a singuler mannes folyc. 

To sclaundre yow is no-thing myn entente. 
But to corrccten that is mis I mente. 

This talc was nat only told for yow. 

But eek for othere mo; ye woot wel how 



That, among Cristes apostellcs twelve, 

Ther nas no traytour but Judas him-selve. 

Than why sholde al the remcnant have blame 

That giltlees were? by yow I seye the same. 

THE 

Save only this, if ye wol herkne me. 

Chanouns 

If any Judas in your covent be. 

YemanneS 

Remeveth him bitymes, I yow rede. 

TALE 

If shame or loss may causen any drede. 

And beth no-thing displesed, I yow preye. 

513 

But in this cas herkneth what I shal seye. 


In London was a preest, an annuclccr, 

Tliat therein dwelled hadde many a yecr, 

Whieh was so plcasaunt and so servisable 
Unto the wyf, wher-as he was at table, 

Tliat she woldc suffre him no-thing for to paye 
For bord ne clothing, wente he never so gaye; 

And ip'^nding-silver hadde he right y-now. 

Thcrof no tors; I wol procedc as now. 

And telle forth my talc of the chanoun, 

^Jliat broghtc this preest to confusioun. 

This false chanoun cam up-on a day 
Unto this preestes chambre, wher he lay, 
Biscchiiighim to Icnc him a certeyn 
Of gold, and he wolde quyte it him ageyn. 

'Lcne me a mark/ quod he, 'but dayes three. 

And at my day I wol it quyten thee. 

And if so be that thou me findc fals. 

Another day do hange me by the halsl' 

This preest him took a mark, and that as swythe^ 
And this chanoun him thanked ofte sythe. 

And took his Icve, and wente forth his weye, 

And at the thridde day broghtc his moneye. 

And to the preest he took his gold agayn, 

Wherof this preest was wonder glad and fayn. 

'Certes,' quod he, 'no-thing anoyeth me 
To lene a man a noble, or two or three. 

Or what thing were in my possessioun, 

Whan he so trewe is of condicioun. 

That in no wyse he broke wol his day; 



To swicfi d man I can never seye nay/ 

‘Whatl’ quod this chanoun, ‘sholde I be untrewe? 
Nay, that were thing y-fallen al of-ncwe. 

Trouthe is a thing that I wol ever kepe 
Un-to that day in which that I shal crepe 
In-to my grave, and elles god forbedc; 

Bileveth tfiis as siker as is your crede. 

God thanke I, and in good tyme be it sayd, 

That ther was never man yet yvel apayd 
For gold ne silver that he to me lente, 

Ne never falshede in myn hertc I mente, 

And sir,' quod he, 'now of my privetee. 

Sin ye so goodlich han been un-to me. 

And kythed to me so greet gentillcsse, 

Somwhat to quyte with your kindenesse, 

I wol yow shewe, and, if yow list to lere, 

I wol yow teche pleynly the manere. 

How I can werken in philosophye. 

Taketh good heed, ye shul wel seen as ye. 

That I wol doon a maistrie er I go/ 

Te,' quod the preest, 'ye, sir, and wol yc so? 
Marie! ther-of I pray yow hertelyl' 

'At your comandement, sir, trewcly,' 

Quod the chanoun, 'and elles god forbedel' 

Lo, how this thcef coude his servyse bedel 
Ful sooth it is, that swich profred servyse 
Stinketh, as witnessen thisc olde wyse; 

And that ful sonc I wol it verifye 
In this chanoun, rote of al trecheryc, 

Tliat ever-more delyt hath and gladncssc — 

Swich freendly thoughtes in his herte impresse — 
How Cristes pcple he may to mcschicf bringc; 

God kepe us from his fals dissimulingc! 

Noght wiste this preest with whom that he delte, 
Ne of his harm cominge he no-thing felte. 

O sely preest! O sely innocent! 

With coveityse anon thou shalt be blent! 

O gracelees, ful blind is thy conceit, 

No-thing ne artow war of the deceit 
Which that this fox y-shapen hath to thee! 



His wyly wrenches thou ne mayst nat flee. 
Wherfor, to go to the conclusioun 
That refereth to thy confusioun, 

Unhappy man! anon I wol me hye 
To tellcn thyn unwit and thy folye. 

And eck the falsnesse of that other wrecche, 

As ferforth as that my conning may strccche. 

This chanoun was my lord, ye wolden wene? 

Sir host, in fcith, and by the hevenes quene. 

It was another chanoun, and nat he, 

Tliat can an hundred fold more subtiltee! 

He hath bitrayed folkes many tyme; 

Of his falshede it dullcth me to ryme. 

Ever whan that I speke of his falshede. 

For shame of him my chekes wexen rede; 

Algates, they biginnen for to glowe. 

For rccdncssc have I noon, right wcl I knowc. 

In visage; for fumes dyverse 
Ot metals, which ye han licid me reherce. 
Consumed and wasted han my recdncssc. 

Now tak heed of this chanouns curscdncssc! 

'Sir,' quod he to the preest, 'lat your man gon 
For quik-silver, that we it haddc anon; 

And lat him bringen ounces two or thicc; 

And whan he comth, as fastc shul yc sec 
A wonder thing, which ye saiigh never cr this/ 
'Sir,' quod tlic preest, 'it shal be doon, y-wis/ 

He l)acl his servant fecchen him this thing, 

And he al redy was at his bidding. 

And wente him forth, and cam anon agayn 
With this quik-silver, soothly for to sayn. 

And took thisc ounces three to the chanoun; 

And he hem leyde fayre and wcl adoun, 

And bad the servant coles for to bringc. 

That he anon mightc go to his werkingc. 

TTic coles right anon weren y-fet. 

And this chanoun took out a crossclet 
Of his bosom, and shewed it the preest. 

'This instrument,' quod he, 'which that thou seest, 
Tak in thyn hand, and put thy-sclf ther-inne 
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Of this quik-silvcr an ounce, and heer biginne. 

In the name of Crist, to wexe a philosofrc. 

ITier been ful fewe, whiche that I wolde profrc 
To shewen hem thus muche of my science. 

For ye shul seen hcer, by experience. 

That this quik-silvcr wol I mortifye 
Right in your sighte anon, withouten lye, 

And make it as good silver and as fyn 
As ther is any in your purs or myn, 

Or ellcswhcr, and make it malliablc; 

And ellcs, holdeth me fals and unable 
Amonges folk for ever to apperc! 

I ha\'c a poudre heer, that costc me dere, 

Shal make al good, for it is cause of al 
My conning, which tliat I yow shewen shal. 

Voydeth your man, and lat him be thcr-oute. 

And shet the dorc, whyls wc been aboute 
Our privetee, that no man us espye 
Whyls that wc werke in this philosophise.' 

Al as he bad, fulfilled was in dedc, 

This ilke servant anon-right out yede, 

And his maistcr shette the dorc anon, 

And to hir labour speedily they gon. 

Tliis preest, at this cursed chanouns bidding, 
Up-on the fyr anon sette tliis thing, 

And blew the fyr, and bisied him ful fastc; 

And this chanoun in-to the croslct caste 
A poudre, noot I wher-of that it was 
Y-maad, other of chalk, other of glas, 

Or som-what dies, was nat worth a flye 
To blynde with the preest; and bad him hye 
The coles for to coiichen al above 
The croslet; ‘for, in tokening I thee love,' 

Quod this chanoun, ‘thyn owene hondes tv^'o 
oliul werche al thing which that shal heer be do.' 

'Graunt mercy,' quod the preest, and was ful glad. 
And couched coles as the chanoun bad. 

And whyle he bisy was, this feendly wrccche, 

This fals chanoun, the foule feend him fecche! 

Out of his bosom took a bcchen cole. 



In which ful subtilly was maad an hole, 

And thcr-in put was of silver lymaille 
An ounce, and stopped was, with-outen faylc. 

The hole with wex, to kepe the lymail in. 

And understondeth, that this false gin 
Was nat maad ther, but it was maad bifore; 

And othere thinges I shal telle more 
Herafterward, which that he with him broghtc; 

Er he cam thcr, him to bigylc he thoghtc, 

And so he dide, er tliat they wente a-twinne; 

Til he had terved him, coude he not blinne. 

It dullcth me whan that I of him speke, 

On his falshedc fayn woldc I me wreke. 

If I wistc how; but he is heer and thcr: 

He is so variaunt, he abit no-wher. 

But taketh heed now, sirs, for goddes love! 

He took his cole of which I spak above, 

And his bond he baar it privcly. 

And whyls the preest couched busily 
Idle coles, as I tolde yow er this. 

This chanoun seyde, 'freend, ye doon amis; 

'^riiis is nat couched as it oghte be; 

But sonc I shal amenden it,’ quod he. 

'Now lat me medle therwith but a whyle, 

For of yow have I pitee, by scint Gyle! 

Ye been right hoot, I see wel how ye swctc. 

Have hecr a cloth, and wype away the wctc.’ 

And whylcs that the preest wyped his face, 

Idiis chanoun took his cole with hardc grace, 

And Icydc it above, up-on the middeward 
Of the croslet, and blew wcl afterward. 

Til tliat the coles gonne faste brenne. 

'Now yeve us drinke,' quod the chanoun thenne^ 
'As swythc al shal be wcl, I undertake; 

Sitte we doun, and lat us mery make.' 

And whan that this chanounes bechen cole 
Was brent, al the lymaille, out of the hole. 

Into the croslet fil anon adoun; 

And so it moste nedes, by resoun, 

Sin it so even aboven couched was; 
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But ther-of wiste the preest no-thing, alasi 
He demed alle the coles y-liche good, 

For of the sleighte he no-thing understood. 

And whan this alkamistre saugh his tyme, 

‘Rys up," quod he, ‘sir preest, and stondeth by me; 
And for I woot wcl ingot have ye noon, 

Goth, walketh forth, and bring us a chalk-stoon; 
For I wol make oon of the same shap 
That is an ingot, if I may han hap. 

And bringeth eek with yow a bolle or a panne, 

Ful of water, and ye shul see wcl thannc 
How that our bisinesse shal thryve and preve. 

And yet, for ye shul han no misbilcvc 
Ne wrong conceit of me in your absence, 

I nc wol nat been out of your presence 
But go with yow, and ceme with yow ageyn." 

The chambre-dore, shortly for to scyn. 

They opened and shette, and wentc hir weye. 

And forth with hem they carieden the keye. 

And come agayn with-outrn any delay. 

What sholde I tarien al the longe day? 

He took the chalk, and shoop it in the wyse 
Of an ingot, as I shal yow devyse. 

I seye, he took out of his owene sieve 
A teyne of silver (yvele mote he chevc! ) 

Which that ne was nat but an ounce of weighte; 
And taketh heed now of his cursed sleighte! 

He shoop his ingot, in Icngtlic and eek in brede, 
Of this teyne, with-outen any drede. 

So slyly, that the preest it nat espyde; 

And in his sieve agayn he gan it hyde; 

And fro the fyr he took up his matere. 

And in th'ingot putte it with mciy chere. 

And in the water-vessel he it caste 
Whan that him luste, and bad the preest as faste, 
‘Look what ther is, put in thyn hand and grope, 
Thow finde shalt ther silver, as I hope; 

What, devcl of helle! sholde it elles be? 

Shaving of silver silver is, pardcel" 

He putte his bond in, and took up a teyne 



Of silver fyn, and glad in every veyne 
Was this preest, whan he saugh that it was so. 
^Goddes blessing, and his modres also, 

And allc halwes have ye, sir chanoun,' 

Seyde this preest, ‘and I hir malisoun. 

But, and ye vouche-sauf to techen me 
This noble craft and this subtilitcc, 

I wol be yoiire, in al that ever I may!^ 

Quod the chanoun, ‘yet wol I make assay 
Tlic second t^'iue, that ye may taken hede 
And been expert of this, and in your nede 
Anotlicr day assayc in myn absence 
Til is disciplync and this crafty science. 

Lat tAc anotlicr ounce,' quod he tho, 

‘Of qLiik-sil\ cr, with-outen wordcs mo. 

And do tber-vvith as ye han doon er this 
Wicli that other, which that now silver is.' 

Tbi '^ nr(!cst him bisicth in al that he can 
To doon as this chanoun, this cursed man, 
Coinandcd him, and fastc he blew the fyr. 

For to conic to th 'effect of his desyr. 

And this chanoun, right in the mcnc whylc, 
Al redy was, the preest eft to bigyle. 

And, for a countenance, in his hande he bar 
And holwc stikke (tak keep and be war! ) 

In the endc of which an ounce, and na-more. 
Of silver lymail put was, as biforc 
Was in his cole, and stopped witli wex wed 
For to kepe in his lymail even;* dcel. 

And whyl this preest was in his bisincssc, 

Tliis chanoun with his stikke gan him dresse 
To him anon, and his ponder caste in 
As he did cr; (the dcvel out of his skin 
Him terve, I pray to god, for his falshcde; 

For he was ever fals in thoght and dede) ; 

And v’ith this stikke, aboi c the croslct. 

That was ordeyned with that false get. 

He stired the coles, til rclentc gan 
The wex agavn the fyr, as e\'er\' man. 

But it a fool be, woot wcl it mot nede, 
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And al that in the stikke was out yede, 

And in the croslet hastily it fel. 

Now gode sirs, what wol ye bet than wel? 

Whan that this preest thus was bigyled ageyn. 
Supposing noght but trouthe, soth to seyn, 

He was so glad, that I can nat expresse 
In no manerc his mirthe and his gladnesse; 

And to the chanoun he profred eftsone 
Body and good; ‘ye,' quod the chanoun sonc, 
Though povre I be, crafty thou shalt me finde; 

I warne thcc, yet is ther more bihindc. 

Is ther any coper her-inne?' seyde he. 

Te,’ quod the preest, 'sir, I trowe wel ther be.' 
'Elies go bye us soni, and that as swythe, 

Now, gode sir, go forth thy wey and hy the.' 

He wente his wey, and with the coper cam, 

And this chanoun it in his handcs nam, 

And of that coper weyed out but an ounce. 

Al to simple is my tonge to pronounce, 

As ministre of my wit, the doublencssc 
Of this chanoun, rote of al enrsednesse. 

He seemed freendly to hem that knewe him noght. 
But he was fecndly bothc in herte and thoght. 

It werieth me to telle of his falsnesse, 

And nathclccs yet wol I it expresse, 

To tirentcntc that men may be war therby, 

And for noon other cause, trewcly. 

He putte his ounce of coper in the croslet, 

And on the fyr as swythe he hath it set, 

And caste in poudre, and made the preest to blowe. 
And in his working for to stoupe lowc. 

As he didc er, and al nas but a jape; 

Right as him listc, the preest he made his ape; 

And afterward in th'ingot he it caste, 

And in the panne putte it at the lastc 
Of water, and in he putte his owene bond. 

And in his sieve (as yc biforn-hond 
Horde n»e telle) he hadde a silver teyne. 

He slyly took it out, this cursed heyne — 



Unwiting this preest of his false craft — 

And in the pannes botme he hath it laft; 

And in the water rombled to and fro, 

And wonder prively took up also the 

The coper teyne, noght knowing this preest, Chanou/) 

And hiddc it, and him hente by the breest, Yemanne 

And to him spak,«and thus seyde in his game, tale 

'Stoupeth adoun, by god, ye be to blame, 

Helpcth me now, as I dide yow whyl-er, 52 1 

Puttc in your hand, and loketh what is ther/ 

Tliis preest took up tliis silver teyne anon, 

And thanne seyde the chanoiin, 'lat us gon 


With thisc three teynes, which that wc han wroght. 
To son goldsmith, and wite if they been oght. 

For, by iny feith, I noldc, for myn hood, 

But-if that they were silver, fyn and good. 

And that as swythe proved shal it be.' 

Uii-fu the goldsmith with thisc teynes three 
They wente, and puttc thise teynes in assay 
To fyr and hamcr; mighte no man sey nay. 

But that they weren as hem oghte be. 

This sotted preest, who was gladder than he? 

Was never brid gladder agayn the day, 

Ne nightingale, in the sesoun of May, 

Nas never noon that luste bet to singe; 

Ne lady lustier in carolinge 

Or for to speke of love and wommanhede, 

Ne knight in armes to doon an hardy dede 
To stonde in grace of his lady dcrc, 

Tlian had this preest this sory craft to lere; 

And to tire chanoun thus he spak and seyde. 

Tor love of god, that for us alle deyde, 

And as I may deserv^e it un to yow. 

What shal this receit costc? tclleth now!’ 

‘By our lady,’ quod this chanoun, ‘it is dere, 

I warnc yow wel; for, save I and a frere. 

In Engelond thcr can no man it make.’ 

‘No fors,’ quod he, ‘now, sir, for goddes sake. 

What shal I paye? tellcth me, I preye.’ 



THE 

OANTER 

BURY 

TALES 

522 


T-wis/ quod he, 'it is ful dere, I seye; 

Sir, at 0 word, if that thee list it have, 

Ye shul paye fourty pound, so god me save! 

And, nerc the freendship that ye did er this 
To me, ye sholde paye more, y-wis/ 

This preest the somme of fourty pound anon 
Of nobles fette, and took hem cvcrichon 
To this chanoun, for this ilke receit; 

A1 his working nas but fraude and deceit 
'Sir preest,' he seyde, 'I kepc ban no loos 
Of my craft, for I woldc it kept were cloos; 

And as ye love me, kepeth it secree; 

For, and men knewe al my subtilitee, 

By god, they wolden han so greet envyc 
To me, by-cause of my pliilosophye, 

I sholde be deed, tlier were non other weye/ 

'God it forbede!' quod the preest, what sey ye?' 
Yet hadde I lever spenden al the good 
Which that I have (and elles wexe I wood! ) 

Than that ye sholden falle in swich mescheef.' 

'For your good wil, sir, have ye right good preef.’ 

g uod the chanoun, 'and far-wel, grant mercy!' 

e wente his wey and never the preest him sy 
After that day; and whan that this preest sholde 
Maken assay, at swich tyme as he wolde. 

Of this receit, far-well it woldc nat be! 

Lo, thus bi japed and bigylcd was he! 

Thus maketh he his introduccioim 
To bringe folk to hir dcstruccioun. — 

Considereth, sirs, how that, in ech estaat, 

Bitwixe men and gold ther is debaat 
So ferforth, that unnethes is ther noon 
This multiplying blent so many oon, 

That in good feith I trowe that it be 
The cause grettest of swich scarsctec. 

Philosophres speken so mistily 

In this craft, that men can nat come therby, 

For any wit that men han now a-dayes. 

They mowe wel chiteren, as doon thisc jayes, 



And in her termes sette hir lust and peyne. 
But to hir purpos shul they never atteyne. 

A man may lightly lerne, if he have aught, 

To multiplye, and bringe his good to naughti 
Lol swich a lucre is in this lusty game, 

A mannes mirthe it wol tome un-to grame, 
And empten also grete and hevy purses. 

And maken folk for to purchasen curses 
Of hem, that han hir good therto y-lent. 

Ol fy! for shame! they that han been brent, 
Allas! can they nat flee the fyres hete? 

Ye that it use, I rede ye it Ictc, 

Lest ye lese al; for bet than never is late. 

Never to thryve were to long a date. 

Though ye prolle ay, ye shul it never finde; 

Ye been as bolde as is Bayard the blindc, 

Tliat blundreth forth, and peril casteth noon; 
He i*' IS bold to renne agayn a stoon 
As for to goon besydes in the wcyc. 

So faren ye that multiplyc, I seye. 

If that your yen can nat seen aright, 

Lokc that your minde lakkc noght his sight, 
h'or, though ye loke never so brodc, and stare. 
Ye shul nat winne a myte on that chatfarc. 

But wasten al that ye may rape and renne. 
Witlidrawe the fyr, lest it to faste brenne; 
Mcdlcth na-morc with that art, I mcnc. 

For, if ye doon, your thrift is goon ful clcne. 
And right as swythc I wol yow tcllcn here. 
What philosophres scyn in this matcrc. 

Lo, thus scith Arnold of the Newe Toun, 
As his Rosarie maketh mcncionn; 

He seith right thus, with-outen any lye, 

‘Ther may no man Mercurie mortifye. 

But it be with his brother knowlcching. 

How that he, which that first seyde this thing. 
Of philosophres fader was, Hermes; 

He seith, how that the dragoun, doutelees, 

Ne deycth nat, but-if that he be slayn 
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With his brother; and that is for to sayn, 

By the dragoun, Mercurie and noon other 
He understood; and brimstoon by his brother, 

That out of sol and luna were y-drawe. 

And therfor/ seyde he, 'tak heed to my sawe. 

Let no man bisy him this art for to seche, 

But-if that he th'cntencioun and speche 
Of philosophres understonde can; 

And if he do, he is a Icwcd man. 

For this science and this conning,’ quod he, 

‘Is of tlie secree of secrees, parde.’ 

Also ther was a disciple of Plato, 

That on a tyme seyde his inaistcr to, 

As his book Senior wol bere witnesse, 

And this was his demande in soothfastnesse: 

‘Tel me the name of the privy stoon?’ 

And Plato answerde unto him anoon, 

Tak the stoon that Titanos men name.’ 

‘Which is that?’ quod he, ‘Magnesia is the same,’ 
Seyde Plato. ‘Ye, sir, and is it thus? 

This is ignotiim perignotius. 

What is Magnesia, good sir, I yow preye?’ 

‘It is a water that is maad, I seye. 

Of elerncntcs fourc,’ qucxl Plato. 

‘1 el me the rote, good sir,’ quod he tho, 

‘Of that water, if that it be your willc?' 

‘Nay, nay,' quod Plato, ‘certcin, that I nillc. 

The philosophres sworn were everichoon, 

ITiat they sholden discovere it uii-to noon, 

Ne in no book it wryte in no mancrc; 

For un-to Crist it is so leef and dcre 
That he wol nat that it discovered be, 

But wher it lyketh to his deitee 

Man for t’enspyre, and eek for to defende 

Whom that him lyketh; lo, this is the ende.’ 

Thanne conclude I thus; sitli god of hevene 
Ne wol nat that the philosophres nevene 
How that a man shal come un-to this stoon, 

I rede, as for the beste, lete it goon. 

For who-so maketh god his adversarie, 
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for to werken any thing in contraric 
his wil, certcs, never shal he thryve, 
ogh that he multiplye terme of his lyve. 

And ther a poynt; for ended is my talc; 

God sende every trewc man bote of his bale! — Amen 

Here is ended the Chanouns Yemannes Tale_ 
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The Maunciples Tale 


Here folweth the Prologe of the Maunciples Tale 


W iTE yc nat whcr thcr stant a litcl toun 

Which that y-clcped is Bob-up-and-doun, 
Under the Blcc, in Caunterbury weye? 

I'hcr gan our hostc for to jape and pleye. 

And seyde, 'sirs, what! Dun is in the myre! 

Is thcr no man, for prcycre ne for hyre, 

That wol awake our fclawe heer bihinde? 

A thcef inightc him ful lightly robbe and binde. 
Sec how he nappeth! sec, for cokkes bones. 

As he wol fallc from his hors at ones. 

Is that a cook of Londoiin, with mcschauncc? 

Do him com forth, he knoweth his pcnaiincc. 

For he shal telle a talc, by my fey! 

Al-thoiigh it be nat worth a hotel hey. 

Awake, thou cook,^ quod he, 'god yeve thee sorwe. 
What eylcth thee to slope by the morwe? 

Hastow had fleen al night, or artow dronke. 

Or hastow with som quene al night y-swonke. 

So that thou mayst nat holden up thyn heed?' 

Tliis cook, that was ful pale and no-thing reed, 
Seyde to our host, 'so god my soule blesse. 

As ther is falle on me swich hevinesse, 
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Noot I nat why, that ne were lever slope 
Than the beste galoun wyn in Chepe/ 

*Wel/ quod the maunciple, 'if it may doon cse 
To thee, sir cook, and to no wight displese 
Which that heer rydeth in this companye, 

And that our host wol, of his curteisye, 

I wol as now excuse thee of thy talc; 

For, in good feith, thy visage is ful pale, 

Thyn yen daswen eek, as that me thinketh, 

And wel I woot, thy breeth ful soiire stinketh, 

Tliat sheweth wel ttiou art not wcl disposed; 

Of me, certein, thou shalt nat been y-glosed. 

Se how he ganeth, lo, this dronken wight, 

As though he wolde us swolwe anon-right. 

Hold cloos thy mouth, man, by thy fader kin! 

The devel of helle sette his foot ther-in! 

Thy cursed breeth infecte wol us alle; 

Fy, stinking swyn, fy! foule moot thee falle! 

A! taketh heed, sirs, of this lusty man. 

Now, swete sir, wol ye justen atte fan? 

Thcr-to me thinketh ye been wcl y-shape! 

I trowe that ye dronken han wyn ape. 

And that is whan men pleycn with a straw.' 

And with this speche the cook wex wrooth and wraw, 

And on the maunciple he gan noddc faste 

For lakke of speche, and doun the hors him caste, 

Wher as he lay, til that men up him took; 

This was a fayr chivachee of a cook! 

Allas! he nadde holde him by his ladel! 

And, er that he agayn were in his sadel, 

Ther was greet showving bothe to and fro, 

To lifte him up, and muchel care and wo, 

So unweldy was this sory palled gost. 

And to the maunciple thanne spak our host, 

'By-cause drink hath dominacioun 
Upon this man, by my savacioun 
I trowe he lewedly wolde telle his talc. 

For, were it wyn, or old or moysty ale. 

That he hath dronke, he speketh in his nose, 

And fncseth faste, and eek he hath the pose. 



He hath also to do more than y-noiigh 
To kepe him and his capel out of slough; 

And, if he falle from his capel eft-sonc, 

Than shul we alle have y-nough to done. 

In lifting up his hevy dronken cors. 

Telle on thy tale, of him make I no fors. 

But yet, maunciplc, in feith thou art to nyce, 

Tlius openly repreve him of his vyce. 

Another day he wol, peraventure, 

Reclayme thee, and bringe thee to lure; 

I mene, he speke wol of smale thinges, 

As for to pinclicn at thy rekeninges, 

Tliat wer not honcste, if it cam to preef / 

'No,* quod the maunciple, 'that were a greet mcscheefi 
So mighte he lightly bringe me in the snare. 

Yet hadde I lever paycn for the mare 
Which he rit on, than he sholdc with me stryve; 

I wol nat wratthe him, al-so mote I thryve! 

That th.i' T <;nak, I scyde it in my bourdc; 

And wite ye what? I have heer, in a gourde, 

A draught of wyn, ye, of a rype grape, 

And right anon yc shul seen a good jape. 

Til is cook shal drinkc thcr-of, if I may; 

Up pcync of deeth, he wol nat scye me nayl* 

And ccrtcinly, to tellen as it was, 

Of this vessel the cook drank faste, alias! 

WHiat neded him? he drank y-nough biforn. 

And whan he hadde pouped in this horn. 

To the maunciple he took the gourde agayn; 

And of that drinke the cook was wonder fayn. 

And thanked him in swich wysc as he coude. 

Than gan our host to laughen wonder loude, 

And scyde, 'I see wel, it is neccssaric, 

Wher that we goon, good drink we with us carie; 
h or that wol turne rancour and discse 
T’acord and love, and many a wrong apese. 

O thou Bachus, y-blcsscd be thy name, 
lliat so canst turnen ernest in to game! 

Worship and thank be to thy deitee! 

Of that matcre yc gete na-morc of me. 
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Tel on thy tale, maunciple, I thee preye/ 

‘Wei, sir," quod he, ‘now herkncth what I seye/ 

Thus endeth the Prologs of the Manciple 

Here higinneth the Maunciples Tale of the Crowe 

Whan Phebus dwelled her in this erthe adoun, 

As olde bokes maken mcncioun 
He was the moste lusty bachiler 
In al this world, and eek the beste archer; 

He slow Phitoun, the serpent, as he lay 
Slepinge agayn the sonne upon a day; 

And many another noble worthy dede 
He with his bowe wroghtc, as men may rede. 

Pleycn he coude on every minstralcye. 

And singen, that it was a melodyc, 

To heren of his clere vois the soun. 

Certes the king of Thebes, Amphioun, 

That with his singing walled that citee, 

Coude never singen half so wel as he. 

Therto he was the scmcliestc man 
That is or was, sith that the world bigan. 

What nedeth it his futures to discryve? 

For in this world was noon so fair on lyve. 

He was thcr-with fulfild of gcntillesse. 

Of honour, and of parfit worthincsse. 

This Phebus, that was flour of bachelrye. 

As wel in fredom as in chivalrye. 

For his desport, in signe eek of victorie 
Of Phitoun, so as tellcth us the storie. 

Was wont to beren in his hand a bowe. 

Now had this Phebus in his hous a crowe. 
Which in a cage he fostred many a day. 

And taughte it speken, as men techc a jay. 

Whyt was this crowe, as is a snow-whyt swan. 

And countrefete the speche of every man 
He coude, whan he sholde telle a tale. 

Ther-with in al this world no nightingale 
Ne coude, by an hundred thousand deel. 



Singen so wonder merily and weel. 

Now had this Phebus in his hous a wyf, 

Which that he lovedc more than his lyf, 

And night and day didc ever his diligence 
Ilir for to plcse, and doon hir reverence. 

Save only, if the sothe that I shal sayn, 

Jalous he was, and woldc have kept hir fayn; 

For him were lootli by-japed for to be. 

And so is every wight in swich degree; 

Blit al in ydel, for it availlcth noglit, 

A good wyf, that is clcnc of werk and thoght, 
Sholde nat been kept in noon await, eertayn; 

And trewely, the labour is in vayn 
To kepe a shrewe, for it wol nat be. 

This holdc I for a verray nycctcc, 

To spille labour, for to kepe wyves; 

Thus writen oldc clerkes in hir lyvcs. 

But now to purpos, as 1 first bigan: 

This worthy riiebus dooth all that he can 
To plcscn hir, weninge by swich plcsauncc. 

And for his manhede and his govcrnauncc. 

That no man sholde han put him from hir grace. 
But god it woot, ther may no man embrace 
As to destreyne a thing, which that nature 
Hath naturclly set in a creature. 

Tak any brid, and put it in a cage, 

And do al thyn entente and thy corage 
To fostre it tendrely with mete and drinkc, 

Of alle deyntecs that thou canst bithinke. 

And keep it al-so clcnly as thou may; 

Al-though his cage of gold be never so gay, 

Yet hath this brid, by twenty thousand fold, 

Lever in a forest, that is rude and cold, 

Gon etc wormes and swich wrecchednesse. 

For ever this brid wol doon his bisincsse 
To escape out of his cage, if he may; 

His libertee this brid desircth ay. 

Lat take a cat, and fostre him wcl with milk. 
And tendre flesh, and make his couche of silk, 

And lat him seen a mous go by the wal; 
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Anon he weyveth milk, and flesh, and al. 

And every deyntee that is in that hous, 

Swich appetyt hath he to etc a mous. 

Lo, here hath lust his dominacioiin. 

And appetyt flemeth discrecioun. 

A she-wolf hath also a vileins kinde; 

Tlie Icwedeste wolf that she may findc. 

Or lecst of reputacion wol she take. 

In tyme whan hir lust to han a make. 

AJlc thise ensamples speke I by thisc men 
That been untrewe, and no-thing by wommen. 
For men han ever a likcrous appetyt 
On lower thing to parfournc hir delyt 
Than on hir wyves, be they never so faire, 

Ne never so trewc, ne so dcbonairc. 

Flesh is so newefangcl, with meschaunce. 

That we ne conne in no-thing han plcsauncc 
That souneth in-to vertu any whylc. 

TTiis Phebus, whieh that thoghte upon no gyle, 
Deceyved was, for al his jolitce; 

For under him another haddc she, 

A man of litel rcputacioun, 

Noght worth Phebus in eomparisoim. 

The more harm is; it happeth oftc so, 

Of which ther cometh muchel harm and wo. 

And so bifel, whan Phebus was absent. 

His wyf anon hath for hir Icmman sent; 

Hir lemman? certes, this is a knavish spcche! 
Foryeveth it me, and that I yow biscche. 

The wyse Plato seith, as ye may rede. 

The word mot nede accorde with the dede. 

If men shal telle proprely a thing, 

The word mot cosin be to the working. 

I am a boistous man, right thus seye 1, 

Ther nis no difference, trewely, 

Bitwixe a wyf that is of heigh degree. 

If of hir body dishonest she be. 

And a povre wenche, other than this — 

If it so be, they werke bothe amis — 

But that the gentile, in cstaat above. 



She shal be cleped his lady, as in love; 

And for that other is a povre womman, 

She shal be cleped his wcnchc, or his Icmman. 

And, god it woot, myn owenc dcre brother, 

Men Icyn that oon as lowe as lyth that other. 

Right so, bitwixe a titlelees tiraunt 
And an oiitlawe, or a theef erraunt. 

The same I scye, ther is no difference. 

To Alisaundrc told was this sentence; 

'I'hat, for the tyrant is of gretter might, 

By force of meynee for to slccn doiin-right, 

And breniicn hous and hoom, and make al plain, 

Lo! therfor is he cleped a capitain; 

And, for the outlawc hath but smal ineynce, 

And may nat doon so greet an harm as he, 

Nc bringe a contree to so greet mcschccf. 

Men ek'pen him an outlawc or a theef. 

But, for I am a man noght tcxtucl, 

I wol iiU^liLc idle of textes never a del; 

I wol go to rny tale, as I bigan. 

Whan Phebus wyf had sent for hir Icmman, 

Anon they wroghten al hir lust volagc. 

'Hie wh}'tc crowe, that heng ay in the cage, 

Bihcld hir work, and scyde never a word. 

And whan that hooin was come Phebus, the lord. 

This crowe sang 'cokkow! cokkow! cokkow!' 

‘What, brid?' quod Phebus, ‘what song singes tow? 
Ne were thow wont so mcrily to singe 
'Ibat to myn herte it was a rejoisinge 
■^I’o liere thy vois? alias! what song is this?' 

‘By god,' quod he, ‘I singe nat amis; 

Phebus,' quod he, ‘for al thy worthinesse. 

For al thy beautce and thy gentilesse, 

For al thy song and al thy minstralcye. 

Tor al thy waiting, blered is thyn yc 
With oon of litcl rcputacioiin, 

Noght worth to thee, as in comparisoun. 

The mountance of a gnat; so mote I thryve! 

For on thy bed thy wyf I saugh him swyye.' 

What wol ye more? the crowe anon him tolde. 
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By sadde tokenes and by wordes bolde. 

How that his wyf had doon hir lecherye. 

Him to gret shame and to gret vileinye; 

And tolde him ofte, he saugh it with his yen. 
This Phebus gan aweyward for to wryen. 

Him thoughte his sorweful herte brast a-two; 
His bowe he bente, and sette ther-inne a flo. 
And in his ire his wyf thanne hath he slayn. 

This is th’effect, ther is na-more to sayn; 

For sorwe of which he brak his minstralcye, 
Bothe harpe, and lute, and giternc, and sautrye; 
And eck he brak his arwes and his bowe. 

And after that, thus spak he to the crowe: 

'Traitour,' quod he, ‘with tonge of scorpioun. 
Thou hast me broght to my confusioun! 

Allas! that I was wroghti why nerc I deed? 

O derc wyf, O gemme of lustiheed. 

That were to me so sad and eck so trewe. 

Now lystow deed, with face pale of hewe, 

Ful giltelecs, that dorste I swere, y-wis! 

O rakcl hand, to doon so foulc amis! 

O trouble wit, O ire recchelces. 

That unavysed smytest giltelces! 

O wantrust, ful of fals suspecioun. 

Where was thy wit and thy discrecioun? 

O every man, be-war of rakclnesse, 

Ne trowe no-thing with-outen strong witnesse; 
Smyt nat to sone, er that ye witen why. 

And beeth avysed wel and sobrcly 
Er ye doon any execucioun. 

Up-on your ire, for suspecioun. 

Allas! a thousand folk hath rakel ire 
Fully fordoon, and broght hem in the mire. 
Allas! for sorwe I wol my-selven slecl’ 

And to the crowe, ‘O false theef!* scyde he, 
wol thee quyte anon thy false tale! 

Thou songe whylom lyk a nightingale; 

Now shaltow, false theef, thy song forgon. 

And eek thy whyte fetheres everichon, 

Ne never in al thy lyf ne shaltou speke. 



Thus shal men on a traitour been awreke; 

Tliou and thyn of-spring ever shul be blake, 

Ne never swctc noise shul ye make, 

But ever cryc agayn tempest and rayn. 

In tokeninge that thurgh thee my wyf is slayn/ 

And to the crowe he stirte, and that anon, 

And pulled his whyte fethercs evcrichon, 

And made him blak, and reftc him al his song, 

And eek his speche, and out at dorc him slong 
Un-to the devel, which I him bitakc; 

And for this caas ben alle crowes blake. — 

Wordings, by this cnsamplc I yow preye, 

Beth war, and taketh kepe what 1 scyc; 

Ne telleth never no man in your lyf 
How that another man hath dight his wyf; 

He wol yow ha ten mortally, certcyn. 

Daun Salomon, as wyse clcrkcs seyn, 

'I'echrH. ■ to kepe his tongc wcl; 

But as I seyde, I am noght tcxtiicl. 

But nathelees, tlius taughtc me my dame: 

'My sone, thenk on the crowe, a goddes name; 

My sone, keep wel thy tonge and keep thy freend 
A wikked tonge is worse than a feend. 

My sone, from a feend men may hem blesse; 

My sone, god of his cndclccs goodnesse 
Walled a tonge with teeth and lippes eke. 

For man sholde him avyse what he speke. 

My sone, ful ofte, for to muchc speche. 

Hath many a man ben spilt, as clcrkcs tcche; 

But for a litcl speche avysely 
Is no men shent, to speke generally. 

My sone, thy tongc ssholdcstow restreyne 
At alle tj^e, but whan thou doost thy peyne 
To speke of god, in honour and prcycrc. 

The firste vertu, sone, if thou wolt lere, 

Is to restreyne and kepe wcl thy tonge. — 

Thus lerne children whan that they ben yonge. — 
My sone, of muchel speking yvel-a\ 7 sed, 

Ther lasse speking hadde y-nougli suffysed, 

Comth muchel harm, thus was me told and taught. 
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In iiiuchel spcche sinne wanteth naught. 

Wostow wher-o£ a rakel tonge serveth? 

Right as a swcrd forcutteth and forkerveth 
An arm a-two, my dere sone, right so 
A tonge cutteth frendship al a-two. 

A jangler is to god abhominable; 

Reed Salomon, so wys and honurable; 

Reed David in his psalmes, reed Senekke. 

My sone, spek nat, but with thyn heed thou bekke 
Dissimule as thou were deef, if that thou here 
A jangler speke of perilous matere. 

The Fleming seith, and lerne it, if thee lestc, 

That litel jangling causeth miichcl reste. 

My sone, if thou no wikked word hast seyd, 

Thee thar nat drede for to be biwreyd; 

But he that hath misseyd, I dar wel sayn. 

He may by no wey clepe his word agayn. 

Thing that is seyd, is seyd; and forth it gooth. 
Though him repente, or be him leef or Tooth. 

He is his thral to whom that he hath sayd 
A tale, of which he is now yvel apayd. 

My sone, be war, and be non auctour newc 
Of tydinges, whether they ben false or trewe. 
Wher-so thou come, amonges hye or lowe, 

Kepe wel thy tonge, and thenk up-on the crowe/ 

Here is ended the Maunci'ples Tale of the Crowe 



The Persones Tale 


Here folweth the Prologc of the Persones Tale 


B y that the maunciplc hadclc his tale al ended, 
TTie sonne fro the south lyiie was descended 
So lowe, that he nas nat, to niy sighte, 

Degrees nyne and twenty as in hightc. 
luiiire of the clokkc it was tlio, as I gesse: 

For eleven foot, or litel more or lesse. 

My shadwc was at thilke tyine, as there. 

Of swich feet as my Icngthe parted were 
In six feet equal of proporcioun. 

Ther-wath the inones cxaltacioiin, 

I menc Libra, alwey gan ascende. 

As we were entringe at a thropcs endc; 

For which our host, as he was wont to gye. 

As in this caas, our joly conipanye, 

Scyde in this wysc, "lordings evenehoon. 

Now lakkcth us no tales mo than oon. 

T^’iilfild is my sentence and my decree; 

I trowc that wc han herd of ech degree. 

Almost fulfild is al myn ordinaunce; 

I prey to god, so yeve him right good chaunce. 
That tellcth this tale to us lustily. 

Sir preest,’ quod he, "artow a vicary? 
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Or art a person? scy sooth, by thy fey! 

Be what thou be, ne breke thou nat our pley; 
For every man, save thou, hath told his tale, 
Unbokel, and shewe us what is in thy male; 
For trewely, me thinketh, by thy chore. 

Thou sholdest knittc up wel a greet matere. 
Tel us a talc anon, for cokkes bones!' 

This Persone him answcrde, al at ones, 
‘Thou getest fable noon y-told for me; 

For Paul, that wryteth unto Timothee, 
Repreveth hem that weyven sooth fastnesse. 
And tellen fables and swich wrecchednesse. 
Why sholde I sowen draf out of my fest. 
Whan I may sowen whete, if that me lest? 
For which I seye, if thatyow list to here 
Moralitee and vcrtuoiis matere, 

And thanne that ye wol yeve me audience, 

I wol ful fayn, at Cristes reverence, 

Do yow plesauncc leefful, as 1 can. 

But trusteth wcl, I am a South ren man, 

I can nat geste — rum, ram, ruf — by lettre, 

Ne, god wot, rym holdc I but litcl bettre; 

And thertor, if yow list, I wol nat glose. 

I wol yow telle a mery talc in prose 
To knitte up al this fecstc, and make an ende. 
And Jesu, for his grace, wit me sende 
To shewe yow the wey, in this viage. 

Of thilke parfit glorious pilgrimage 
That hightc Jerusalem celestial. 

And, if ye vouche-sauf, anon I shal 
Biginne upon my talc, for whichc I preye 
Telle your avys, I can no bettre seye. 

But nathclees, this meditacioun 
I puttc it ay under corrcccioim 
Of clerkcs, for I am nat tcxtiicl; 

1 take but the sentens, trusteth wel. 

Therfor I make protestacioiin 
That I wol stondc to correccioun.' 

Up-on this word we han assented sone, 

For, as us semed, it was for to done. 



To enden in som vertuous sentence, 

And for to yeve him space and audience; 

And bedc our host he sholdc to him scyc. 

That alle wc to telle his tale him preye. 

Our host hadde the wordcs for us allc: — 

‘Sir preest,’ quod he, 'now fayre yow bifallc? 

Sey what yow list, and wc wol gladly here'— 

And with that word he scyde in this mancre — 
'Tclleth,' quod he, 'your mcclitacioun. 

But hasteth yow, the sonne wol adoun; 

8^*01 fructuous, and that in litcl space. 

And to do wcl god sendc yow his grace!' 

Explicit prohemium 
Here htginneih the Persones Tale 

Jcr. 6®. Stnfc super vias ct videte et interrogate cic viis 
antiquis, qiie sit via bona; et ambulate in ca, ct innenietis 
refrigerium aniniabus vestris, &e. 

|[i. Our swete lord god of hevene, that no man wol 
perisse, but wole that wc comcn alle to the knowel- 
cchc of him, and to the blisful lyf that is perdurable, 
amonesteth us by the prophete jeremie, that seith in this 
wyse: 'stondeth upon the weyes, and secth and axeth of 
olde pathes (that is to scyn, of olde sentences) which is 
the goodc wey; and walkcth in that wey, and yc shul finde 
refresshiiige for your soulcs,' &c. Manye been the weyes 
cspirituels that leden folk to ourc Lord Jesu Crist, and h- 
the regne of glorie. Of whichc weyes, thcr is a ful noblt 
wey and a ful covenable, which may nat faile to man ne 
to womman, that thurgh sinne hath misgoon fro the righte 
wey of Jerusalem celestial; and this wey is eleped Penitence, 
of which man sholde gladly herknen and cnqucrc with al 
his herte; to witen what is Penitence, and whennes it is 
eleped Penitence, and in how manye maneres been the ac- 
cions or werkinges of Penitence, and how manye spyces 
ther ben of Penitence, and whiche thinges apertenen and 
bihoven to Penitence, and whiche thinges destourben Peni- 
tence. 
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|[2. Seint Ambrose seith, that Tenitence is the pleyninge 
of man for the gilt that he hath doon, and na morc 
to do any thing for which him oghte to pleyne/ And som 
doctour seith: Tenitence is the waymentinge of man, that 
sorweth for his sinne and pcyneth himself for he hath mis- 
doon/ Penitence, with certeyne circumstances, is verray re- 
pentance of a man that halt him-sclf in sorwc and other 
peyne for hisc giltes. And for he shal be verray penitent, he 
shal first biwailen the sinnes that he hath doon, and stidc- 
fastly purposen in his herte to have shrift of mouthc, and 
to doon satisfaccioun, and never to doon thing for which 
him oghte more to biwaylc or to compleyne, and to con- 
tinue in goode werkes: or ellcs his repentance may nat 
availle. For as seith seint Isidre: ‘he is a japer and a gabber, 
and no verray repentant, that eftsoone doth thing, for 
which him oghte repente/ Wepinge, and not for to stintc 
te doon sinne, may nat avayllc. But nathelccs, men shal 
hope that every tyme that man fallcth, be it never so ofte, 
that he may arise thurgh Penitence, if he have grace: but 
certeinly it is greet doute. For as seith Seint Grcgoric: ‘un- 
nethe aiyseth he out of sinne, that is charged with the 
charge of yvel usage/ And therfore repentant folk, that 
stinte for to sinne, and forlcte sinne er that sinne forlcte 
hem, holy chirche holdeth hem siker of hir savacioun. And 
he that sinneth, and verraily repenteth him in his lastc 
ende, holy chirche yet hopeth his savacioun, by the gretc 
mercy of oure lord Jesu Crist, for his repcntaunce; but tak 
the siker way. 

|[5. And now, sith I have declared yow what thing is 
Penitence, now shul yc understondc that ther been 
three accions of Penitence. The firstc accion of Penitence 
is, that a man be baptized after that he hath sinned. Seint 
Augustin seith: ‘but he be penitent for his olde sinful lyf, 
he may nat biginne the newc clone lif.' For certes, if he be 
baptized withouten penitence of his olde gilt, he rcccivcth 
the mark of baptisme, but nat the grace nc the remission 
of his sinnes, til he have repentance verray. Another defaute 
is this, that men doon deedly sinne after that they han re- 
ceived baptisme. The thridde defaute is, that men fallen in 
venial sinnes after hir baptisme, fro day to day. TTher-of 



SLitli Scint Augustin^ that 'penitence of goode and humble 
rolk is the penitence of every day/ 

([4. The spyces of Penitence l)ccn three. That oon of hem 

is solcmpnc, another is cominuiic, and the thridde is the 
pri^'cc. 'Fliilke penance that is solempnc, is in two mancrcs; Penones 
as to be put out of holy chirche in Icnte, for slaughtre of taie 
children, and swich inaner tiling. Another is, whan a man 
Intli sinned openly, of w'hicli sinne the fame is openly spo- 
ken ill the con tree; and thanne holy chirchc by jugement 
deslreincth him for to do open pcnaunce. Commune pen- 
aiinec is tliat prccstes cnjoiiicn men comunly in certcyn 
caas; as for to goon, peraventure, naked in pilgrimages^ or 
liarefoot. Privee pcnaunce is thilke that men doon alday 
for pihcc sinnes, of which we shryve us privcly and rcccyve 
privee pcnaunce. 

(■5. Now shaltow understande what is bihovely and ncc- 
essaric to verray parfit Penitence. And this stant on 
three thingc*- Contricioun of herte, Confessioun of Mouth, 
and Satisfaccioun. i'or which seith Scint John Crisostom: 

‘l^ciiitencc destreyneth a man to acccptc benignely every 
pcync that lum is enjoyned, with contricion of hcrte» and 
slu'ift of mouth, with satisfaccioun; and in werkinge of allc 
maner hnniilitee.' And this is fruitful Penitence agayn three 
tliinges in whiclie we wratthc ourc lord jesu Crist; this is 
to scyn, by delyt in thinkingc, by rccchelcsncssc in spek- 
ingc, and by wikked sinful werkinge. And agayns thisc 
wikkcd giltes is Penitence, that may be lykiied un-to a tree, 
j 6. The rote of this tree is Contricion, that hydeth him 
in the herte of him that is verray repentant, right as 
die rote of a tree hydeth him in the erthe. Of the rote of 
Contricion springeth a stalke, that bereth braunches and 
Icvcs of Confession, and fruit of Satisfaceion. For which 
Crist seith in his gospel: 'dooth digne fruit of Penitence'; 
for by this fruit may men knowc this tree, and nat by the 
rote that is hid in the herte of man, ne by the braunches 
nc by the lc\'cs of Confession. And therefore ourc Lord 
Jesu Crist seith thus: ‘by the fruit of hem ye shul knowen 
Iiem.' Of this rote cek springeth a seed of grace, the which 
seed is inodcr of sikernesse, and this seed is egre and hoot. 

I he grace of this seed springeth of god, thurgh remem- 
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brancc of the day of dome and on the peynes of helle. Of 
this matere seith Salomon, that ‘in the dredc of god man 
forlcteth his sinne/ The hete of this seed is the love of 
god, and the desiring of the joye perdurable. Tliis hetc 
draweth the herte of a man to god, and dooth him haten 
his shine. For soothly, thcr is no-thing that savoiircth so 
wel to a child as the milk of his norice, ne no-thing is to 
him mere abhominable than thilke milk whan it is incdlcd 
with other mete. Right so the sinful man that loveth his 
sinne, him semeth that it is to him most swetc of any- 
thing; but fro that tyme that he loveth sadly our lord Jcsii 
Crist, and desircth the lif perdurable, ther nis to him no- 
thing more abhominable. For soothly, the lawe of god is 
the love of god; for which David the prophete scith: ‘I lia\'c 
loved thy lawe and hated wikkednesse and hate'; he that 
loveth god kepeth his lawe and his word. This tree sangh 
the prophete Daniel in spirit, up-on the avision of the king 
Nabugodonosor, whan he conscilcd him to do penitence. 
Penaunce is the tree of lyf to hem that it receiven, and lie 
that holdeth him in verray penitence is blessed; after the 
sentence of Salomon. 

<[7. In this Penitence or Contricion man shal nndcr- 
stonde foure thinges, that is to seyn, what is Contri- 
cion: and whichc been the causes that moeven a man to 
Contricion: and how he sholdc be contrit: and what Con- 
tricion availleth to the soulc. Thanne is it thus: that Con- 
tricion is the verray sorwc that a man rccciveth in his hcrlc 
for his sinnes, with sad purpos to shryve him, and to do 
penaunce, and nevermore to do sinne. And this sorw e s! :il 
been in this manere, as scith seint Bernard: ‘it shal ])ccn 
hevy and grevous, and ful sharpe and poinant in licitc.’ 
First, for man hath agilt his lord and his creatour; and moif 
sharpe and poinant, for he hath agilt his fader celestial: and 
yet more sharpe and poinant, for he hath wrathed and agih 
him that boghte him; which with his precious blood liatli 
delivered us fro the bondcs of sinne, and fro the ciuellee 
of the dcvel and fro the peynes of hcllc. 

|[8. The causes that oghte moeve a man to Contricion 
been six. First, a man shal remembre him of hisc 
sinnes; but loke he that thilke remembrance nc be to liini 



no delyt by no wey, but greet shame and sorwe for his gilt. 
For Job seith: 'sinful men doon werkes worthy of Confes- 
sion.' And therfore seith Ezechie: 'I wol remembre me alle 
the yeres of my lyf, in bitternesse of myn herte.' And pod 
seith in the Apocalips: ‘remembreth yow fro whennes that 
ye been falle'; for biforn that tyme that ye sinned, yc were 
the children of god, and limes of the regne of god; but for 
your sinne ye been woxen thral and foul, and membres of 
the feend, hate of aungcls, sclaundrc of holy chirche, and 
fodc of the false serpent; perpetuel matere of the fyr of 
hcllc. And yet more foul and abhominable, for yc tres- 
passen so ofte tyme, as doth the hound that rctourneth to 
cten his spewing. And yet be yc fouler for your longe con- 
tinuing in sinne and your sinful usage, for which ye be 
roten in your sinne, as a becst in his dong. Swiche nianerc 
of thoglites maken a man to have shame of his sinne, and 
no delyt, as god seith by the prophete Ezechiel: 'yc shal re- 
membre yow youre weyes, and they shuln displesc yow.’ 
Sothly, siniies been tlie weyes that leden folk to liclle. 

([ 9 . The scconde cause that oghte make a man to have 
desdeyn of sinne is this: that, as seith scint Peter, 
‘who-so that doth sinne is thral of sinne’; and sinne put a 
man in greet thraldom. And therfore seith the prophete 
Ezechiel: T wente sorweful in desdayn of my-sclf.’ And 
certes, wel oghte a man have desdayn of sinne, and with- 
drawc him from that thraldom and vilcinyc. And lo. what 
seith Seneca in this matere. lie seith thus: ‘thougli I w'iste 
that neither god ne man ne sholde ncverc knowe it, yet 
wolde I have desdayn for to do sinne.’ And tlie same Seneca 
also seith : T am born to gretter thinges than to be thral to 
my body, or than for to maken of my body a thral.’ Ne a 
fouler thral may no man ne womnian maken of his body, 
than for to yeven his body to sinne. A1 were it the foulcste 
cherl, or the fouleste wominan that liveth, and Iccst of 
value, yet is he tliannc more foule and more in scrvitutc. 
Evere fro the hyer degree that man fallcth, the more is he 
thral, and more to god and to the world vile and abhomi- 
nable. O gode god, wel oghte man have desdayn of sinne; 
sith that, thurgh sinne, thcr he was free, now is he maked 
bonde. And therfore seyth Seint Augustin: 'if thou hast 
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dcsdayn of thy servant, if he agilte or sinne, have thou 
thaniic dcsdayn that thou thy-self sholdcst do sinne/ "lake 
reward of thy value, that thou ne be to foul to thy-self. 
Allas! wel oghten they thaniic have dcsdayn to been ser- 
vauntz and thralles to sinne, and sore been ashaineci of 
hem-self, that god of his cndclecs goodnesse hath set liciu 
in heigh cstaat, or yeven hem wit, strengtlie of body, iielc, 
bcautce, prosperitee, and boghte hem fro the deeth witli 
his hertc blood, that they so unkiiidely, agayns his gen- 
tilessc, quyten him so vilcinsly, to slaughtrc of hir oweiic 
soiilcs. O god, ye wommen that been of so greet bcautce, 
remembreth yow of the proverbe of Salomon, that scith: 
‘he lykneth a fair womman, that is a fool of hir l)ody, lyk 
to a ring of gold that were in the groyn of a sowe.' For right 
as a sowe wroteth in cvcrich ordure, so wroteth she hir 
beautee in the stinkingc ordure of sinne. 

|[io. The thriddc cause that oghte inocve a man to Con- 
tricion, is drede of the day of dome, and of the hor- 
rible pcyncs of helle. For as scint Jerome scith: ‘at cvciy 
tyme that me remembreth cf the day of dome, I quake; 
for whan I etc or drinkc, or what-so that 1 do, cverc scineth 
me that the trompe sowncth in myn ere: riseth up, ye that 
been dede, and coineth to the jugement.' O godc god, 
muchcl oghte a man to drede swich a jugcinent, ‘thcr-as we 
shullcn been allc,' as scint Foul scith, ‘biforn the sole of 
oure lord Jesu CrisF; wher-as he shal make a general con- 
gregaeion, wher-as no man may been al)sent. I'br certes, 
there availeth noon essoync ne excusacion. And nat only 
that oure defautes shullcn be juged, but eck that allc oure 
werkes shullcn openly be knowc. And as scith Scint Ber- 
nard: ‘ther ne shal no plcdingc availlc, ne no sleigh tc; we 
shullcn yeven rekeninge of cvcrich ydel word." Ther shul 
we han a juge that may nat been deceived ne corrupt. And 
wh}'? For, certes, alle our thoghtes been discovered as to 
him; ne for preycre ne for mode he shal nat been corrupt. 
And therfore scith Salomon: ‘the wratthe of god ne wol 
nat spare no wight, for preycre ne for yiftc"; and therfore, 
at the day of doom, ther nis noon hope to escape. W'hcr- 
fore, as seith Seint Anselm: ‘ful greet angwissh shul the 
sinful folk have at that tyme; ther shal the sterne and 



wrothc juge sitte above, and under him the horrible put of 
helle open to destroyen him that moot biknowen hisc 
sinnes, whiehe sinnes openly been shewed biforn god and 
biforn every ereature. And on the left syde, mo develes than 
herte may bithinke, for to harie and drawe the sinful soules 
to the pyne of helle. And with-inne the hertes of folk slial 
be the bytinge eonseicnee, and with-oute-forth shal be the 
world al brenninge. Whider shal thanne the wreeehed sin- 
ful man flee to hyden him? Certes, he may nat hyden him; 
he moste eome forth and shewen him.' For eertes, as seith 
seint Jerome: 'the erthe shal easten him out of him, and 
the see also; and the eyr also, that shal be ful of thonder- 
elappcs and lightninges.' Now sothly, who-so wel remcm- 
breth him of thisc thinges, I gesse tliat his sinne shal nat 
turne him in-to delyt, but to greet sorwe, for drede of the 
peyne of helle. And therfore seith Job to god: 'siiffre, lord, 
that I may a whyle biwaille and wepe, er I go with-oute 
returning to the derke lond, covered with the derknessc of 
deeth; to the ioiid of miscse and of derknesse, wher-as is 
the shadwe of deeth; wher-as ther is noon ordre or ordi- 
nance, but grisly drede that cvcrc shal laste.' Lo, here may 
ye seen that Job preyde respy t a whyle, to biwepc and waille 
iiis trespas; for soothly ooii day of rcsp5't is bettre than al 
the tresor of the world. And for-as-muche as a man may 
acquiten him-self biforn god by penitence in this world, 
and nat by tresor, therfore sholdc he preye to god to yeve 
him respyt a wh}'lc, to biwepc and biwaillcn his trespas. For 
eertes, al the so’-we that a man mighte make fro the begin- 
ning of the world, nis but a litcl thing at regard of the 
sorwe of helle. Tlie cause why that Job elepeth helle 'the 
lond of derknesse'; uiidcrstondeth that he elepeth it ‘londe’ 
or crtlic, for it is stable, and nevere shal faille; 'derk,' for he 
that is in helle hath defaute of light material. For eertes, 
the derke light, that shal come out of the fyr that evere shal 
brenne, shal tunic him al to peyne that is in helle; for it 
sheweth him to the horrible develes that him tormenten. 
'Covered with the derknessc of deeth': that is to scyn, that 
he that is in helle shal have defaute of the sighte of god; 
for certes, the sighte of god is the lyf perdurable. 'Tlic derk- 
nesse of deeth' been the sinnes that the wreeehed man 
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hath doon, which that destourben him to see the face of 
god; right as doth a derk cloude bitwixe us and the sonne. 
'Lond of misese': by-cause that ther been three maucres 
of defautes, agayn three thinges that folk of this world ban 
in this present lyf, that is to seyn, honours, dclyccs, and 
richesses. Agayns honour, have they in hcllc shame and 
confusion. For wcl ye woot that men clepcn ‘honour' the 
reverence that man doth to man; but in hellc is noon hon- 
our ne reverence. For certes, na-more reverence shal be 
doon there to a king than to a knave. For which god scith 
by the prophete Jeremyc: ‘thilke folk that me despysen shul 
been in despy t.' ‘Honour' is cek eleped greet lordshipc; ther 
shal no man serven other but of harm and tomient. ‘Hon- 
our' is eck eleped greet dignitec and heighnesse; but in 
hellc shul they been al fortroden of develcs. And god scith: 
‘the horrible develes shulle goon and comcn up-on the 
hevcdcs of the dampned folk.' And this is for-as-muchc as, 
the hyer that they were in this present lyf, the more simile 
they been abated and defouled in helle. Agayns the rich- 
esses of this world, shul they han miscse of poverte; and 
this poverte shal been in foure thinges: in defautc of tresor, 
of wliich that David seith: ‘the riche folk, that cmbracc'dcu 
and oneden al hir herte to tresor of this world, sliul slc])c in 
the slcpinge of decth; and no-thing nc shul they finden in 
hir handcs of al hir tresor.’ And more-over, the misci.^c of 
hellc shal been in defaute of mete and drinke. For god scith 
thus by Moyses; ‘they shul been wasted with hunger, and 
the briddes of hellc shul devouren hem with bitter dcclh, 
and the gallc of the dragon shal been hir drinke, and the 
venim of the dragon hir morsels.' And forthcr-ovcv, hir 
miseisc shal been in defaute of clothing: for they simile be 
naked in body as of clothing, save the fyr in which they 
brenne and othcre filthes; and naked shul they been of 
souk, of alle mancre vertues, which that is the clothing of 
the sonic. Where been thanne the gaye robes and the softc 
shetes and the smale shertes? Lo, what seith god of hem 
by the prophete Isaye; ‘that under hem shul been strawed 
motthes, and hir covertures shulle been of wormes of helle.' 
And forther-over, hir miseise shal been in defaute of 
freendes; for he nis nat povre that hath goode freendes, but 



there is no frcend; for neither god ne no creature shal been 
frend to hem, and everich of hem shal haten other with 
deedly hate. 'Tlic son^s and the doghtren shiillcn rebcllcn 
agayns fader and mooder, and kinredc agayns kinrede, and the 
chydon and despysen evcrich of hem other/ bothe day and Persones 
night, as god scith by the prophete Michias. And the lov- ^ale 
ingc children, that whylom lovedon so fleshly evcrich other, 
wolden c\'crich of hem aeten other if they mightc. For how 
sholdcn they love hern togidre in the peync of hcllc, whan ^47 
they hated cch of hem other in the prospcritcc of this lyf? 

For tniste wel, hir fleshly love was deedly hate; as scith the 
prophete Da\ id: 'who-so that loveth wikkednesse he hateth 
liis soul/ And who-so hateth his owenc soiile, certes, he 
may lo\e noon other wight in no mancrc. And therefore, 
in helle is no solas ne no frendshipe, but evere the more 
fleshly kinrcdcs that been in helle, the more cursinges, the 
more chydings, and the more dcdly hate thcr is among 
hem. And fnrther-ovcr, they shiil have defaute of allc nian- 
cre dclyces; toi teiLcs, delyccs been after the appetytes of 
the fyve wittes, as sightc, hcringc, siiicllingc, savonngc, and 
iouchinge. But in helle hir sightc shal be ful of derknesse 
and of smoke, and therfore ful of teres; and hir hcringc, ful 
of way men tinge and of grin tinge of teeth, as scith Jesu 
Crist; hir noscthirlcs shullen be ful of stinkingc stink. And 
as scith Isayc the prophete: ‘hir savoring shal be ful of bit- 
ter gallc.' And touchingc of al hir body, y-covered with ‘fyr 
that ne\'crc shal quenche, and with wormes that nevere 
shul dyen/ as god seith by the mouth of Isaye. And for-as- 
muchc as they shul nat wene that they may dyen for peyne, 
and by hir deeth flee fro peync, that nidy they under- 
stonden by the word of Job, that scith: ‘ther-as is the 
shadwc of deeth/ Certes, a shadwc hath the lyknesse of the 
thing of which it is shadwe, but shadwe is nat the sanie 
thing of which it is shadwe. Right so fareth the peyne of 
hcllc; it is l}'k deeth for the horrible anguissh, and why? 
r"or it peyneth hem evere, as though they sholdc dye anon; 
but certes they shal nat dye. For as seith Seint Gregorie: 

*to wTccche caytives shal be deeth with-oute dectli, and 
ende with-outen ende, and defaute with-oute failinge. Fo/ 
hir deeth shal alwey liven, and hir ende shal everemo bi 
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ginnc, and hir dcfautc shal nat faille/ And thcrforc scitli 
Scint John the Evangelist: 'they shullcn folwe deeth, and 
they shul nat findc him; and they shul desyren to dye, and 
deeth shal flee fro hem/ And eck Job seith: that 'in hellc 
is noon ordre of rule/ And al-be-it so that god hath creat 
alle thinges in right ordre, and no-thing with-outen ordre, 
but alle thinges been ordeyned and nombred; yet natlielces 
they that been dampned been no-thing in ordre, ne holdcn 
noon ordre. Vox the erthe ne shal here hem no fruit, k’or, 
as the prophclc David seith: 'god shal dcstroye the fruit' of 
the erthe as fro hem'; ne water ne shal yevc hem no mois- 
ture; ne the cyr no refresshing, ne fyr no light. Tor as seiMi 
seint Basilie: 'the brenninge of the fyr of this woiid shal 
god yeven in hclte to hem that been dampned; ])ut the 
light and the clcernesse shal be yeven in hevene to l.isc 
children’; right as the gode man yeveth flesh to his:: ehil- 
dren, and bones to his houndes. And for they slnilleii hn\’e 
noon hope to eseape, seith seint Job atte laste: Ilia I ‘ther 
shal horrour and grisly drede dvvellen with-outen ende.’ 
Ilorroiir is alwey drede of harm that is to come, and this 
drede shal cverc dwcllc in the hertes of hem that i>cen 
dampned. And therefore ban they lorn al liir liope, for 
scvcnc causes, h’irst, for god that is hir juge shal be v.'irli- 
outen mercy to hem; ne they may nat plesc him, re noon 
of liisc halwcs; ne they ne may yc\'c no thing for hir Taun- 
son; lie they have no vois to speke to him; ne they ma\ nat 
flee fro peync; ne they lla^'C no goodnesse in liein, tlial tiiey 
mowc shewe to dclivere hem fro jicvne. And tlicrfore scitli 
Salomon: "the wikked man dycth; and wlian lie is deed, lie 
shal have noon hope to escape fro peyne.’ ^Vho-so lliaime 
wolde wcl imderstandc these ])cyncs, and bithinkc him wed 
that he hath deserved thilke peyiics for his simr s, certes, 
he sholde have more talent to syken and to we|je than for 
to singen and to i/lcye. For as that seith Salomon: 'vvlio-so 
that liadde the science to knowe the peyncs that been es- 
tablissed and ordeyned for sinne, he wolde make sorv\e.’ 
'Tliilke science/ as seith scint Augustin, 'niakcth a man to 
waymenten in his herte.' 

|[ii. The fourthe point, that oghtc maken a man to have 
contricion, is the sorweful remembrance of the good 



that he hath left to doon licrc in erthe; and cck the good 
that he hath lorn. Soothly, the godc werkes that he liaih 
left, outlier they been the gode werkes that he wroghtc er 
he fel in-to dcedly sinne, or dies the gode werkes that he 
wroghtc while he lay in sinne. Soothly, the godc werkes, 
that he didc biforn that he fil in sinne, been al mortified 
and astoned and dulled by the oftc sinning, d'he othcre 
gode werkes, that he wroghte vihyl he lay in dccrlly sinne, 
they been outrely dede as to the l\f perdurable in ]lc^ enc. 
Thanne thilke gode werkes tlirFt been mortified by oftc sin- 
ning, whichc gode werkes he didc whyl he was in eharitcc, 
nc in owe nevere quiken agayn w'ith-outcn vciray pcnilcncc. 
And thcr-of scith god, by tlic mouth of F.zecliicl: tliat ‘if 
the rightful man rctnrnc agayn from his righh^isnesse and 
werke wikkednesse, shal he live?' Nay; for alle the godc 
werkes that he hath wroglit nc shul nevere been in remem- 
brance; for he shal dycn in his sinne. And np-on thilke 
chapitre sedh oo’h* Gregorie thus: ‘that we shulle iindcr- 
stondc this princijially; that whan we doon dt'cdly sinne, it 
IS for noght thanne to rehercen or drawen in-to mcmoric 
tlie gode werkes that we han wioght biforn.' h’or ccrtc'*, in 
the werkinge of the dcedly sinne, thcr is no trust to no good 
VA’crk that W'e han doon liiforn; that is to scyn, as for to have 
llierby the lyf perdurable in hevene. But nathelccs, the 
L'odc werkes quiken agayn, and coiiicn agayn, and hclpcn, 
!nd a\’aillcn to have the lyf perdurable in he\eiie, whan we 
!.an contricion. But soothly, the godc w^cikcs that men 
doon whyl they been in dcedly sinne, for-as nuichc as they 
were doon in dcedly sinne, they may iievcic :j»iiken agayn. 
h’or certes, thing that nevere haddc lyf may nevere qiiikcnc; 
and nathelccs, al-bc-it that they ne availlc noght to han the 
lyf perdurable, yet availlcn they to abregge of the peyn: 
of hellc, or dies to geteii temporal richesse, or dies that 
god wolc the rather cnhirnine and lightiie the herte of the 
sinful man to have repentance; and cck they availlcn for to 
risen a man to doon godc werkes, that the feend hav e the 
lassc power of his sonic. And thus the curtcis lord Jesu 
Crist wolc that no good werk be lost; for in somwhat it slial 
av'aillc. But for-as-muchc as the godc werkes that men doon 
whyl they been in good lyf, been al mortified by sinne fol- 
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winge; and eek^ sith that alle the gode werkes that men 
doon whyl they been in deedly synne, been outrely dede as 
for to hav the lyf perdurable; wel may that man, that no 
good werke nc dooth, singe thilkc ncwe Frenshe song: *Jay 
tout perdu mon temps et mon labour/ For certes, sinne bi- 
reveth a man bothe goodnesse of nature and cek the good- 
nessc of grace. For soothly, the grace of the holy goost 
farcth lyk fyr, that may nat been ydcl; for fyr faileth anoon 
as it forlctcth his wirkinge, and right so grace fayleth anoon 
as it forletcth liis wcrkingc. Than leseth the sinful man the 
goodnesse of glorie, that only is bihight to gode men that 
labouren and werken. Wel may he be sory thanne, that 
oweth al his lif to god as longe as he hath lived, and cek 
as longc as he shal live, that no goodnesse ne hath to payc 
with his dette to god, to whom he oweth al his lyf. I'or 
trust wel, 'he shal yeven acoiintes/ as seilh scint Bernard, 
"of alle the godcs that han be yeven him in this present 
lyf, and how he hath hem despended; in so inuche tliat 
thcr shal nat perisse an heer of his heed, nc a moment of 
an home ne shal nat perisse of his tyme, that he ne shal 
yeve of it a rekening.' 

j[i2. The fifthe thing that oghte moeve a man to contri- 
cion, is remembrance of the passion that oure lord 
jesu Crist suffred for oure sinnes. For, as seith seint Ber- 
nard: 'whyl that I live, I shal have remembrance of tlic 
tra\’ailles that oure lord Crist suffred in preching; his weri- 
ncssc in travailling, hisc tcmptacions wlian he fasted, hisc 
longc wakinges whan he preyde, hise teics whan that he 
weep for pitce of good pcplc; the wo and the shame and 
the filthe that men scyden to him; of the foule spitting 
than men spitte in his face, of the buffettes that men yaven 
him, of the foule mowes, and of the reproves that men tc 
him scyden; of the nayles with whiche he was nailed to the 
croys, and of al the reinenant of his passion that he suf- 
fred for my sinnes, and no-thing for his gilt.' And ye shiil 
understonde, that in mannes sinne is every rnanere of ordre 
or ordinance turned up-so-doun. For it is sooth, that god, 
and rcson, and sensualitee, and the body of man been so 
ordeyned, that cverich of thisc foure thinges sholde have 
lordshipe over that other; as thus: god sholde have lord- 



ihipe over reson, and reson over sensualitee, and sensualitee 
)ver the body of man. But sothly, whan man sinneth, al 
his ordre or ordinance is turned up-so-doun. And therfore 
hannc, for-as-muche as the reson of man ne wol nat be 
lubget ne obeisant to god, that is his lord by right, ther- 
bre leseth it the lordshipe that it sholde have over sen- 
lualitee, and cck over the body of man. And why? For sen- 
lualitee rebellcth thanne agayns reson; and by that wey 
cseth reson the lordshipe over sensualitee and over the 
)ody. For right as reson is rebel to god, right so is bothe 
ensualitce rebel to reson and the body also. And certes, this 
iisordinance and this rebellion oure lord Jesu Crist aboghte 
ip-on his precious body ful dere, and herkneth in which 
vyse. For-as-muche thanne as reson is rebel to god, ther- 
bre is man worthy to have sorwe and to be deed. This suf- 
red oure lord Jesu Crist for man, after that he haddc be 
)itraysed of his disciple, and distreyned and bounde, ‘so 
hat his bbocl out at every nail of hise handes,' as 
eith seint Augustin. And forther-over, for-as-muchel as 
eson of man ne wol nat daunte sensualitee whan it may, 
herfore is man worthy to have shame; and this suffred oure 
Orel Jesu Crist for man, whan they spetten in his visage. 
Knd forther-over, for-as-muchcl thanne as the caitif body 
)f man is rebel bothe to reson and to sensualitee, therfore 
t is worthy the deeth. And this suffred oure lord Jesu 
!^rist for man up-on the croys, whcrc-as ther was no part 
)f his body free, with-outen greet peyne and bitter passion. 
Vnd al this suffred Jesu Crist, than ncvcrc forfeted. And 
herfore resonably may be seyd of Jesu in this manere: ‘to 
nuchel am I peyned for the thinges that I nevere deserved, 
ind to muche dcfouled for shendshipe that man is worthy 
0 have.' And therfore may the sinful man wel seye, as scith 
leint Bernard: ‘acursed be the bitterncsse of my sinne, for 
vhich ther moste be suffred so muchel bitternesse.' For 
:crtes, after the diverse discordances of oure wikkednesses, 
vas the passion of Jesu Crist ordeyned in diverse thinges, 
IS thus. Certes, sinful mannes soule is bitraysed of the dcvel 
)y coveitise of temporcl prosperitce, and scorned by deceite 
vhan he cheseth fleshly delyces; and yet is it tormented by 
mpacience of adversitce, and bispet by servage and sub- 
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jeccion of sinne; and atte laste it is slayn fynally. For this 
disordinaunce of sinful man was Jesu Crist first bitraysed, 
and after that was he boundc, that cam for to unbynden us 
of sinne and peyne. Thanne was he biscorned, that only 
sholdc han been honoured in alle thinges and of alle 
thiiigcs. Tliannc was his visage, that oghte be desired to be 
seyn of al man-kinde, in which visage aungels desyren to 
looke, vilcynsly bispet. Tlianne was he scourged that no- 
thing hadde agilt; and fynally, thanne was he crucified and 
slayn. Thanne was acompliced the word of Isaye: 'he was 
wounded for ourc misdedcs, and defoulcd for oure felo- 
nies.* Now sith that Jesu Crist took up-on him-self the 
peyne of alle oure wikkednesses, muchel oghte sinful man 
wepen and biwayle, that for hise sinnes goddes sone of 
hevcnc sholdc al this peyne endure. 

I113. The sixte thing that oghte moeve a man to con- 
tricion, is the hope of three thynges; that is to seyn, 
foryifnesse of sinne, and the yiftc of grace wcl for to do, 
and the gloric of hevene, with which god shal guerdone a 
man for hise gode dcdcs. And for-as-miiche as Jesu Crist 
yeveth us thisc yiftes of his largesse and of his sovcrcyn 
bountee, therfore is he cleped Jesus Nazarenus rex Jude- 
orum. Jesus is to seyn 'saveour* or ‘salvacion,* on whom 
.men shul hope to have foryifnesse of sinnes, which that is 
proprely salvacion of sinnes. And therfore seyde the aungel 
to Joseph: ‘thou shalt elepen his name Jesus, that shal 
saven his peple of hir sinnes.* And hecr-of seith seint Peter: 
‘ther is noon other name under hevene that is yevc to any 
man, by which a man may be saved, but only Jesus.* Naza- 
renus is as muche for to seye as ‘florisshinge,* in which a 
man shal hope, that he that yeveth him remission of sinnes 
shal yeve him eck grace wcl for to do. For in the flour is 
hope of fruit in tyme cominge; and in foryifnesse of sinnes 
hope of grace wel for to do. ‘I was atte dore of thyn herte,* 
seith Jesus, ‘and cleped for to entre; he that openeth to me 
shal have foryifnesse of sinne. I wol entre in-to him by my 
grace, and soupc with him,* by the goode werkes that he 
shal doon; whiche werkes been the foode of god; *and he 
shal soupe with me,* by the grete joye that I shal yeven him. 
Thus shal man hope, for hise werkes of penaunce, that god 



shall yevcn him his regne; as he bihoteth him in the gospel. 
|[i4. Now shal a man understonde, in which manere shal 
been his contricion. I seye, that it shal been uni- 
versal and total; this is to scyn, a man shal be verray re- 
pentant for alle hisc sinnes that he hath doon in dclyt of 
his thoght; for delyt is ful perilous. For thcr been two 
manere of consentinges; that oon of hem is eleped consent- 
inge of affeceion, whan a man is moeved to do sinne, and 
delyteth him longc for to thinke on that sinne; and his 
reson apereeyveth it wel, that it is sinne agayns the lawe of 
god, and yet his reson refreyneth nat his foul delyt or tal- 
ent, though he see wel apcrtly that it is agayns the rever- 
ence of god; al-though his reson ne consentc noght to doon 
that sinne in dede, yet scyn somme doctoiirs that swich 
delyt that dwellcth longe, it is ful perilous, al be it nevere 
so litc. And also a man sholdc sonve, namely, for al that 
cverc he hath desired agayn the lawe of god with perfit eon- 
sentinge of his reson; for ther-of is no doute, that it is 
decdly sinne in cuiisentinge. For certes, tlicr is no deedly 
sinne, that it nas first in mannes thought, and after that in 
his delyt; and so forth in-to consentinge and in-to dede. 
Wherfore I scye, that many men nc repenten hem nevere 
of swichc thoghtes and dclytes, nc nevere shryven hem of 
it, but only of the dede of grete sinnes outwaid. Wherfore 
I seye, that swiche wikked dclytes and wikked thoghtes 
been subtile bigylcrcs of hem that shullen be dampned. 
More-over, man oghte to sorwe for hise wikkede wordes 
as wel as for hise wikkede dcdcs; for certes, the repentance 
of a singulcr sinne, and nat repente of all hise othere sinnes, 
or ellcs repenten him of alle hise other sinnes, and nat of 
a singulcr sinne, may nat availle. For certes, god almighty 
is al good; and ther-fore he foryeveth al, or elles right noght. 
And hccr-of seith scint Augustin : ‘I woot ccrteinly that god 
is enemy to cvcrich sinnere'; and how thanne? He that 
observeth o sinne, shal he have foryifnesse of the remenaunt 
of hise othere sinnes? Nay. And forther-over, contricion 
sholdc be wonder sorweful and anguissous, and therfore 
yeveth him god pleynly his mercy; and therfore, whan my 
soule was anguissous with-inne me, I hadde remembrance 
of god that my preyere mightc come to him. Forther-over, 
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contricion mostc be continue!, and that man have stedefast 
purpos to shryven him, and for to amenden him of his lyf. 
For soothly, why! contricion lasteth, man may evere have 
hope of foryifnesse; and of this comth hate of sinne, that 
destroycth sinne bothe in himself, and eek in other folk, at 
his power. For which seith David: 'yt that loven god hateth 
wikkedncsse.' For trustcth wel, to love god is for to love 
that he loveth, and hate that he hateth. 

<[15. The laste thing that man shal understonde in con- 
tricion is this; wher-of avayleth contricion. I seye, 
that som tyme contricion delivercth a man fro sinne; of 
which that David seith: 'I seye,' quod David, that is to scyn, 
‘I purposed fermely to shiyvc me; and thow. Lord, rclesedcst 
my sinne.' And right so as contricion availleth noght, with- 
outen sad purpos of shrifte, if man have oportunitee, right 
so litel worth is shrifte or satisfaccion with-outen contri- 
cion. And more-over, contricion destroycth the prison of 
hcllc, and maketh wayk and feble allc the strengthes of the 
devcles, and restorcth the yiftes of the holy goost and of allc 
gode vertues; and it elenseth the soulc of sinne, and de- 
livcrth the soule fro the peyne of helle, and fro the coni- 
panye of the devel, and fro the servage of sinne, and re- 
storcth it to alle godcs espirituels, and to the companye and 
communion of holy chirche. And forther-over, it maketh 
him that whylom was sone of ire to be sone of grace; and 
allc thise thinges been preved by holy writ. And therfore, 
he that wolde sette his entente to thise thinges, he were 
ful wys; for soothly, he ne sholde nat thanne in al his lyf 
have corage to sinne, but yeven his body and al his herte 
to the service of Jesu Crist, and ther-of doon him hom- 
mage. For soothly, oure swete lord Jesu Crist hath spared 
us so debonairly in our folies, that if he ne hadde pitee of 
mannes soule, a soiy song we mighten alle singe. 

Explicit prima pars Penitentie; et sequitur secunda pars 
eiusdem 

([16. The seconde partic of Penitence is Confession, that 
is signe of contricion. Nowshul ye understonde what 
is Confession, and whether it oghte nedes be doon or noon. 



and whiche thinges been covenable to verray Confession. 
|[i 7 . First shaltow understonde that Confession is verray 
shewinge of sinnes to the preest; this is to seyn 
Verray/ for he moste confessen him of alle the condiciouns 
that bilongen to his sinne, as ferforth as he can. A1 moot be 
scyd, and no thing excused ne hid nc forwrapped, and 
noght avaunte him of his gode werkes. And fortlier over, it 
is iiccessarie to understonde whennes that sinnes springen, 
and how they encresen, and whichc they been. 

^[i8. Of the springinge of sinnes scith seint Paul in thise 
wise: that ‘right as by a man sinne entred first in-to 
this world, and thurgh that sinne deeth, right so thilke 
deeth entred in-to alle men that sinneden.' And this man 
was Adam, by whom sinne entred in-to this world whan he 
brak the comaundement of god. And therforc, he that first 
was so mighty that he sholde not have dyed, bicam swich 
oon that he moste nedes dye, whether he wolde or noon; 
and all his progenie in this world that in thilke man sinne- 
dcn. Loke lliat in th’estaat of innocence, when Adam and 
Eve naked weren in paradys, and no-thing ne hadden shame 
of hir nakednessc, how that the serpent, that was most w}dy 
of alle othere bestes that god haddc maked, scyde to the 
woniman: ‘why comaunded god to yow, ye sholde nat eten 
of every tree in paradys?' Tlic womman answerdc: ‘of the 
fruit,' quod she, ‘of the trees in paradys we feden us; but 
soothly, of the fruit of the tree that is in the middel of 
paradys, god forbad us for to etc, nc nat touchen it, les per- 
aventiire wc should dycn.' The serpent scyde to the 
womman: 'nay, nay, ye shul nat dyen of deeth; for sotlie, 
god woot, that what day that ye eten ther-of, youre cyen 
shul openc, and ye shul been as goddes, knowinge good 
and harm.' The womman thanne saugh that the tree was 
good to feding, and fair to the eyen, and delytablc to the 
sighte; she tok of the fruit of the tree, and eet it, and yaf to 
hir housbonde, and he eet; and anoon the eyen of hem 
bothe openeden. And whan that tlicy knewe that they were 
naked, they sowed of fige-leves a manerc of breches to 
hiden hir membres. There may ye seen that deedly sinne 
hath first suggestion of the feend, as sheweth here by the 
naddre; and afterward, the delyt of the flesh, as sheweth 
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here by Eve; and after that, the consentingc of rcsoiin, as 
sheweth here by Adam. For trust wel, thogh so were that 
the feend tempted Eve, that is to seyn the flesh, and the 
flesh hadde delyt in the bcaiitce of the fruit defended, yet 
eertes, till that resoun, that is to seyn, Adam, consented to 
the etiiigc of the fruit, yet stood he in tircstaat of inno- 
cence. Of thilke Adam tokc wc thilke sinne original; for of 
him fleshly descended be wc alle, and engendred of vile 
and corrupt matcrc. And whan the soule is put in our body, 
right anon is contract original sinne; and that, that was erst 
but only pe5mc of concupiscence, is afterward bothc peync 
and sinne. And therfore be v\c alle born soncs of \^Tatthc 
and of dampnacion perdurable, if it ncre baptesrne that 
receyven, which binimeth us the culpe; but for sotlic, tlic 
peyne dwcllcth with us, as to tcmptacion, which pcync 
highte concupiscence. Whan it is wrongfully disjjosccl or 
ordeyned in man, it niakcth him coveilc, by co\citise of 
flesh, fleshly sinne, by sightc of hisc even as lo erlhely 
thinges, and coveitisc of hynessc by pryde of herlc. 

|[i9. Now as for to speken of the firste coveitise, that is, 
concupiscence after the lawc of ourc mernbves, tliat 
weren lawefulliche y-maked and by rightful jugeiiient of 
god; I seye, for-as-muche as man is nat obcisaunl to god, 
that is his lord, therfore is the flesh to him disol)cisannt 
• thurgh concupiscence, which yet is eleped norissingc of 
sinne and oecasion of sinne. Therfore, al the w’hylc that a 
man hath in him the peyne of concupiscence, it is impos- 
sible but he be tempted somtyme, and moc\'cd in liis flesh 
to sinne. And this thing may nat faille as longc as he liveth; 
it may wcl wexe feble and faille, by vcrtii of baptesme and 
by the grace of god thurgh penitence; but fully nc shal it 
neverc qucnche, that he nc shal som tyme be moeved in 
him-sclf, but-if he were al refreyded by siknesse, or by 
malefice of sorccric or coldc drinkes. For lo, what scith seint 
Paul: 'the flesh coveiteth agayn the spirit, and the spirit 
agayn the flesh; they been so contrarie and so stryven, that 
a man may nat alwey doon as he woldc.' The same seint 
Paul, after his grete penaunce in water and in lond (in 
water by night and by day, in greet peril and in greet peyne, 
in lond, in famine, in thurst, in cold and clothlees, and ones 



stoned almost to the deeth) yet seyde he: ‘alias! I, caytif 
man, who shal delivere me fro the prisoun of my caytif 
body?’ And scint Jerome, whan he longc tyme hadde woned 
in desert, wlicr-as he hadde no companye but of wilde the 
bestes, whcrc-as he ne hadde no mete but herbes and water PeTsonea 
to his cliinke, nc no bed but the naked erthe, for which his tale 
flesh was blak as an Ethiopen for hctc and ny destroyed for 
cold, yet scyde he: that ‘the brenninge of Iccheric boiled in 
al his body/ Wherfore I woot wcl sikcrly, that they been 55-7 
dcccyved that scyu, that they nc be nat tempted in hir 
body. Witnesse on Scint Jamc the Apostcl, that scith: that 
‘every wiglit is tempted in his owen concupiscence/ that is 
to scyn, that c\cricli of us hath matcrc and occasion to be 
tcm])tcd of tlic norissingc of sinne that is in his body. And 
therfore scith Scint John the Evaungclist: ‘if that wc scyn 
that wc bctii with-oiitc sinne, wc dcccyvc us-selve, and 
troiithc is nat in us.' 

f ':o. Nnw shal yc understonde in what mancrc that sinne 
wexciii 01 cncrcscth in man. The firstc thing is thilke 
norissingc of sinne, of which I spak biforn, thilke fleshly 
concupiscence. And after that comth the subjcccion of the 
dcvcl, this is to scyn, the devcles bcly, with which he 
bloweth in man the fyr of fleshly concupiscence. And after 
that, a man bithinketh him whether he wol doon, or no, 
thilke thing to which he is tempted. And thanne, if that a 
man withstonde and weyve the firste entysinge of his flesh 
and of the feend, thanne is it no sinne; and if it so be that 
he do nat so, thanne felcth he anon a flambe of delyt. And 
thanne is it good to be war, and kepen him wcl, or dies he 
wol fallc anon in-to consentinge of sinne; and thanne wol 
he do it, if he may have tyme and place. And of this matcre 
seith Moyscs by the dcvcl in this mancrc: ‘the feend scith, 

I wolc chacc and pursue the man by wikked suggestion, and 
1 wolc hente him by moevyngc or stiringe of sinne. I wol 
departc my pryse or my praye by deliberacion, and my lust 
shal been accompliccd in delyt; I wol drawc my swerd in 
consentinge:' for certes, right as a swerd departeth a thing 
in two pcccs, right so consentinge departeth god fro man: 

‘and thanne wol I sleen him with myn hand in dedc of 
sinne'; thus seith the feend. I'or certes, thanne is a man al 
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deed in soule. And thus is sinne accompliced by tempta- 
cion, by delyt, and by consentinge; and thanne is the sin 
cleped actuel. 

|[2i. For sothe, sinne is in two manercs; oiither it is 
venial, or decdly sinne. Soothly, whan man loveth 
any creature more than Jcsu Crist oure creatour, thanne is 
it dccdly sinne. And venial synne is it, if man love Jcsu 
Crist lasse than him oghte. For sothe, the dede of this 
venial sinne is ful perilous; for it amenuseth the love that 
men sholde han to god more and more. And thcrforc, if a 
man charge him-self with manye swiche venial sinnes, 
certes, but-if so be that he som tyme descharge him of hem 
by shrifte, they mowe ful lightly amenuse in him al the love 
that he hath to Jesu Crist; and in this wise skippeth venial 
in-to deedly sinne. For certes, the more that a man chargeth 
his soule with venial sinnes, the more is he cnclyncd to 
fallen in-to decdly sinne. And therfore, lat us nat be 
necligent to deschargen us of venial sinnes. For the prov- 
erbe seith: that manye smale maken a greet. And herkne 
tliis cnsample. A greet wawc of tlie see comth som-t}^me 
with so greet a violence that it drencheth the ship. And the 
same harm doth som-tyme the smale dropcs of water, the 
entren thurgh a litel crevace in-to the thurrok, and in-to the 
botnie of the ship, if men be so necligent that they ne 
descharge hem nat by tyme. And therfore, althogh ther be 
a difference bitwixe thise two causes of drenchinge, algates 
the ship is dreynt. Right so farcth it som-tyme of dccdly 
sinne, and of anoyouse veniale sinnes, whan they multiplye 
in a man so greetly, that thilke worldly thinges that he 
loveth, thurgh whichc he sinneth venially, is as greet in his 
herte as the love of god, or more. And therfore, the love of 
every thing, that is nat biset in god ne doon principally for 
goddes sake, al-though that a man love it lasse than god, 
yet is it venial sinne; and deedly sinne, whan the love of any 
thing weyeth in the herte of man as muchel as the love of 
god, or more. ‘Deedly sinne,’ as seith seint Augustin, ‘is, 
whan a man turncth his herte fro god, which that is verray 
sovereyn bountce, that may nat chaunge, and yeveth his 
herte to thing that may chaunge and flitte'; and certes, that 
is every thing, save god of hevene. For sooth is, that if a 



man yeve his love, the which that he oweth al to god with 
al his hertc, un-to a creature, certes, as muche of his love 
as he yeveth to thilke creature, so muchc he bireveth fro 
god; and therfore doth he sinne. For he, that is dettour to 
god, ne yeldeth nat to god al his dette, that is to seyn, al the 
love of his hertc. 

{[ 22 . Now sith man understondeth generally, which is 
venial sinne, thanne is it covcnable to tellc'n specially 
of sinnes whiche that many a man per-aventure nc demeth 
hem nat sinnes, and ne shryveth him nat of the same 
thinges; and yet nathclccs they been sinnes. Soothly, as 
thise clerkes wryten, this is to seyn, that at every tyme that 
a man eteth or drinketh more than siiffyseth to the sus- 
tenaiince of his body, in certcin he dooth sinne. And eek 
whan he speketh more than nedeth, it is sinne. Eke whan 
he herkneth nat benignely the complcint of the povre. Eke 
whan he is in hele of body and wol nat faste, whan othere 
folk fast?, with-outen cause rcsonable. Eke whan he slepeth 
more than nedeth, or whan he comth by thilke cnchcsoun 
to late to chirche, or to othere werkes of charitc. Eke whan 
he useth his wyf, with-outen sovcrcyn desyr of engendrure, 
to the honour of god, or for the entente to yeldc to his wyf 
the dette of his body. Eke whan he wol nat visitc the sike 
and the prisoner, if he may. Eke if he love w)'f or child, or 
other worldly thing, more than rcsoun requyreth. Eke if he 
flatcre or blandishe more than him oghle for any neccssitee. 
Eke if he amenuse or withdrawc the almesse of the povre. 
Eke if he apparaillcth his mete more deliciously than nede 
is, or ete it to hastily by likcrousncsse. Eke if he tale 
vanitees at chirche or at goddes service, or that he V. a 
talker of ydel wordes of folye or of vileinyc; for he ilial 
yclden acountes of it at the day of dome. Eke whan he 
biheteth or assureth to do thinges that he may n^t per- 
fourne. Eke whan that he, by hghtnesse or folic, misscycth 
or scorneth his neighebore. Eke whan he hath any wikked 
suspecion of thing, thcr he no woot of it no sooth fastnesse. 
Tliise thinges and mo with-oute nombre been sinnes, as 
seith seint Augustin. 

Now shal men understonde, tliat al-be-it so that noon 
erthely man may eschue alle venial sinnes, yet may he 
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rcfrcyne him by the brcnningc love that he hath to cure 
lord jesu Crist, and by prcycrcs and confession and othere 
gode >verkes, so that it shal but litcl grcvc. For, as seith 
THE seint Augustin: 'if a man love god in swichc inanere, that al 
r^NTER- that cverc he doth is in the love of god, and for the love of 
BURY god vcrraily, for he brenneth in the love of god: lokc, how 

TALES muche that a dropc of water that fallcth in a fourncys ful 

of fyr anoycth or greveth, so muche anoyetli a venial sinne 
560 un-to a man that is parfit in the love of Jesu Crist/ Men 

may also refreync venial sinne by rcceyvinge worthily of the 
precious body of Jesu Crist; by receyving cck of holy v^ atcr; 
by aliriesdede; by general confession of Con/ifeor at masse 
and at complin; and by blessinge of bisshopcs and of 
preestes, and by othere gode werkes. 

Explicit sccunda pars Penitentie 

Sequitur de Septem Peccatis Mortalihus et eorum dependen- 
ciis circumstanciis et speciehus 

([25. Now is it bihovcly thing to telle whichc bccu the 
deedly sinnes, this is to scyn, chieftaines of sinnes; 
alle they renne in 0 lees, but in diverse mancrcs. Now been 
tliey eleped chieftaines for-as-muchc as they been chief, 
and springers of alle othere sinnes. Of the roote of thise 
seyene sinnes thanne is Pryde, the general rote of alle 
harmes; for of tliis rote springen certein braunehes, as Ire, 
Envyc, Accidie or Slcwthc, Avarice or Coveilisc (to com- 
mune understondingc), Glotonyc, and Lcchcryc. And 
everich of thise chief sinnes hath hisc braunehes and hise 
twigges, as shal be declared in hir chapitres folwingc. 

De Superbia 

{[24- And thogh so be that no man can outrcly telle the 
nombre of the twigges and of the harmes that 
cometh of Pryde, yet wol I shewe a parlic of hem, as ye 
shul understonde. 'Pher is Inobcdiciicc, Avauntingc, Ipoc- 
risie, Despyt, Arrogance, Impudence, Swellinge of hertc, 
Insolence, Elacion, Impacience, Strif, Contumacic, Pre- 



sumpcion, Irreverence, Pcrtinacic, Vcync Glorie; and many 
another twig that I can nat declare, inobedient, is he that 
disobeyeth for despyt to the coniandcmcnts of god and to 
hisc sovereyns, and to his goostly fader. Avaiintoiir, is he the 
that bostetli of the harm or of the bountce that he hath Persones 
doon. Ipocritc, is he that hydeth to shewe him swiche as he tale 
is, and sheweth him swiche as he noght is. Despitous, is he 
that hath desdeyn of his ncighcborc, that is to scyn, of his 
cvcne-cristeiic, or hath despyt to doon that him oghte to 561 
do. Arrogant, is he that thinketh that he hath thilke 
bountees in him that he hatli noght, or weneth that he 
sholde have hem by hisc desertes; or dies he demeth that 
he be that he nis nat. Impudent, is he that for his pride 
hath no shame of hise sinnes. Swcllinge of herte, is whan a 
man rejoyseth him of harm that he hath doon. Insolent, is 
he that despyseth in his jugement allc othcre folk as to 
regard of his value, and of his conning, and of his speking, 
and of his hcring. Elacion, is whan he ne may neither suffre 
to have maister ne fclawe. Impacient, is he that wol nat 
been y-taiight ne under-nome of his ^7cc, and by stiyf 
werreyeth trouthe witingly, and deffendeth his folye. Con- 
tumax, is he that thurgh his indignacion is agayns everich 
auctoritcc or power of hem that been hisc sovereyns. Pre- 
sumpeion, is whan a man undertaketh an empryse that him 
oghte nat do, or ellcs that he may nat do; and that is called 
Surquidric. Irreverence, is whan men do nat honour thercas 
hem oghte to doon, and waiten to be reverenced. Pcrti- 
nacic, is whan man deffendeth his folye, and trusteth to 
muchel in his owene wit. Veync glorie, is for to have pompe 
and delyt in his temporel hynessc, and glorifie him in this 
worldly cstaat. Janglinge, is whan men speken to muche 
biforn folk, and clappen as a millc, and taken no kepe what 
they seye. 

|f25. And yet is thcr a privee spcee of Pryde, that waiteth 
first to be salcwed er he wole salewc, al be he lasse 
worth than that other is, per-aventure; and cck he waiteth 
or desyreth to sittc, or elles to goon above him in the wey, 
or kisse pax, or been cncensed, or goon to offring biforn his 
neighebore, and swiche semblable thinges; agayns his 
duetee, per-aventure, but that he hath his herte and his 
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entente in swich a proud desyr to be magnifyed and hon- 
oured biforn the peple. 

|[26. Now been ther two maneres of Pryde; that oon of 
hem is with-inne the herte of man, and that other 
is withoute. Of whiche soothly thisc forseyde thinges, and 
mo than I have seyd, apertenen to pryde that is in the herte 
of man; and that othere speces of pryde been with-oute. 
But natheles that oon of thise speces of pryde is signe of 
that other, right as the gaye leefscl attc taverne is signe of 
the wyn that is in the celer. And this is in manye thinges; 
as in speche and contenaunce, and in outrageous array of 
clothing; for certes, if ther ne hadde be no sinne in cloth- 
ing, Crist woldc nat have noted and spoken of the clothing 
of thilke riche man in the gospel. And, as seith Scint 
Gregorie, that precious clothing is coiipable for the derthe 
of it, and for his softenesse, and for his strangencsse and 
degysinesse, and for the superfluitee, or for the inordinat 
scantnesse of it Allas! may men nat seen, as in ourc dayes, 
the sinful costlcwe array of clothinge, and namely in to 
muchc superfluitee, or elles in to desordinat scantnesse? 

i[2j. As to the firste sinne, that is in superfluitee of 
clothinge, which that maketh it so derc, to harm of 
the peple; nat only the cost of embroudingc, the degyse 
endentingc or barringe, oundingc, palinge, winclingc, or 
bendinge, and semblable wast of clooth in vanitcc; but ther 
is also costlcwe furringe in hir gounes, so muche pounson- 
ingc of chisels to maken holes, so muche dagginge of shercs; 
forth-with the superfluitee in lengthe of the forseide gounes, 
trailinge in the dong and in the myre, on horse and eek on 
fote, as wel of man as of womman, that al thilke trailing in 
verraily as in effect wasted, consumed, thredbare, and roten 
with donge, rather than it is yeven to the povre; to greet 
damage of the forseyde povre folk. And that in sondry 
wyse: this is to seyn, that the more that clooth is wasted, 
the more it costeth to the peple for the scantnesse; and 
forther-over, if so be that they wolde yeven swich poun- 
soned and dagged clothing to the povre folk, it is nat con- 
venient to were for hir estaat, ne suffisant to betc hir neces- 
sitee, to kepe hem fro the distemperance of the firmament. 
Upon that other syde, to speken of the horrible disordinat 



scantnesse of clothing, as been thise cutted sloppcs or 
hainselins, that thurgh hir shortnesse nc coverc nat the 
shameful mcnibrcs of man, to wikked entente. Allas! 
snmnic of hem shewen the boce of hir shap, and the hor- 
rible swollen membres, that semctli lyk the inaladic of 
hirnia, in the wrappinge of hir hoses; and eck the buttokes 
of hem faren as it were the hindre part of a she-ape in tlic 
fiillc of the monc. And moreover, the wrccchcd swollen 
membres that they shewe thurgh the reed, semeth that 
half hir shameful privee membres weren fla5'n. And if so be 
that they departen hire hoses in othere colours, as is whyt 
and blak, or whyt and blew, or blak and reed, and so forth; 
thanne someth it, as by variance of colour, that half the 
partic of hir privee membres were corrupt by the fyr of 
scint Antony, or by cancrc, or by other swicli mcschaunce. 
Of tlie hindre part of hir buttokes, it is ful horrible for to 
sec. For certes, in that partie of hir body thcr-as they 
purgcii liii i^iiiikiiige ordure, that foule partie shewe they 
to the pcplc proudly in despy t of honcstetee, the which 
honcstctec that Jesu Crist and hisc freendes observede to 
shewen in hir lyve. Now as of the outrageous array of 
woinmeii, god woot, that though the visages of somme of 
hem seme ful chaast and dcboiiairc, yet notific they in hir 
array of atyr likcrousncsse and pryde. I scy nat that hon- 
cstctcc in clothinge of man or womman is uncovcnable, 
but cerres the superfluitee or disordinat scantitee of cloth- 
ingc is rcprevable. Also the sinne of aorncment or of ap- 
paraillc is in thinges that apcrlcncn to i^^dinge, as in to 
manyc dclicat horses that been holdcn for dclyt, that been 
so fairc, fatte, and costlcwc; and also to many a vicious 
knave that is sustened by cause of hem; in to curious bar- 
neys, as in sadelcs, in croupcrcs, pcytrels, and brydles 
covered with precious clothing and riche, barres and plates 
of gold and of silver. For which god scith by Zakaric the 
prophctc, 'I wol confounde tlie ryderes of swichc horses.* 
This folk taken litel reward of the rydingc of goddes sone 
of hevene, and of his barneys whan he rood up-on the asse, 
and ne haddc noon other barneys but the povre clothes of 
hise disciples; ne we ne rede nat that evere he rood on other 
bcest. I speke this for the sinne of superfluitee, and nat for 
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reasonable honestetee, whan reson it requyreth. And for- 
ther, ccrtes piyde is grcctly notified in holdinge of greet 
mcincc, whan they be of litel profit or of right no profit. 
And namely, whan that meinee is felonoiis and dainagcous 
to the peple, by hardinesse of heigh lordsliipe or by wey of 
offices. For ccrtes, swichc lordcs scllen thanne hir lordsliipe 
to the devcl of hclle, whanne they sustenen the wikked- 
ncsse of hii meinee. Or dies whan this folk of lowc degree, 
as thilke that holdcn hostclrics, sustenen the thefte of hir 
hostilcrs, and that is in many mancre of dcccitcs. Ihilke 
mancrc of folk been the flyes that folwen the hony, or dies 
the hoiindcs that folwen the carcync. Swichc forscyde folk 
stranglcn spiritually hir lordshipes; for which thus scith 
David the j^rophete, "wikked deeth mote come up-on thilke 
lordshipes, and god yeve that they mote dcsccndcn in-to 
hdlc al doun; for in hir houses been iniquitccs and shrcv.cd- 
nesses/ and nat god of hevene. And ccrtes, biit-if tliey doon 
amendement, right as god yaf his benison to Laban by the 
service of Jacob, and to Pharao by the service of Joscjih, 
right so god wol yeve his malison to swichc lordshipes as 
sustenen the wikkednesse of hir servannts, l)ut-if they come 
to amendement. Pryde of the table appereth cck ful ofte; 
for certes, riche men been eleped to festes, and povre folk 
been put awey and rebuked. Also in cxcessc of diverse metes 
and drinkes; and namely, swiche manerc bake -metes and 
dish-metes, brenninge of wildc fyr, and peynted and cas- 
tclled with papir, and scmblablc wast; so that it is abusion 
for to thinkc. And eek in to greet preciousnesse of vessel 
and curiositcc of minstralcie, by whiche a man is stired the 
more to dclyccs of luxuric, if so be that he sette his hertc 
the lassc up-on cure lord Jcsii Crist, ccrtcin it is a sinne; 
and ccrlcinly the delyccs mighte been so gretc in this caas, 
that man mighte lightly fallc by hem in-to dccdly sinne. 
Tlie cspcccs that sourden of Pryde, soothly whan they 
sourden of malice ymagined, a\7sed, and forncast, or dies 
of usage, been deedly synnes, it is no doutc. And whan they 
sourden by frcletce unavysed sodeinly, and sodcinly with- 
drawen ayein, al been they grevouse sinnes, I gesse that 
they nc been nat deedly. Now mighte men axe wher-of that 
Pryde sourdeth and springeth, and I scye: somtyme it 



springctli of the goodes of nature, and som-tyme of the 
goodcs of fortune, and som-tyme of the goodes of grace. 
Certes, the goodcs of nature stonden outhcr in goodcs of 
body or in goodcs of sonic. Certes, goodcs of body been 
licic of body, as strengthe, dclivcrncssc, bcautec, gcutryc, 
franchise. Goodcs of nature of the soiilc been good \vit» 
sharp understondynge, subtil engin, vertu naturcl, good 
mcmoric. Goodcs of fortune been richesses, highc degrees 
of lordshipcs, preisinges of the pcplc. Goodcs of grace been 
science, power to suffre spiritucl tiavaillc, bcnignitec, \’er- 
tiious contcmplacion, witlistondingc of temptacion, and 
scmblablc tliingcs. Of whiche forseyde goodes, ce rtes it is 
a fill greet folyc a man to pryden him in any of hem allc. 
No\a’ as for to speken of goodes of nature, god wont that 
som-tyme we han hem in nature as inuclie to oure damage 
as to oure profit. As, for to speken of lielc of body; certes it 
l^asscth fill lightly, and eck it is ful ofte enehesou of the 
sikncss(‘ (.1* soule; for god woot, the flesh is a ful greet 
enemy to the soule: and therfore, the more that the body 
is hool, the more be we in peril to falle. Kkc for to pryde 
him in his strengthe of body, it is an heigh folyc; for certes, 
the flesh eo\eiteth agayn the spirit, and ay tlic more strong 
that the flesh is, the sorier m.iy the soule be: and, o\cr al 
this, strengthe of ])ody and worldly hardincssc canseth ful 
ofte many a man to peril and meschauncc. Eck for to 
pryde him of his gcntryc is ful greet folyc; for ofte t}'me 
tlie gcntryc of the body biiiiniclli the gentrye of the soule; 
and eck we ben alle of o fidcr and of o moder; and allc we 
been of o nature roten and corrupt, both riche and povre. 
I'or sotlic, oo mancrc gcntryc is for to preise, that ap- 
paraillcth inanncs corage with vcrtucs and moralitccs, and 
niakcth him Cristes child. Eor trustc wcl, that over what 
man sinne hath maistric, he is a verray cherl to sinne. 

^28. Now been ther gericralc signes of gentilesse; as 
esclicwingc of vyce and ribaudye and servage of 
sinne, in word, in werk, and contciiance; and iisingc vertu, 
ciirteisye, and clcnncssc, and to be liberal, that is to scyn, 
large by mcsiirc; for thilke that passeth mesure is folyc and 
sinne. Another is, to remembre him of bountee that he of 
other folk hath reeeyvcd. Another is, to be benigne to hise 
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goode subgetis; wherfore, as seith Scnek, 'ther is no-thing 
more covenable to a man of heigh estaat than dcbonairetee 
and pitee. And therfore thise flyes that men clcpeth bees, 
whan they maken hir king, they chcscn oon that hath no 
prikke wherewith he may stinge/ Another is, a man to have 
a noble herte and a diligent, to attayne to heighte vertiiouse 
thingcs. Now certes, a man to pryde him in the goodes of 
grace is eek an outrageous folye; for thilke yiftes of grace 
that sholde have turned him to goodnesse and to medicine, 
turneth him to venim and to confusion, as seith scint 
Gregorie. Certes also, whoso prydeth him in the goodes of 
fortune, he is a ful greet fool; for som-tyme is a man a greet 
lord by the morwe, that is a caitif and a wrccche er it be 
night: and somtyme the richesse of a man is cause of his 
deeth; somtyme the delyces of a man is cause of the grevous 
maladye thurgh which he dyeth. Certes, the commenda- 
cion of the peple is somtyme ful fals and ful brotcl for to 
triste; this day they preyse, tomorwe they blame. God woot, 
desyr to have commendacion of the peple hath caused 
deeth to many a bisy man. 

Remedium contra fcccatum Su'perhie 

^[29. Now sith that so is, that ye han iindcrstondc v^'hat 
is pryde, and whiche been the speces of it, and 
whennes pride sourdeth and springetli; now shul ye undcr- 
stonde which is the remedie agayns the sinne of pryde, and 
that is, humilitec or mekenesse. That is a vertu, thurgh 
which a man hath verray knowclcchc of him-self, and hold- 
eth of him-self no prys ne deyntee as in regard of hise dc- 
sertes, consideringe cverc his freletce. Now been ther tliree 
manercs of humilitec; as hiimilitce in herte, and another 
humilitce in his mouth; the thridde in hise werkes. "ITie 
humilitec in herte is in foure maneres: that oon is, whan a 
man holdeth him-self as noght worth biforn god of hevenc. 
Another is, whan he ne despyseth noon other man. The 
thridde is, whan he rckketh nat thoght men holde him 
noght worth. The ferthe is, whan he nis nat sory of his 
humiliacion. Also, the humilitec of mouth is in foure 
thinges: in attempree speche, and in humblesse of speche. 



and whan he biknowcth with his owene mouth that he is 
swich as him thinkcth that he is in his hcrtc. Another is, 
whan he preiseth the bountee of another man, and. nothing 
thcr-of amenuseth. Humilitee eek in werkes is in foure 
maneres: the firste is, whan he putteth othere men bifom 
him. The secondc is, to chese the loweste place over-al. The 
thridde is, gladly to assente to good conscil. The.ferthe is, 
to stonde gladly to the award of hise sovercyns, or of him 
that is in hyer degree; certein, this is a greet werk of 
humilitee. 
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Sequitur de Inuidia 

1(30. After Pryde wol I speken of the foule sinne of 
Envyc, which is, as by the word of the philosoplirc, 
sorwe of other mannes prosperitec; and after the word of 
scint Augustin, it is sorwe of other mannes wele, and joye 
of othrrf ‘’^nTies harm. This foule sinne is platly agayns 
the holy goost. Al-be-it so that every sinne is agayns the holy 
goost, yet nathelees, for as muchc as bountee aperteneth 
proprcly to the holy goost, and Envyc comth proprely of 
malice, thcrforc it is proprely agayn the bountee of the holy 
goost. Now hath malice tw'o spcces, that is to scyn, hard- 
nessc of herte in wikkednessc, or dies tlic flesh of man is so 
blind, that he considcreth nat that he is in sinne, or rekketh 
nat that he is in sinne; which is the hardnesse of the devel. 
That other spece of malice is, whan a man werreyeth 
trouthe, whan he woot that it is trouthe. And eck, whan he 
werreyctli the grace that god hath yeve to his neighebore; 
and al this is by Envye. Certes, thanne is Envye the worste 
sinne that is. For soothly, alle othere sinnes been soin-tyine 
only agayns o special vertu; but certes, Envyc is agayns alle 
vcrtucs and agayns alle goodnesses; for it is sory of alle the 
bountecs of his neighebore; and in this mancrc it is divers 
from alle othere sinnes. For wcl unnethe is ther any sinne 
that it ne hath som delyt in itself, save only Envyc, that 
evere hath in itself anguish and sorwe. llie speces of Envye 
been thise: ther is first, sorwe- of other mannes goodnesse 
and of his prosperitec; and prosperitee is kindely matcre of 
joye; thanne is Envye a sinnp agayns kinde. The scconde 



spece of Envyc is joye of other mannes harm; and that is 
proprely lyk to the devel, that everc rcjoyseth him of 
mannes harm. Of thise two speces comth bakbyting; and 
THE this sinne of bakbyting or dctraccion hath ccrteinc spcccs, 
CANTER- as thus. Soiii man preiseth his neighebore by a wikkc cn- 
BURY tentc; for he maketh alwey a wikked knottc attc lastc cndc. 

TALES Alwey lie maketh a 'but' atte lastc cndc, that is digne of 

more blame, than worth is al the preisinge. The sccondc 
568 spece is, that if a man be good and dooth or scith a thing 
to good entente, the bakbyter wol tunic all thilke goodnesse 
up-so-doun to his shrewed entente. The tliridde is, to 
amcnusc the bountcc of his neighebore. The foiirlhc s[)cce 
of bakbyting is this; that if men speke goodnesse of a man, 
thanne wol the bakbyter seyn, 'parfey, swieh a man is yet 
bet than he'; in dispreisingc of him that men preise. 'I hc 
fifte spece is this; for to coiiscnte gladly and herknc gladly 
to the harm that men speke of other folk. This sinne is ful 
greet, and ay encreseth after the wikked entente of the 
bakbyter. After bakbyting cometh grucching or murniura- 
cion; and somtyme it springeth of iinpacicnce agayns god, 
and somtyme agayns man. Agayns god it is, whan a man 
gruccheth agayn the pcyncs of hellc, or agayns poi crtc, or 
los of catel, or agayn rcyn or tempest; or dies gruccheth 
that shrewes han prosperitee, or dies for that goodc men 
hail adversitee. And alle thise thinges sholdc men siiffrc 
paciently, for they comcn by the rightful jugement and 
ordinance of god. Somtyme comth grucching of awaricc; as 
Judas grucched agayns the Magdalcyne, whan she cnoi nte 
the heved of oure lord jesu Crist with hir precious oync- 
ment. This maner murmure is swieh as whan man gruccheth 
of goodnesse that himself dooth, or that other folk doon 
of hir owene catel. Somtyme comth murmure of Pryde; as 
whan Simon the Pharisee grucched agayn the Magdalcyne, 
whan she approched to Jesu Crist, and weep at his feet for 
hir sinnes. And somtyme grucching sourdeth of Envyc; 
whan men discovereth a mannes harm that was priv ee, or 
bereth him on bond thing that is fals. Murmure cck is ofte 
amonges servaunts, that grucchen whan hir soicrcyns 
bidden hem doon leveful things; and, for-as-muche as they 
dar nat openly withseyc the comaundements of hir sover- 



eyns, yet wol they seyn harm, and grueehe, and munnure 
prively for verray despyt; whiehe wordes men elepen the 
develes Pater-noster, though so be that the devel ne hadde 
nevere Pater-noster, but that lewed folk yeven it swieh a 
name. Som tyme grueching comth of ire or prive hate, that 
norisseth rancour in herte, as afterward I shal declare. 
Thannc comctli cck bittcrncsse of herte; tluirgh which 
bittcrncsse every good dede of his neigh cbor scincth to him 
bitter and unsavory. Thannc cometh discord, that un- 
bindeth allc manerc of frendshipc. Thannc comth scom- 
ingc, as whan a man seketh occasioun to anoyen his neighe- 
bor, al do he ne\cr so week Thanne comth acciisinge, as 
whan man seketh occasion to anoyen his neighebor, which 
that is lyk to the craft of the devck that waiteth bothe night 
and day to accusen us alle. Thanne comth malignitee, 
thurgh which a rrian anoycth his neighebor prively if he 
may; and if he noght may, algate his wikked wil nc shal nat 
wantc, r.:, ro. brennen his hous prively, or empoysone or 
slcen hisc bestes, and semblablc thinges. 

Remcdium covtra feccaium Imiidie 

ihr. Now wol I speke of the rcmcdic agayns this foule 
sinne of Envyc. I'nst, is the love of god principal, 
and loving of his neighebor as him-sclf; for soothly, that oon 
ne may nat been withoute that other. And truste wel, that 
in the name of thy neighcborc thou shalt understonde the 
name of thy brother; for certes allc wc have o fader fleshly, 
and o modcr, that is to seyn, Adam and Eve; and cck o 
fader cspiritucl, and that is god of hevene. Thy ncighebore 
artow holdcn for to love, and wilne him allc goodnesse; and 
thcrforc scith god, 'love thy neighcborc as thysclvc,' that is 
to seyn, to salvacion bothe of lyf and of soulc. And more- 
over, thou shalt love him in word, and in benigne amonest- 
inge, and chastysinge; and conforten him in hisc anoyes, 
and preye for him with al thyn herte. And in dede thou 
shalt love him in swich wyse, that thou shalt doon to him 
in charitcc as thou woldcst that it were doon to thyn owene 
personc. And therfore, thou nc shalt doon him no damage 
in wikked word, ne harm in his body, ne in his catel, ne in 
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his soulc, by tntysing of wikked ensample. Thou shalt nat 
desyren his wyf, ne none of hise thinges. Understond eek, 
that in the name of neighebor is comprehended his enemy. 
Certes man shal loven his enemy by the comandement of 
god; and soothly thy frend shaltow love in God. I seye, thyn 
enemy shaltow love for goddes sek, by his comandement. 
For if it were reson that a man sholde haten his enemy, for 
sothe god nolde nat receiven us to his love that been hise 
enemys. Agayns tliree manere of wronges that his enemy 
dooth to hym, he shal doon three thinges, as thus. Agayns 
hate and rancour of hertc, he shal love him in herte. Agayns 
chyding and wikkede wordes, he shal preye for his enemy. 
And agayn the wikked dede of his enemy, he shal doon him 
bountcc. For Crist scith, 'loveth yoiire enemys, and preyeth 
for hem that speke yow harm; and eek for hem that yow 
chacen and pursewen, and doth bountee to hem that yow 
haten.* Lo, thus comaundeth ns oure lord Jesu Crist, to do 
to oure enemys. For soothly, nature dryveth us to loven 
oure freendcs, and parfey, oure enemys han more nede to 
love than our freendcs; and they that more nede have, 
certes, to hem shal men doon goodnesse; and certes, in 
thilke dede have we remembrance of the love of Jesu Crist, 
that deyde for hise enemys. And in-as-muchc as thilke love 
is the more grevous to perfourne, in-so-muche is the more 
gretter the meritc; and therforc tlie lovinge of oure enemy 
hath confounded the venim of tlie devel. For right as the 
d^vel is disconfited by humilitce, right so is he wounded to 
the decth by love of oure enemy. Certes, thanne is love the 
medicine that casteth out the venim of Envyc fro mannes 
herte. The speces of this pas shullen be more largely in hir 
chapitres folwinge declared. 


Sequitur de Ira 


|[32. After Envye wol I discryven the sinne of Ire. For 
soothly, who-so hath envye upon his neighebor, anon 
he wole comunly finde him a matere of wratthe, in word or 
in dede, agayns him to whom he hath envye. And as wel 
comth Ire of Pryde, as of Envye; for soothly, he that is 
proude or envious is lightly wrooth. 



|[33- Tliis sinne of Ire, after the discryving of seint Au- 
gustin, is wikked wil to been avenged by word or by 
dcde. Ire, after the philosophre, is the fervent blood of man 
y quikcd in his lierte, thurgh which he wolc harm to him thh 
that he hatcth. For certcs the hertc of man, by cschaufinge Persona 
and moevingc of his blood, wexeth so trouble, that he is tale 
out of allc jugement of rcsoun. But yc shal understondc, 
that Ire is in t^^'o maneres; tliat oon of hem is good, and 
that other is wikked. Tlic gode Ire is by jalousye of good- 571 
ncsse, thurgh which a man is wrooth with wikkednesse and 
agayns wikkednesse; and therfore seith a wys man, that 'Ire 
is bet than plcy.' ITiis Ire is with debonairctee, and it is 
v rnoth withoiitcn bitterncssc; nat wrooth agayns the man, 
l)ut wrooth with the misdede of the man; as seith the 
I'rophctc David, Iiascimini ct nolite peccare. Now under- 
stonclctli, that wikked Ire is in two maneres, that is to seyn, 
sodeyn Ire or hastif Ire, withouten avisement and consent- 
inge of The nicning and the sens of this is, that the 

rcsoun of man nc consente nat to thilke sodeyn Ire; and 
thaniic it is venial. Another Ire is ful wikked, that comth of 
fclonyc of hcrlc avysed and cast biforn; with wikked wil to 
do vengeance, and tlierto his rcsoun consenteth; and 
soothly this is decdly sinne. This Ire is so displesant to god, 
tliat it troublcth his hous and chaceth the holy goost out 
of inaiincs soule, and wasteth and destroyeth the lyknessc 
of god, that is to seyn, the vertu that is in mannes soule; 
and put in him the lykenessc of the dcvel, and biiiinieth 
the man fro god that is his rightful lord. Tliis Ire is a ful 
greet plcsaunce to the dcvel; for it is the develes fourncys, 
tliat is eschaufed with the fyr of helle. For certcs, right so 
as fyr is more mighty to destroycn erthely thinges than any 
Ollier element, right so Ire is mighty to destroycn alle 
spiritucl thinges. Loke how that fyr of smale gledcs, that 
been almost dcde under asshen, woollen ejuike agayn whan 
they been touched with brimstoon; right so Ire wol everemo 
qiiikcn agayn, whan it is touched by the pryde that is 
covered in mannes hertc. For certcs fyr ne may nat comen 
out of no-thing, but-if it were first in the same thing na- 
tiirclly; as fyr is drawen out of flintes with steel. And right 
so as pryde is ofte tyme matcre of Ire, right so is rancour 



noricc and kcpcr of Ire. Tlicr is a maner tree, as scith scint 
Isiclre, that whan men inakcn fyr of thilke tree, and covcrc 
tlic coles of it with asshen, soothly the fyr of it wol lastcn 
THE al a yeer or more. And right so fareth it of rancour; whan 

CANTTR- it is ones conccyvcd in the hertes of sorn men, certcin, it 

luiRY wol lastcn peraventnre from oon Kstre-day unto another 

TALES Estre-day, and more. But certes, thilke man is ful fer fro 

the mercy of god al thilke while. 

572 l[34- In this forscyde dcvclcs fourncys thcr forgen three 

shrewes: Pryde, that ay blowelh and cncrcscth the 
fyr by chydingc and wikked wordcs. Thanne staiit Knvye, 
and holdcth the hotc iren upon the herte of man with a 
pcirc of longc tonges of long laiicoiir. And thanne stant the 
sinne of cotitumclic or stryf and chccsfc, and batcreth and 
fergeth by vilcyns reprevinges. Certes, this eiirscd sinne 
anoycth botlie to the man hiin-self and cck to liis neiglic- 
boi. I'or soothly, almost al the harm that any man dooth 
to his iicigheborc cointh of wratthe. For certes, outrageous 
wratthe doth al that cvcrc the de\d him eoinaundcth; for 
he nc sparcth neither Crist, ne his swetc moodcr. And in 
his outrageous anger and Ire, alias! alias! ful many oon at 
that tyine felcth in his herte ful wikkcdly, bothe of Crist 
and of alle hisc halwcs. Is nat this a cursed vice? Yis, certes. 
Allas! it biniiTicth from man his wit and his rcsoun, and al 
his debonaire lyf espiritucl that sholdc kepen his soule. 
Certes, it binimeth cck goddes due lordshipe, and that is 
mannes soule, and the love of hisc neigh chores. It stryveth 
cek alday agayn trouthe. It rcvetli him the quictc of his 
herte, and subverteth his soule. 

Of Ire comcn thisc slinkingc cngcndrurcs: first hate, 
that is old wratthe; discord, thurgh which a man 
forsaketh his oldc freend that he hath loved ful longc. And 
thanne cometh werre, and every mancre of wrong that man 
dooth to his neighcborc, in body or in catel. Of this cursed 
sinne of Ire cometh cck manslaughtrc. And understonde 
wcl, that homicyde, that is manslaughtrc, is in dyverse 
wj'se. Som mancre of homicyde is spiritucl, and som is 
bodily. Spiritucl manslaughtrc is in six thinges. First, by 
hate; as scint John scith, ‘he that hateth his brother is 
homicyde.' Homicyde is cek by bakbytinge; of whichc bak- 



bytcrcs scith Salomon, that ‘they han two swerdes with 
whichc they slcen hir neighebores/ For soothly, as wikke 
is to biniine his good name as his lyf. Homicyde is eek, in 
yevinge of wikked conscil by fraude; as for to yeven eonseil 
to arcysen wrongful ciistumes and taillagcs. Of whiche scith 
Salomon, ‘Leon roryngc and here hongry been lyke to the 
cruel lordshipes,’ in withholdinge or abregginge of the 
shepe (or the hyre), or of the wages of servaunts, or dies 
in usurc or in withdrawinge of the almessc of povre folk. 
For wliich the wysc man seith, ‘fedeth him tliat almost 
dycth for hongcr'; for soothly, but-if thou fede him, thou 
slcest him; and alle thisc been dccdly sinnes. Bodily man- 
slaughtre is, whan thow sleest him with thy tonge in other 
niancrc; as whan thou comandcst to slcen a man, or dies 
ye\'cst him conscil to slcen a man. Manslaughtrc in dede 
is in foure manercs. I’hat oon is by Inwc; right as a justice 
(lampneth him that is coiipable to the dccth. But lat the 
justice be ^v^,. he do it rightfully, and that he do it nat 
for dclyt to spillc blood, but for kepinge of rightwisenesse. 
Another homicyde is, that is doon for neccssitcc, as whan 
o man slceth another in his defendaunt, and that he ne 
may noon otherwise escape from his owcnc dccth. But cer- 
tcinly, if he may escape withouten manslaughtrc of his ad- 
\crsarie, and sleeth him, he doth sinne, and he shal here 
penance as for dccdly sinne. Eek if a man, by caas or aven- 
liirc, shctc an arwe or caste a stoon with which he sleeth 
a man, he is homicyde. Eek if a womman by nccligencc 
ovcrlycth hir child in hir sleping, it is homicyde and deedly 
sinne. Eek whan man destourbeth conccpcion of a child, 
and maketh a womman outher bareync by drinkinge ven- 
emouse herbes, thurgh which she may nat conceyve, or 
sleeth a child by drinkes wilfully, or dies putteth ccrtcin 
material thinges in hir secree places to slee the child; or 
dies doth unkindely sinne, by which man or womman 
shedeth hir nature in mancre or in place ther-as a child 
may nat be conceived; or dies, if a womman have con- 
ceyved and hurt hir-self, and sleeth the child, yet it is 
homicyde. What seye we eek of wonimen that mordren hir 
children for drede of worldly shame? Certes, an horrible 
homicyde. Homicyde is eek if a man approcheth to a wom- 
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man by desir of Iccherye, thurgh which the child is per- 
issed, or elles smyteth a womman witingly, thurgh which 
she leseth hir child. Alle thisc been homicydes and horrible 
THE deedly sinnes. Yet conicn ther of Ire manye mo sinnes, as 
CANTER- wel in word as in thoght and in dedc; as he that arretteth 
BURY upon god, or blameth god, of thing of which he is him-self 
TALES or despyseth god and alle hise halwcs, as doon thise 

cursede hasardoufs in diverse contrecs. This cursed sinne 
5*74 doon they, whan they fclcn in hir hertes ful wikkcdly of 
god and of hise halwes. Also, whan they treten unrcverently 
the sacrement of the autcr, thilke sinne is so greet, that un- 
nethc may it been rclesed, but that the mercy of god pass- 
eth alle hise werkes; it is so greet and he so benigne. 
Thanne comth of Ire attry angre; whan a man is sharply 
amoiicstcd in his shrifte to forletcn his sinne, than wolc he 
be angry and answeren hokcrly and angrily, and deffenden 
or excusen his sinne by unstedefastnesse of his flesh; or 
elles he dide it for to holde companyc with hise fclawcs, 
or elles, he seith, the fend entyced him; or dies he dide 
it for his you the, or elles his complexioun is so coragcoiis, 
that he may nat forbere; or elles it is his dcstinee, as he 
seith, unto a certein age; or dies, he seith, it cometh him 
of gentillessc of hise aunccstres; and seinblablc thinges, 
Alle this mancre of folk so wrappen hem in hir sinnes, that 
they ne wol nat ddivere hem-self. For soothly, no wight 
that excuseth him wilfully of his sinne may nat been de- 
livered of his sinne, til that he mckdy biknoweth his sinne. 
After this, thanne cometh swering, that is expres agayn the 
comandement of god; and this bifallcth ofte of anger and 
of Ire. God seith: ‘thou shalt nat take the name of thy lord 
god in veyn or in ydel.' Also oure lord Jesu Crist seith by 
the word of seint Mathew; *NoUte iiirare omnino: nc wol 
ye nat swere in alle manere; neither by hcvcnc, for it is 
goddes tronc; ne by erthe, for it is the bench of his feet; ne 
by Jerusalem, for it is the citee of a greet king; ne by thyn 
heed, for thou mayst nat make an heer whyt ne blak. But 
scyeth by youre word, “ye, ye,” and “nay, nay”; and what 
that is more, it is of yvel,' seith Crist. For Cristes sake, ne 
swereth nat so sinfully, in dismembringe of Crist by soule, 
herte, bones, and body. For certes, it semeth that ye thinke 



that the curscdc Jewes ne dismcmbred nat y-nougli the 
prcciouse persone of Crist, but ye dismembre him more. 

And if so be that the lawc compcllc yow to swere, thanne 
rule yow after the lawe of god in youre swering, as scith the 
Jeremye quarto capituJo, 7 urabis in veritate, in fudicio et Personeg 
in iusticia: thou shalt kepe three condicions; thou shalt 
swere in trouthe, in doom, and in rightwisnessc/ This is to 
seyn, thou shalt swere sooth; for every lesinge is agayns 
Crist. For Crist is verray trouthe. And think wcl this, that 5*75 
every greet swerere, nat eompelled lawcfully to swere, the 
woundc shal nat departe from his hous whyl he useth swieh 
unlevcfiil swering. Tliou shalt sweren eek in doom, whan 
thou art constreyned by thy domesman to witnessen the 
trouthe. Eek thou shalt nat swere for envye ne for favour, 
ne for mede, but for rightwisnesse; for deelaracioun of it 
to the worship of god and helping of thync evcnc-cristenc. 

And therforc, every man that taketh goddes name in ydel, 
or falsly with his mouth, or elles taketh on him the 

name of Crist, to be ealled a Cristene man, and liveth 
agayns Cristes livingc and his techinge, alle they taken 
goddes name in ydel. Loke eek what seint Peter seith, Ac- 
tuum quarto capitulo, ‘Non est aliud nomen sub celo/ &e. 

Ther nis noon other name,' seith seint Peter, 'under 
hevcnc, yeven to men, in which they mowe be saved;' that 
IS to seyn, but the name of Jesu Crist. Take kepe eek how 
that the precious name of Crist, as seith seint Paul ad 
PhiJipcnscs secundo, 7 n nomine /esu, &c.: that in the name 
of Jesu every knee of hevcncly creatures, or erthely, or of 
helle sholden bowc'; for it is so heigh and so worshipful, 
that the cursede feend in helle sholdc tremblcn to heren it 
y-nempned. Thanne semeth it, that men that sweren so 
horribly by his blessed name, that they despyse him more 
boldcly than didc the cursede Jewes, or elles the devel, that 
trembleth whan he hereth his name. 

|[36. Now certes, sith that swering, but-if it be lawefully 
doon, is so heighly deffended, muche worse is for- 
swering falsly, and yet nedelees. 

{[37 • What seyc we eek of hem that delyten hem in 
swering, and holden it a gentrie or a manly dede 
to swere grete othes? And what of hem that, of verray 
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usage, ne cesse nat to swere grete othes, al be the cause nat 
worth a straw? Certes, this is horrible sinne. Sweringc sod- 
eynly with-oute avysement is eek a sinne. But lat us go now 
to thilke liorrible swering of adjuracioun and conjuracioun, 
as doon thise false enehauntours or nigromanciens in bacins 
ful of water, or in a bright swerd, in a ccrclc, or in a fyr, 
or in a shuldcr-boon of a sheep. I can nat scyc but that 
they doon cursedly and damnably, agayns Crist and al the 
feith of holy chirche. 

1(38. What seye we of hem that bileven in divynailcs, as 
by flight or by noyse of briddes, or of bestes, or by 
sort, by gconiancic, by dremes, by chirkingc of dorcs, or 
crakkingc of houses, by gnawyngc of rattes, and swich man- 
ere wrccchcdnesse? Certes, all this thing is deffended l^y 
god and by al holy chirche. For which they been acursed, 
til they come to amendement, that on swich filthc setten 
hir bilcvc. Charmes for woundcs or maladyc of men, or of 
bestes, if they taken any effect, it may be peraventure that 
god suffreth it, for folk sholdcn yeve the more feith and 
reverence to his name. 

1(39. Now wol I speken of lesinges, which generally is fals 
significacioun of word, in entente to deceyven his 
cvene-cristcnc. Som lesinge is of w'hich thcr comth noon 
avantage to no wight: and som lesinge turncth to the esc 
or profit of 0 man, and to disese and damage of another 
man. Another lesinge is for to saven his lyf or his catcl. 

^ Another lesinge comth of delyt for to lye, in \^'hich dclyt 
they wol forge a long talc, and peynten it with allc circuin- 
staunccs, where al the ground of the talc is fals. Som les- 
inge comth, for he wole sustene his word; and som lesinge 
comth of rccchelesnesse, with-outen avysement; and sem- 
blable thinges. 

|[4o Lat us now touche the vyce of flatcringe, which nc 
comth nat gladly but for drede or for coveitise. Flat- 
eryc is generally wrongful prcisingc. Flaterercs been the 
dcvclcs norices, that norissen hise children with milk of 
loscngcrie. For sothc, Salomon seith, that ‘flatcric is wors 
than detraccioun.' For somtyme dctraccion maketh an 
haiitein man be the more humble, for he dredeth detrac- 
cion; but certes flateryc, that maketh a man to cnhaunccn 



his hcrtc and his contenaunce. Flaterercs been the devcles 
enchauntours; for they make a man to wene of himself be 
lyk that he nis nat lyk. They been lyk to Judas that bi- 
traysed [god; and thisc flatereres bitraysen] a man to scllcn 
him to his enemy, that is, to the devcl. Flatereres been the 
devcles chapelleyns, that singen evere Placebo. 1 rekene 
flaterye in the vyces of Ire; for ofte tyme, if o man be 
wrooth with another, thanne wol he flatere som wight to 
sustene him in his querele. 

^[41. Speke wc now of swich cursinge as comth of irous 
herte. Malisoiin generally may be scyd every maner 
power of harm. Swich cursinge bireveth man fro the regne 
of god, as scith scint Paul. And ofte tyme swich cursinge 
wrongfully rctorneth agayn to him that curse th, as a brid 
that rctorneth agayn to his owene nest. And over alle thing 
men oghten eschewe to cursen hir children, and yeven to 
the devcl hir engendrurc, as ferforth as in hem is; certes, it 
is greet peril ,1 greet sinne. 

{[42. Lat us thanne speken of chydinge and rcproche, 
whichc been ful grete woundes in mannes herte; 
for they iinsowcn the semes of frendshipc in mannes herte. 
I'or certes, unnethes may a man plcynly been accorded 
with him that hath him openly rcvyled and repreved in 
disclaundre. This is a ful grisly sinne, as Crist seith in the 
gospel. And tak kepe now, that he that repreveth his 
neighebor, outlier he repreveth him by som harm of peyne 
that he hath on his body, as 'mcsel,' ‘croked harlot,' or by 
som sinne that he dooth. Now if he repreve him by harm 
of peyne, thanne turncth the repreve to Jesu Crist; for 
peyne is sent by the rightwys sonde of god, and by his suf- 
france, be it mcsclrie, or maheym, or maladye. And if he 
rcjirci'c him uncharitably of sinne, as, Thou holour,' ‘thou 
dronkclewe harlot,' and so forth; thanne aperteneth that 
to the rejoysingc of the dcvel, that evere hath joyc that 
men doon sinne. And certes, chydinge may nat come but 
out of a vileyns herte. For after the habundance of the 
herte speketh the mouth ful ofte. And ye shul understonde 
that lokc, by any wey, whan any man shal chastyse another, 
that he be war from chydinge or reprevinge. For trewely, 
but he be war, he may ful lightly quiken the fyi of angre 
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and of wratthe, which that he sholde quenchc, and pcr- 
aventure sleeth him which that he mighte chastyse with 
benignitee. For as seith Salomon, 'the amiable tonge is 
THE the tree of lyf/ that is to seyn, of lyf espirituel: and sothly, 
CANTER- a dcslavee tonge sleeth the spirites of him that repreveth, 
BURY and eck of him that is repreved. Lo, what scith scint Au- 
TALES gustin: 'thw is no-thing so lyk the develes child as he that 
ofte chydeth/ Seint Paul seith eek: 'I, servant of god, bi- 
578 hove nat to chyde/ And how that chydinge be a vilcyns 
thing bitwixe alle manere folke, yet it is certes most un- 
covenable bitwixe a man and his wyf; for there is nevere 
reste. And therfore seith Salomon, 'an hous that is uncov- 
ered and droppinge, and a chydinge wyf, been lyke/ A man 
that is in a droppinge hous in many places, though he 
eschewe the droppinge in o place, it droppcth on him in 
another place; so fareth it by a chydinge wyf. But she 
chyde him in 0 place, she wol chyde him in another. And 
therfore, 'bettre is a morsel of breed with joye than an hous 
ful of delyces, with chydinge,' seith Salomon. Seint Paul 
seith: 'O ye wommen, be ye subgetes to youre housbondes 
as bihoveth in god; and ye men, loveth youre wyvcs.' Ad 
Colossenses, tertio. 

1(43. Afterward speke we of scominge, which is a wikkcd 
sinne; and namely, whan he scorneth a man for 
hise gode werkes. For certes, swiche scorneres faren lyk the 
foule tode, that may nat endure to smelle the sote savour 
of the vyne whanne it florissheth. Tliise scorneres been 
parting felawes with the devel; for they han joye whan the 
devel winneth, and sorwe whan he Icscth. They been ad- 
versaries of Jesu Crist; for they haten that he loveth, that 
is to seyn, salvacion of soule. 

{[44. Speke we now of wikked conseil; for he that wikked 
conseil yeveth is a traytour. For he deceyveth him 
that trusteth in him, ut Achitofel ad Absolonem. But 
natheless, yet is his wikked conseil first agayn him-self. For, 
as seith the wyse man, every fals livinge hath this propertee 
in him-self, that he that wole anoye another man, he anoy- 
cth first him-self. And men shul understonde, that man 
shal nat taken his conseil of fals folk, ne of angry folk, or 
grevous folk, ne of folk that loven specially to muchel hir 



owene profit, ne to muche worldly folk, namely, in con- 
seilinge of soulcs. 

<[45. Now comth the sinne of hem that sowen and 
maken discord amonges folk, which is a sinne that 
Crist hatctli outrely; and no wonder is. For he deyde for 
to make concord. And more shame do they to Crist, than 
dide they tliat him crucifyede; for god loveth bettre, that 
frcndsliipc be amonges folk, than he dide his owene body, 
the which that he yaf for unitcc. Therforc been they lykned 
to the dcvel, that cvcrc been aboute to maken discord. 

{[46, Now comth the sinne of double tonge; swichc as 
speken faire biforn folk, and wikkedly bihindc; or 
ellcs they maken scmblant as though they speke of good 
entcncioLin, or dies in game and pley, and yet they speke 
of wikked entente. 

^[47. Now comth biwreying of conscil, thurgh which a 
man is defamed; certes, unnethe may he restore 
the damage 

Now comth manacc, that is an open folye; for he that 
oftc manneeth, he Ihreteth more than he may perfourne 
fill oftc tyme. 

Now cometh ydcl wordcs, that is with-outen profit of 
him that speketh tho wordcs, and cck of him that herkneth 
tho wordcs. Or dies ydcl wordcs been tho that been nedc- 
Iccs, or with-outen entente of naturcl profit. And al-be-it 
that ydcl wordcs been som tyme venial sinne. yet sholdc 
men douten hem; for wc shul yevc rekeninge of hem biforc 
god. 

Now comth janglinge, that may nat been withoute sinne. 
A.nd, as scith Salomon, ht is a sinne of apeit folye.’ And 
therfore a philosophrc seyde, whan men axed him how that 
men sholdc plcsc the peple; and he answerde, ‘do many 
godc werkes, and spek fewc jangles.’ 

After this comth the sinne of jnperes, that been the dev- 
des apes; for they maken folk to laughe at hir japerie. as 
folk doon at the gaudes of an ape. Swiche japercs deffend- 
eth seint Paul. Lokc how that vertuouse wordcs and holy 
conforten hem that travaillen in the semee of Crist; right 
so conforten the vilcyns wordes and knakkes of japeris hem 
that travaillen in the service of the devd. Thisc been the 
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sinncs that comen of the tonge, that comcn of Ire and of 
othere sinnes mo. 

Sequitur remedium contra 'jpeccatum Ire 

|[48. The remedyc agayns Ire is a vertu that men clepen 
Mansuetude, that is Debonairetee; and eck another 
vertu, that ii^cn callcn Paeience or Siiffrance. 

Debonairetee withdraweth and refreyneth the stir- 
inges and the moevyiigcs of mannes corage in his 
herte, in swich niancre that they ne skippe nat out by angre 
ne by Ire. Suffrance suffreth swetely alle the anoyaunces 
and the wronges that men doon to man outward. Scint 
jeronie seith thus of debonairetee, that ‘if doth noon harm 
to no wight, ne seith; ne for noon harm that men doon or 
seyn, he ne eschaufctli nat agayns his rcsoun.' Tlii'^ vertu 
som-tynie comth of nature; for, as seith the pliilosoplirc. ‘a 
man is a quik thing, by nature debonaire and trct ihlc to 
goodnesse; but whan debonairetee is cnfornuxl of giacc, 
thanne is it the more worth.' 

^[50. Pacicncc, that is another remedyc agayns Ire, is a 
vertu that suffreth swetely every mannes goodnesse, 
and is nat wrooth for noon harm that is doon to him. The 
philosophrc seith, that ‘paeience is thilke vertu tliat siillreth 
debonaircly alle the outrages of adx crsitce and every w'ilkcd 
word.' This vertu maketh a man lyk to god, and maketh 
him goddes owcnc dcre child, as seith Crist. 'I'his vcitu 
•disconfiteth thyn enemy. And Ihcrforc seith the wyse man, 
‘if thou wolt venquissc thyn enemy, Icrnc to siiffrc.' And 
thou shalt understondc, that man suffreth fourc mancrc of 
grevanccs in outward thinges, agayns the whichc fourc he 
moot have fourc mancrc of pacicnccs. 

i[ 5 i. The firste grevance is of wikkede wordes; thilke suf- 
frede jesu Crist with-outen grucching, ful pacicntly, 
whan the jewes despysed and repreved him ful oftc. Suffre 
thou therfore paciently; for the wysc man seith: ‘if thou 
stryve with a fool, though the fool be wrooth or though he 
laughe, algatc thou shalt have no restc.' That other grev- 
ance oub^^ard is to have damage of thy catch Thcr-agayns 
suffred Crist ful paciently, whan he was dcspoyled of al that 



he hadcle in this lyf, and that nas but hise clothes. The 
thriddc grevance is a man to have harm in his body. That 
siiflFrcd Crist ful pacicntly in al his passioun. The fourthc 
grevance is in outrageous labour in werkes. Whcrforc I the 
scyc, that folk tliat maken hir scr\’ants to travaillcn to Persones 
grcvously, or out of tyinc, as on halydayes, sootlily they do i ale 
greet sinne. Hecr-agayiis suffred Crist full paciently, and 
taughtc us pacicncc, whan he bar up-on his blissed shuldcr 
the croys, np-on which he sholdc suffren despitous dccth. 581 
I Jeer may men Icrne to be pacient: for certes, noght only 
Cristen men been pacient for love of Jesu Crist, and for 
guerdonn of the blisful lyf that is perdurable; but certes, 
the oldc payens, tliat neverc were Cristen, comnicndeden 
and iiseden the vertu of pacicncc. 

(152. A philosophrc iip-on a tyme, that woldc have beten 
his disciple for his grete trespas, for which he was 
grcctly amoeved, and broghtc a yerde to scourge the child; 
and wha^: ih... vhild vSaiigh the yerde, he scyde to his mais- 
tcr, \vhat thenke ye to do?' 'I wol bete thee/ quod the 
maistcr, ‘for thy corrcccion,' Tot sothc,' quod the child, 

‘ye oglitcn first corrccte yourc-self, that han lost al youre 
pacicncc for the gilt of a child.' 'I* or sothe,' qiiod the mais- 
tcr al wepinge, 'thou scyst sooth; ha\’c thou Hie yerde, my 
dcrc sone, and corrccte me for myn impacicncc.' Of Pa- 
ciciice eomth Obedience, thurgh which a man is obedient 
to Crist and to alle hem to whiche he oghte to been obe- 
dient in Crist. And understond wcl that obedience is per- 
fit, whan that a man doth gladly and hastily, with good 
herte cntierly, al that he sholdc do. Obedinicc generally, 
is to perfourne the doctrine of god and of his sovcrcyns, t( 
whiche him oghte to ben obeisaunt in alle rightwysncssc. 

Sequitur de Accidia 

|[53. After the sinnes of Envic and of Ire, now wol I 
speken of the sinne of Accidie. For Envye blindeth 
the herte of a man, and Ire troublcth a man; and Accidie 
maketh him hevy, thoghtful, and wrawc. Envye and Ire 
maken bitternesse in herte; which bitternesse is modcr of 
Accidie, and binimeth him the love of all goodnesse. 
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Thanne is Accidie the anguissh of a trouble herte; and seint 
Augustin seith: 'it is anoy of goodnesse and joye of harm/ 
Certcs, this is a dampnable sinne; for it doth wrong to Jesu 
Crist, in-as-muche as it binimeth the service that men 
oghtc doon to Crist with allc diligence, as seith Salomon. 
But Accidie dooth no swich diligence; he dooth alle thing 
with anoy, and with wrawnesse, slaknesse, and cxcusacioiin, 
and with ydelnesse and unlust; for which the book seith: 
‘acursed be he that doth the service of god nccligcntly.' 
Thanne is Accidie enemy to evcrich estaat of man; for 
certes, the estaat of man is in three mancres. Outlier it is 
th'estaat of innocence, as was th'estaat of Adam biforn 
that he fil into sinne; in which estaat he was holclcn to 
wirchc, as in heryingc and adouringe of god. Another estaat 
is the estaat of sinful men, in which estaat men been 
holden to laboure in preyinge to god for amendement of 
hir sinnes, and that he wole graimte hem to arysen out of 
hir sinnes. Another estaat is th'cstaat of grace, in which 
estaat he is holden to werkes of penitence; and certes, to 
alle thise thinges is Accidie enemy and contrarie. I'or he 
loveth no bisincsse at al. Now certes, this foule sinne Ac- 
cidie is eek a ful greet enemy to the lyflodc of the body; 
for it ne hath no purvcaunce agayn temporel ncccssitee; for 
it for sleweth and forsluggcth, and destroyeth alle goodes 
temporeles by rcccheleesncsse. 

1(54. The fourthe thinge is, that Accidie is lyk to hem 
that been in the peyne of helle, by-causc of hir 
'slouthe and of hir hevinessc; for they that been dampned 
been so bounde, that they ne may neither wel do nc wcl 
thinke. Of accidie comth first, that a man is anoyed and 
encombred for to doon any goodnesse, and maketh that 
god hath abhominacion of swich Accidie, as seith seint 
Johan. 

([55. Now comth Sloutho, that wol nat suffre noon hard- 
nesse nc no penaunce. For soothly, Slouthe is so 
tendre, and so delicat, as seith Salomon, that he wol nat 
suffre noon hardnesse ne penaunce, and therfore he shend- 
eth al that he dooth. Agayns this roten-herted sinne of 
Accidie and Slouthe sholde men exercise hem-self to doon 
gode werkes, and manly and vertuously cacchen corage wel 



to doon; thinkinge that cure lord Jesu Crist quyteth every 
good dcde, be it never so lyte. Usage of labour is a greet 
thing; for it maketh, as seith seint Bernard, the laborer to 
have stronge armcs and harde sinwes; and Slouthe maketh 
hem fcble and tendre. Thanne comth drede to biginne to 
werke any gode wcrkes; for certes, he that is cnclyned to 
sinne, him thinketh it is so greet an empryse for to under- 
take to doon wcrkes of goodnesse, and casteth in hi's herte 
that the circumstaunccs of goodnesse been so grevouse and 
so chargeaunt for to sufirc, that he dar nat undertake to 
do werkes of goodnesse, as seith seint Grcgoric. 
i[s 6 . Now comth wanhope, that is despeir of the mercy 
of god, that comth somtyme of to muchc outrageous 
sorwc, and somtyme of to muche drede: iinaginingc that 
he hath doon so imiclie sinne, that it wol nat availlen him, 
I hough he wolde repenten him and forsake sinne: thurgh 
v/hicli despeir or drede he abaundoncth al his herte to 
c'veiy maner sinne, as seith seint Augustin. W^hich dampna- 
])]e sinne, if mat it continue un-to his endc, it is cleped 
siniiiiig in tlic lioly gost. This horrible sinne is so perilous, 
that he that is despeired, thcr nis no fclonyc nc no sinne 
tiiat he douteth for to do; as shewed wel by Judas. Certes, 
abo> en allc siiincs thanne is this sinne most displcsant to 
Crist, and most adversarie. Soothly, he that d jspcirclh him 
IS lyk the coward champioiin recreant, that seith creant 
witiioutc ncdc. Allas! alias! nedelcs is he recreant and nede- 
Ics despeired. Certes, the mercy of god is evere redy to 
every penitent, and is aboven all hisc werkes. Allas! can nat 
a man bithinkc him on the gospel of seint Luk, 1 5., where- 
as Crist seith that ‘as wel shal thcr be joye in hc\ cnc upon 
a sinful man that doth penitence, as up-on nynety and nyne 
rightful men that neden no penitence?' Lokc forthcr, in 
the same gospel, the joye and the feste of the gode man 
that haddc lost his sone, whan his sone with rcpentaunce 
was rctourned to his fader. Can they nat rcmcmbreii hem 
eek, that, as seith seint Luk xxiii° capitulo, how that the 
theef that was hanged bisyde Jesu Crist, scyde: ‘Lord, re- 
membre of me, whan thou comest in-to thy regne?' ‘For 
sothc,' seyde Crist, ‘I seye to thee, to-day shaltovv been 
with me in Paradys.' Certes, ther is noon so horril)lc sinne 
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of man, that it ne may, in his lyf, be destroyed by peni- 
tence, thurgh vertu or the passion and of the decth of 
Crist. Allasl what nedeth man thanne to been despeired, 
sith that his mercy so redy is and large? Axe and have. 
Thanne cometh Sompnolcnce, that is, sluggy slombringe, 
which maketh a man be hevy and diil, in body and in soule; 
and this sinne comth of Slouthc. And certes, the tyme that, 
by wey of rcsoun, men sholdc nat slepc, that is by the 
morwe; but-if thcr were cause resonable. For sootlily, the 
morwe-tyde is most covcnable, a man to scyc his prcycrcs, 
and for to thinken on god, and for to honoure god, and to 
yeven almesse to the povre, that first cometh in the name 
of Crist. Lo! what scith Salomon: 'who-so woldc by the 
morwe awaken and seke me, he shal findc.' Tlianne cometh 
Nccligence, or rccchclcsncsse, that rckketh of no-thing. 
And how that ignoraunce be modcr of all harm, certes, 
Necligcncc is the norice. Nccligcncc ne doth no fors, whan 
he shal doon a thing, whether he do it weel or baddely. 

|[57. Of the remedie of thise two sinnes, as scith the wysc 
man, that 1ie that dredeth god, he spareth nat to 
doon that him oghte doon.' And he that loveth god, he 
wol doon diligence to plese god by his werkes, and abaim- 
doiie him-self, with al his might, wel for to doon. 'I’hannc 
comth ydclnesse, that is tlic yate of alle hamics. An ydcl 
man is lyk to a place that hath no walles; the dcvcles may 
entre on every syde and sheten at him at discovert, by 
temptacion on every syde. This ydclnesse is the thurrok of 
fllle wikked and vileyns thoghtes, and of alle jangles, trufles, 
and of alle ordure. Certes, the hevene is yeven to hern that 
wol labouren, and nat to ydcl folk. Eek David scith: that 
'they ne been nat in the labour of men, ne they shul nat 
been whipped with men,' that is to scyn, in purgatoric. 
Certes, thanne semeth it, they shul be tormented with the 
devel in helle, but-if they doon penitence. 

|[58. Thanne comth the sinne that men clepen Tarditas, 
as whan a man is to latrcde or taryingc, cr he wole 
turne to god; and certes, that is a greet folye. He is lyk to 
him that fallcth in the dich, and wol nat aryse. And this 
vyce comth of a fals hope, that he thinketh that he shal 
live longe; but that hope failcth ful ofte. 



^[59- ITianne comth Lacliesse; that is he, that whan he 
biginneth any good werk, anon he shal forlctcn it 
and stinten; as doon they that han any wight to governe, 
and nc taken of him na-more kepe, anon as they findcn any 
contrarie or any anoy. Thise been the newe shephcrdcs, 
that leten hir sheep witingly go renne to the wolf that is in 
the breres, or do no fors of hir owene governaiince. Of this 
comth poverte and destruccioun, bothe of spiritucl and 
temporel thinges. Thanne comth a manere coldnesse, that 
freseth al the herte of man. Thanne comth undevocioiin, 
thurgh which a man is so blent, as scith seint Bernard, and 
hath swiche langour in soule, that he may neither rede nc 
singe in holy chirche, ne here nc thinke of no devocionn, 
nc travaille with hise handcs in no good werk, that it nis 
him unsavory and al apalled. Tliannc wexeth he slow and 
slombry, and sone wol be wrooth, and sonc is cnclyned to 
hate and to envye. Thanne comth the sinne of worldly 
sorwc, swich ns is cleped tristicia, that slceth man, as scint 
Paul seith. For certes, swich sorwc werketh to the deeth of 
the soule and of the body also; for ther-of comtli, that a 
man is anoyed of his owene lyf. Wherfore swich sorwe 
shorteth fill ofte the lyf of a man, er that his tyme be come 
by wey of kinde. 
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Remedium contra fcccatum Accidie 


|[6o. Agayns this horrible sinne of Accidie, and the 
branches of the same, thcr is a vertu that is called 
Fortitudo or Strengthe; that is, an atfcccioun thurgh which 
a man despyseth anoyous thinges. This vciUi is so might* 
and so vigorous, that it dar withstondc mightily and wysely 
kepen him-self fro perils that been wikked, and wrastlc 
agayn the assautes of the dcvel. For it enhaunceth and vii' 
forceth the soule, right as Accidie abateth it and maketh it 
feblc. For this Fortitudo may endure by long snffraunce 
the travaillcs that been convenable. 

|[6i. This vertu hath manye spcces; and the firstc is 
cleped Magnanimitee, that is to scyn, greet corage. 
For certes, thcr bihoveth greet corage agains Accidie, lest 
that it ne swolwe the soule by the sinne of sorwc, or de- 



stroyc it by wanhope. This vertu maketh folk to undertake 
harde thinges and grevouse thinges, by hir owene wil, 
wysely and resonably. And for as muchel as the devel fight- 
THE eth agayns a man more by qiieyntise and by sleighte than 
CANTER- by strengthe, therfore men shal withstonden him by wit 
BURY and by resoun and by discrecioun. Thanne arn ther the ver- 
TALEs tucs of feith, and hope in god and in hise seintes, to acheve 
and acomplicc the gode werkes in the whiche he purposeth 
586 fcrnidy to continue. Thanne comth scuretce or sikernesse; 
and that is, whan a man ne douteth no travaille in tyine 
cominge of the gode werkes that a man hath bigonne. 
Thanne comth Magnificence, that is to seyn, whan a man 
dooth and perfourneth grete werkes of goodnesse that he 
hath bigonne; and that is the endc why that men sholde do 
gode werkes; for in the aeomplissinge of grete goode werkes 
lyth the grete guerdoun. Thanne is ther Constaunce, that 
is, stablencsse of corage; and this sholde been in herte by 
stedefast feith, and in mouth, and in beringe, and in chere 
and in dcdc. Eke ther been mo spccialc remedies agains 
Accidie, in diverse werkes, and in considcracioun of the 
pcyiies of helle, and of the joyes of hcvene, and in trust of 
the grace of the holy goost, that wole yeve him might to 
perfournc his gode entente. 

Sequitur dc Auaricia 

j[62. After Accidie wol I speke of Avarice and of Cov- 
. citise, of which sinne scith scint Paule, that ‘tlic 
rote of alle harnics is Covcitisc': Ad Tiniothciiiii, so.fo 
capiriiJo. For soothly, whan the herte of a man is con- 
founded in it-self and troubled, and that the soule hath 
lost the confort of god, thanne seketh he an ydcl solas of 
worldly thinges. 

<[63. Avarice, after the deseripcion of seint Augustin, is 
likerousnesse in herte to have erthely thinges. Soin 
other folk seyn, that Avarice is, for to purchacen manye 
erthely thinges, and no-thing yeve to hem that han nede. 
And understond, that Avarice ne stant nat only in lond 
ne catel, but somtyme in science and in glorie, and in every 
manere of outrageous thing is Avarice and Coveitise. And 



the difference bitwixe Avarice and Coveitise is this. Covcit- 
ise is for to coveite swiche thinges as thou hast nat; and 
Avarice is for to withholde and kepe swiche thinges as thou 
hast, with-oute rightful nede. Soothly, this Avarice is a 
sinne that is ful dampnablc; for al holy writ curseth it, and 
speketh agayns that vyce; for it dooth wrong to jesu Crist. 
For it bireveth him the love that men to him owen, and 
turneth it bakward agayns alle rcsoun; and maketh that the 
avaricious man hath more hope in his catel than in Jesu 
Crist, and dooth more observance in kepinge of his tresor 
than he dooth to service of Jesu Crist. And therfore scith 
scint Paul ad Ephesios, quinto, that 'an avaricious man is 
in the thraldom of ydolatric.' 

{[64. What difference is bitwixe an ydolastre and an ava- 
ricious man, but that an ydolastre, per aventurc, nc 
hath but o mawmet or two, and tlie avaricious man hath 
manyc? For certes, every florin in his cofre is his mawmet. 
And certes* the sinne of Mawmctryc is the firstc thing that 
God dcircnaecl in the ten comauiidcmcnts, as bereth wit- 
ncssc Exodi, capitulo xx°: Thou shalt have no false goddes 
biforc me, ne thou shalt make to thee no grave thing.' Thus 
IS an avaricious man, that loveth his tresor biforn god, an 
ydolastre, thurgh this cursed sinne of Avarice. Of Coveitise 
comcn thisc harde lordshipcs, thurgh whiche men been 
disLreyned by tailages, costumes, and cariages, more than 
liir ductcc or resoun is. And eek they taken of hir bondc- 
njcn amercimeiits, whiche mighten more rcasonbly ben 
eleped cxtorcions than amerciments. Of whiche aincrci- 
ments and raunsoninge of bondemcn, somme lordcs styw- 
ardcs seyn, that it is rightful; for-as-muchc as a chcrl hath 
no Icmporcl thing that it nc is his lordcs, as they seyn. But 
certes, thise lordshipes doon wrong, that bireven hir bonde- 
folk thinges that they neverc yavc hem: Augustinus de Civ- 
itatc, libro iiono. Sooth is, that the condicioun of thraldom 
and the firstc cause of tliraldom is for sinne; Genesis, 
quinto. 

1(65. Tims may ye seen that the gilt disserveth thraldom, 
but nat nature. Wherfore thise lordes nc sholde nat 
muche glorifyen hem in hir lordshipes, sith that by naturel 
condicion they been nat lordcs of thralles; but for that 
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thraldom comth first by the desert of sinne. And forther- 
over, thcr-as the lawe scith, that temporel godcs of l)onde- 
folk been the godes of hir lordshipes, ye, that is for to iin- 
derstonde, the godcs of the empcroiir, to deffenden hem 
in hir right, but nat for to robben hem ne reven hem. And 
therfoie scith Seneca: "thy prudence sholde live benignely 
with thy thrallcs.' Thilke that thou clepcst thy thralles been 
goddes pcple; for humble folk been Cristes freendes; they 
ben contubernial with the lord. 

|[66. Think eck, that of swich seed as chcrlcs spnngcth, 
of swich seed springen lordes. As wcl may the clicrl 
be saved as the lord. The same deeth that taketh the clicrl, 
swich deeth taketh the lord. Wherfore I rede, do right so 
with thy cherl, as thou woldcst that thy lord didc with 
thee, if thou were in his plyt. Every sinful man is a chcrl 
to sinne. I rede thee, certes, that thou, lord, werkc in 
swiche wysc with thy chcrlcs, that they rather love thee 
than dredc. I woot wel ther is degree above degree, as icson 
is; and skile it is, that men do hir devoir thcr-as it is due; 
but certes, cxtorcions and despit of youre uncleilingcs is 
dampnable. 

i[6y. And forther-over understond wel, that thisc con- 
querours or tiraunts maken ful ofte thralles of licni, 
that been born of as royal blood as been they that hein con- 
qiieren. 'Ibis name of thraldom was nevere erst couth, til 
that Noe scyde, that his sone Canaan sholde be thral iu 
his brethcren for his sinne. What seye we thanne of Iicin 
that pilen and doon cxtorcions to holy chirche? Certes, the 
sw'crd, that men yeven first to a knight wban he is newc 
dubbed, signifyeth that he sholde deffenden holy chirche, 
and nat robben it nc pilen it; and who so dooth, is trailoiir 
to Crist. And, as scith scint Augustin, "they been the dev- 
eles wolves, that stranglcn the sheep of Jesu Crist'; and 
doon worse than wolves. For soothly, whan the wolf hath 
ful his wombe, he stinteth to strangle sheep. But soothly, 
the pilours and destroyours of goddes holy chirche nc do 
nat so; for they ne stintc nevere to pile. Now, as I have 
seyd, sith so is that sinne was first cause of thraldom, 
tlianne is it thus; that tliilke tyme that al this world was 
in sinne, thanne was al this world in thraldom and subjec- 



cioun. But ccrtcs, sith the tyme of grace cam, god ordeyned 
that sorn folk sholde be more heigh in estaat and in degree, 
and som folk more lowc, and that cvcrich sholde be served 
in his estaat and in his degree. And therforc, in somme 
contrecs thcr they bycn thrallcs, whan they han turned 
hem to the feith, they maken hir thralles free out of thral- 
dom. And therfore, eertes, the lord oweth to his man that 
the man oweth to his lord. The Pope ealleth him-self serv- 
ant of the servaunts of god; but for-as-muehe as the estaat 
of holy ehirehe ne mighte nat han be, ne the eommune 
proEt mighte nat han be kept, ne pees and reste in erthe, 
but'if god hadde ordeyned that som men hadde hyer de- 
gree and som men lower: therforc was sovcreyntec or- 
cleyncd to kepe and mayntene and deffenden hir undcr- 
liiiges or hir subgcts in resoun, as ferforth as it lyth in hir 
power; and nat to destroyen hem iie eonfoimde. Wher- 
fore I seyc, that Ihilke lordes that been lyk wolves, that 
de\'()iircn the posscssiouns or the eatel of povre folk wrong- 
fully, witn outcii mercy or mesure, they shiil receyven by 
the same inesure that they han mesured to povre folk the 
mercy of jesu Crist, biit-if it be amended. Now comth dc- 
ceitc bit\^•ixc niai chant and marchant. And thow shalt un- 
derstondc, lliat marchandyse is in two numercs; that oon 
is bodily, and that other is goostly. 'lliat oon is honcste 
and le\efiil, and that other is deshoneste and unlcvcful. 
Of thilke bodily marchandyse, that is Icvcful and honcste, 
is this; thab thcr-as god hath ordeyned that a regne or a 
con tree is snfHsaimt to him-self, thanne is it honcste and 
lc>'cful, that of habuiidaimcc of this contrec, that men 
liclpc another contree that is more nedy. And therforc, ther 
mote been marchants to bringen fro that o contree to that 
other hire marchandyses. lliat other marchandisc, that 
men haunten with fraude and trcchcric and deceit c, with 
lesinges and false othes, is cursed and dampnablc. Espirit- 
ucl marchandyse is proprely Symonyc, that is, ententif dc- 
syr to bycn thing cspiritucl, that is, thing that aperteneth 
to the seintuaric of god and to cure of the soule. This desyr, 
if so be that a man do his diligence to parfournen it, al-be- 
it that his desyr ne take noon effect, yet is it to him a 
deedly sinne; and if he be ordred, he is irreguler. Certes, 
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Symonye is cleped of Symon Magus, that wolcle han boght, 
for temporel catel, the yifte that god hadde yevcn, by the 
holy goost, to seint Peter and to the apostles. And therforc 
THE understond, that bothe he that selleth and he that byeth 
CANTER- thingcs espirituels, been cleped Symonials; be it by catel, 
BURY be it by procuringe, or by fleshly preyere of hise frccndcs, 
TALES fleshly freendes, or espirituel freendes. Fleshly, in two man- 
ercs; as by kinrede or othere freendes. Soothly, if they praye 
590 for him that is nat worthy and able, it is Symonye if he 
take the benefice; and if he be worthy and able, thcr nis 
noon. That other mancrc is, whan a man or womman 
preycn for folk to avauncen hem, only for wikked fleshly 
affeccioun that they have un-to the personc; and that is foul 
Symonye. But certes, in service, for which men yeven 
thingcs espirituels un-to hir servants, it moot been iinder- 
stonde that the service moot been honcste, and elles nat; 
and cek that it be with-outen bargayninge, and that the 
personc be able. For, as seith seint Damasie, *alle the sinnes 
of the world, at regard of this sinne, am as thing of noght'; 
for it is the gretteste sinne that may be, after the sinne of 
Lucifer and Antecrist. For, by this sinne, god forlcseth the 
chirche, and the soulc that he boghte with his precious 
blood, by hem that yeven chirches to hem that been nat 
digne. For they putten in theves, that stolen the soules of 
Jesu Crist and dcstroyen his patrimoinc. By swichc undigne 
preestes and curates han lewed men the lasse reverence of 
the sacraments of holy chirche; and swiche yeveres of 
chirches putten out the children of Crist, and putten in-to 
the chirche the develes owene sone. They scllen the soules 
that lambes sholde kepen to the wolf that stranglcth hem. 
And therfore shul they nevere han part of the pasture of 
lambes, that is, the blisse of hcvene. Now comtli hasardr)^e 
with hise apurtenaunces, as tables and rafles; of which 
comth deceite, false othes, chydinges, and alle ravines, blas- 
pheminge and reneyinge of god, and hate of hise ncighc- 
borcs, wast of godcs, misspendinge of tyme, and som-tyme 
manslaughtrc. Certes, hasardours ne mowe nat heen with- 
outen greet sinne whyles they haunte that craft. Of avarice 
comen eek lesinges, thefte, fals witnesse, and false othes. 
And ye shul understonde that thise been grete sinnes, and 



expres agayn the comaundements of god, as I have scyd. 
Fals witnessc is in word and eek in dede. In word, as for 
to bireve thy neighebores goode name by thy fals witness- 
ing, or birevcn him his catel or his heritage by thy fals wit- 
nessing; whan thou, for ire or for mcde, or for envye, bcrcst 
fals witncsse, or acciisest him or excusest him by tliy fals 
witnessc, or ellcs excusest thy-self falsly. Ware yow, questc- 
mongcrcs and notaries! Certes, for fals witnessing was Su- 
sanna ill fill gret sorwe and peyne, and many another mo. 
The sinne of thefte is eek expres agayns goddes heste, and 
that in two mancrcs, corporel and espirituel. Corporel, as 
for to take thy neighebores catel agayn his wil, be it by 
force or by sleightc, be it by met or by mesure. By stcling 
eek of false enditements upon him, and in borwingc of thy 
neighebores catel, in entente nevere to paycn it agayn, and 
scmblablc thinges. Espirituel thefte is Sacrilege, that is to 
scyii, hurtingc of holy thinges, or of thinges sacred to Crist, 
in two marercs: by rcson of the holy place, as chirches or 
chirche-hnwes, for which every vilcyns sinne that men doon 
in sv/iche places may be eleped sacrilege, or every violence 
in the scmblablc places. Also, they that withdrawen falsly 
the rightes that longcii to holy chirchc. And pleynly and 
generally, sacrilege is to reven holy thing fro holy place, or 
unholy thing out of holy place, or holy thing out of unholy 
place. 


Relevacio contra 'peccatiim Avaricie 

f68. Now shul ye understondc, that the rclevinge of 
Axaricc is inisericorde, and pi tee largely taken. And 
men mighten axe, why that misericordc and pitee is re- 
Icvinge of Avarice? Certes, the avaricious man sheweth no 
pike nc misericordc to the nedeful man; for he delyteth 
him in the kepingc of his tresor, and nat in the rcscowinge 
ne relevinge of his cvcnc-cristcne. And therfore speke I first 
of misericordc. Thanne is misericordc, as seith the philoso- 
phre, a vertu, by which tlie corage of man is stired by the 
misese of him that is misesed. Up-on which miscricorde 
folweth pitee, in parfourninge of charitable werkes of mis- 
ericorde. And certes, thise thinges moeven a man to miseri- 
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cordc of Jesu Crist, that he yaf him-self for oure gilt, and 
suffred dceth for misericorde, and forgaf us oure originalc 
sinnes; and therby rclessed us fro the peynes of hcllc, and 
amenused the peynes of purgatorie by penitence, and yc\'- 
eth grace wel to do, and atte Taste the blisse of hevcnc. 'ITic 
speces of misericorde been, as for to lene and for to yeve 
and to foryeven and relessc, and for to han pitee in herte, 
and compassioun of the meschief of his evcnc-cristene, and 
eek to chastyse there as nede is. Another manere of reme- 
die agayns Avarice is resonable largesse; but soothly, here 
bihoveth the consideracioun of the grace of Jesu Crist, and 
of hisc temporel goodes, and eek of the godes perdurablcs 
that Crist yaf to us; and to han remembrance of the dceth 
that he shal receyve, he noot whanne, where, ne how; and 
cck that he shal forgon al that he hath, save only that he 
hath despended in gode werkes. 

([69. But for-as-muche as som folk been unmcsiirablc, 
men oghten cschue fool-largesse, that men elepen 
wast. Certes, he that is fool-large nc yeveth nat his catel, 
but he leseth his catel. Soothly, what thing that he yeveth 
for vcyne gloric, as to minstrals and to folk, for to beren 
his renoun in the world, he hath sinne ther-of and noon 
almesse. Certes, he leseth foule his good, that ne seketh 
with the yifte of his good no-thing but sinne. He is lyk to 
art hors that seketh rather to drinken drovy or trouble 
water than for to drinken water of the clerc wcllc. And 
for-as-muchcl as they yeven thcr as they sholdc nat yeven, 
\o hem aperteneth thilke malisoun that Crist shal yeven 
at the day of dome to hem that shullcn been dampned. 

Sequitur de Gvla 

|[70. After Avarice comth Glotonye, which is expres eek 
agayn the comandement of god. Glotonye is iimnes- 
urable appetyt to ete or to drinkc, or elles to doon y-nogh 
to the unmcsurable appetyt and desordeynee covcityse to 
eten or to drinke. This sinne corrumped al this world, as 
is wel shewed in the sinne of Adam and of Eve. Lokc eek, 
what scith seint Paul of Glotonye. 'Manye,' scith seint 
Paul, ‘goon, of whiche I have ofte scyd to yow, and now I 



seye it wepingc, that they been the enemys of the croys of 
Crist; of whiehe the ende is deeth, and of whiche hir 
wombe is hir god, and hir glorie in eonfusioim of hem that 
so saveren erthely thinges/ He that is unsaunt to this sinne the 
of Glotonye, he ne may no sinne withstonde. He moot Personeo 
been in servage of alle vyces, for it is the develes hord ther 
he hydeth him and resteth. This sinne hath inanye spcces. 

I’he firste is dronkenesse, that is the horrible sepurture of 
mannes resoun; and therfore, whan a man is droiikcn, he , 5^5 

hath lost his resoun; and this is dcedly sinne. But soothly, 
whan that a man is nat wont to strong drinkc, and per- 
aventurc ne knoweth nat the strengthe of the drinke, or 
hath fcblcssc in his heed, or hath travailed, thurgh whieh 
he drinketh the more, al be he sodeynly eaught with drinke, 
it is no deadly sinne, but venial. The seconde spcce of 
Glotonye is, that the spirit of a man wexeth al trouble; for 
dronkenesse bireveth him the discrccioun of his wit. The 
thriddc speee of Glotonye is, whan a man devoureth his 
mete, ana hath no rightful manere of etinge. llic fourthc 
is VshiiUy thurgh the grete habundaunce of his mete, the 
humours in his body been desteinpred. Tlie fifthe is, for- 
yctclncsse by to muehel drinkinge; for whieh somtyme a 
man forycteth er the morwe what he dide at even or on the 
night biforn. 

<[71. In other manere been distinet the speces of Glot- 
onye after seint Gregorie. Tlie firste is, for to ete 
biforn tyme to ete. The seeonde is, whan a man get him 
to dclieat mete or drinkc. The thridde is, whan men taken 
to muche over mesure. Tlie fourthe is curiositce, with greet 
entente to maken and apparaillen his mete. 'I’he fifthe is, 
for to eten to gredily. Thise been the fyve fingres of the 
develes hand, bywhiche he draweth folk to sinne. 

Remedium contra feccatum Gule 

|[72. Agayns Glotonye is the remedie Abstinence, as seilh 
Galien; but that holde I nat meritorie, if he do it 
only for the hele of his body. Seint Augustin wolc, that Ab- 
stinence be doon for vertu and with pacicnce. Abstinence, 
he seith, is litcl worth, but-if a man have good wil thcr-to. 
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and but it be enforced by pacience and by charitcc, and 
that men doon it for godes sake, and in hope to have the 
blisse of hevene. 

|[73. The felawes of Abstinence been Attemperaunce, 
that holdeth the mene in alle thinges: cek Shame, 
that eschueth alle dishonestee: Suffisance, that seketh no 
riche metes ne drinkes, ne dooth no fors of to outrageous 
apparaillinge of mete. Mesure also, that restreyneth by rc- 
soun to deslave appetyt of etinge: Sobrenesse also, that 
restreyneth the outrage of drinker Sparingc also, that re- 
streyneth the delicat esc to sitte longe at his mete and 
softely; wherforc som folk stonden of hir owene wil, to 
eten at the lasse Icyser. 

Sequitur de Luxuria 

1(74. After Glotonyc, thanne comth Lccherie; for thisc 
two sinnes been so ny cosins, that oftc tynie they 
wol nat dcpartc. God woot, this sinne is ful displesaunt 
thing to god; for he seyde himself, ‘do no lccherie.' And 
therfore he puttc grete peynes agayns this sinne in the olde 
lawe. If womman tliral were taken in this sinne, she sholde 
be beten with staves to the deeth. And if she were a gen til 
womman, she sholde be slayn with stones. And if she were 
a bisshoppes doghter, she sholde been brent, by goddes 
comandement. Forther over, by the sinne of Lechcric, god 
dreynte al the world at the diluge. And after that, he brente 
fyve citees with thondcr-leyt, and sank hem in-to helle. 

|[75. Now lat us speke thanne of thilke stinkinge sinne of 
Lecherie tliat men clepe Avoutrie of wedded folk, 
that is to seyn, if that oon of hem be wedded, or dies 
bothe. Seint John scith, that avoutiers shullcn been in helle 
in a stank brenninge of fyr and of brimston; in fyr, for the 
lecherie; in brimston, for the stink of hir ordure. Certes, 
the brekinge of this sacrement is an horrible thing; it w'as 
maked of god him-self in paradys, and confermed by Jesu 
Crist, as witnesseth seint Mathew in the gospel: ‘A man 
shal lete fader and moder, and taken him to his wyf, and 
they shullen be two in 0 flesh.' This sacrement bitokneth 
the knittinge togidre of Crist and of holy chirche. And nat 



only that god forbad avoutrie in dede, but eek he comanded 
that thou sholdest nat coveite thy neighebores wyf. In this 
heeste, scith seint Augustin, is forbodcn alle manere coveit- 
ise to doon Iccheric. Lo what seith scint Mathew in the 
gospel: that *who-so sceth a woniman to coveitise of liis 
lust, he hath doon lechcrie with hir in his hertc/ Here 
may ye seen that nnt only the dede of this sinne is for- 
bodeii, but cck the desyr to doon that sinne. This cursed 
sinne anoycth grevousliclic hem that it haimtcn. And first, 
to hir sonic; for he oblygctli it to sinne and to peyne of 
dcetli that is perdurable. Un-to the body anoycth it grev- 
ously also, for it dreyeth him, and wasteth, and shent him, 
and of his blood he niakcth sacrifyee to the feend of belle; 
it wasteth his catcl and his substaunce. And certes. if it be 
a foul thing, a man to waste his catcl on wommen. ^ ct is 
it a fouler thing whan that, for swich ordure, vvomnicn 
ciispenden up-on men hir catel and substaunce. This sinne, 
as scith the p’-onhctc, bireveth man and womman hir godc 
fame, and al hir honour; and it is ful plesaunt to the dcvcl; 
for thcr-by winneth he the mostc partie of this world. And 
right as a marchant delyteth him most in chaffarc tliat he 
hath most avantage of, right so delyteth the feend in this 
ordure. 

|[76. This is that other hand of the devcl, with fyve fin- 
gres, to cacche the pcple to his vileinyc. The firste 
finger is the fool lookinge of the fool womman and of the 
fool man, that slccth, right as the basilicok slccth folk by 
the venim of his sightc; for the coveitise of cycn folweth 
the coveitise of the hcrtc. The scconde finger is the vilcyns 
touch ingc in wikkede manere; and ther-forc seith Salomon, 
that who-so toucheth and handlcth a womman, he farcth 
lyk him that handleth the scorpionn that stingeth and sod- 
eynly sleeth thurgh his enveniminge; as who-so toucheth 
warm pitch, it shent his fingres. TTie thridde, is foulc 
wordes, that fareth lyk fyr, that right anon brenneth the 
hcrtc. The fourthe finger is the kissinge; and trewely he 
were a greet fool that wolde kisse the mouth of a brenninge 
ovene or of a fourneys. And more foolcs been they that 
kissen in vileinye; for that mouth is the mouth of helle: 
and namely, thise olde dotardes holours, yet wol they kisse, 
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though they may nat do, and smatre hem. Certes, they 
been lyk to houndes; from an hound, whan he comth by 
the roser or by othere busshes, though he may nat pisse, 
yet wolc he hevc up his leg and make a contcnauncc to 
pisse. And for that many man weneth that he may nat 
sinne, for no likerousnesse that he doth with his wyf; cer- 
tes, that opinion is fals. God woot, a man may slccn him- 
self with his owene knyf, and make him-sclvcn dronken of 
his owene tonne. Certes, be it wyf, be it ehild, 01 any 
worldly thing that he loveth biforn god, it is his maumet, 
and he is an ydolastrc. Man sholde loven his wyf by dis- 
CTCcioun, paeiently and atemprely; and thanne is she as 
though it were his sustcr. Tlic fifthe finger of the devcles 
hand is the stinkinge dede of Leeherie. Certes, the fyve 
fingres of Glotonie the feend put in the wombe of a man, 
and with hise fyve fyngres of Leeherie he gripeth him by 
the rcynes, for to throwen him in-to the fourncys of hcllc; 
ther-as tliey shul han the fyr and the wormes that c^'erc 
shul lasten, and wepingc and wailingc, sharp hunger and 
thurst, and grimnesse of devcles that shullen al to-trede 
hem, with-outen respit and with-outen ende. Of Leeherie, 
as I seyde, sourden diverse spcces; as fornicacioun, that is 
bitwixe man and woniman that been nat maried; and this 
is deedly sinne and agayns nature. Al that is enemy and 
destruccioun to nature is agayns nature. Parfay, the resoun 
of a man tclleth cek him wcl that it is deedly sinne, for as- 
muchc as god forbad Leeherie. And scint Paul yc^’eth liem 
the regne, that nis dewe to no wight but to hem that doon 
deedly sinne. Another sinne of Leeherie is to bireve a may- 
den of hir maydenhede; for he that so dooth, certes, he 
casteth a mayden out of the hyeste degree that is in this 
present lyf, and bireveth hir thilke precious fruit that tlic 
book clepeth 'the hundred fruit.' I ne can scyc it noon 
other weyes in English, but in Latin it hightc Ccntesiinus 
fructus. Certes, he that so dooth is cause of manye dam- 
ages and vilcinyes, mo than any man can rekene; right as he 
somtyme is cause of alle damages that bestes don in the 
feeld, that breketh the hegge or the closure; thurgh which 
he destroyeth that may nat been restored. For certes, na- 
more may maydenhede be restored than an arm that is 



smiten fro the body may retournc agayn to wexc. She may 
have merey, this woot I wel, if she do penitenee; but nevere 
shal it be that she nas eornipt. And al-be-it so that I have 
spoken somwhat of Avoutrie, it is good to shewen mo per- 
ils that longcn to Avoutrie, for to cschue that foule sinne. 
Avoutrie in Latin is for to scyn, approchinge of other 
maiincs bed, thurgh which tlio that whylom weren o flessh 
abaiindone hir bodyes to othcre pcrsoiies. Of this sinne, as 
scilli tlic wysc man, folwen manyc harmes. First, brekinge 
of feith; and certes, in feith is the keye of Cristcndoin. And 
\vhan tliat feith is broken and lorn, sootlily Cristendom 
stant vcyn and with-nnten fruit. This sinne is cek a thefte; 
for thefte generally is for to reve a wight his thing agayns 
his willc. Certes, this is the fonlestc thefte that may be, 
whan a womman steleth hir body from hir housbonde and 
ye\eth it to liirc holour to defoulcn hir; and steleth hir 
soiile fro Crist, and yeveth it to the dcvel. This is a fouler 
thefte, than for to breke a chirehe and stele the chalice; for 
tliise avoiitiers breken the temple of god spiritually, and 
stolen the vessel of graee, that is, the body and the soule, 
for which Crist shal destroycn hem, as scith scint Paul. 
Sooilily of this thefte douted grctly Joseph, whan that his 
lordes wyf preyed him of vilcinye, whan he scyde, ‘lo, my 
lady, h(,'W mv lord liath take to me under my warde al that 
he hath in this world; ne nothing of hisc thinges is out of 
my power, but inily ye tluit been his w}'f. And how sholdc 
I thanne do Ihis wikkednessc, and sinne so horribly agavns 
god, and agayns my lord? God it forbede.' Allas! al to litel 
is swich troLithc now y-foiindc! '^I'he thriddc harm is the 
filthc thurgh which they broken the comandement of god, 
and defoulcn the auctour of matrimoinc, that is Crist. l"or 
certes, in-so-imichc as the sacrement of mariage is so noble 
and so digne, so muchc is it gretter sinne for to bicken it; 
for god made mariage in paradys, in the estaat of inno- 
cence, to multiplyc man-kinde to the service of god. And 
thcrforc is the brekinge thcr-of more grevous. Of which 
brekinge comcn false hcircs ofte tyme, that wrongfully oc- 
cupyen folkes heritages. And therfore wol Crist putte hem 
out of the regne of hevene, that is heritage to godc folk. 
Of this brekinge comth cek ofte tyme, that folk unwar 
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weddcn or sinnen with hir owene kinrede; and namely 
thilke harlottes that haunten bordels of thise fool worn- 
men, that mowe be lykned to a commune gonge, wher-as 
men purgen hir ordure. What seye we eek of putours that 
liven by the horrible sinne of puterie, and constreyne wom- 
mcn to yclden to hem a certeyn rente of hir bodily puterie, 
ye, somtyme of his owene wyf or his child; as doon this 
baudes? Certes, thise been cursede sinnes. Understood eek, 
that avoutrie is set gladly in the ten comandeinents bitwixe 
thefte and manslaughtre; for it is the gretteste thcftc that 
may be; for it is thefte of body and of soule. And it is lyk 
to homicyde; for it kerveth a-two and breketh a-two hem 
that first were maked 0 flesh, and therfore, by the olde lawe 
of god, they sholdc be slayn. But nathelees, by the lawe of 
Jesu Crist, that is lawe of pitee, whan he seyde to the worn- 
man that was founden in avoutrie, and sholde han been 
slayn with stones, after the wil of the Jewes, as was hir 
lawe: 'Go,' quod Jesu Crist, 'and have na-more wil to 
sinne'; or, 'wille na-more to do sinne.' Soothly, the ven- 
geaunce of avoutrie is awarded to the peynes of helle, but-if 
so be that it be dcstourbed by penitence. Yet been ther 
mo speces of this cursed sinne; as whan that oon of hem is 
religious, or dies bothe; or of folk that been entred in-to 
ordre, as subdekne or dekne, or preest, or hospitaliers. And 
evere the hyer that he is in ordre, the gretter is the sinne. 
The thinges that grctly agreggen hir sinne is the brekinge 
of hir avow of chastitee, whan they receyved the ordre. And 
forther-over, sooth is, that holy ordre is chief of al the 
tresorie of god, and his especial signe and mark of chastitee; 
to shewe that they been joyned to chastitee, which that is 
most precious lyf that is. And thise ordred folk been spe- 
cially tytled to god, and of the special meynee of god; for 
which, whan they doon deedly sinne, they been tlie special 
tiaytours of god and of his pcple; for they liven of the 
peple, to preye for the peple, and whyle they been suche 
tiaitours, hir preyers availen nat to the peple. Preestes been 
aungeles, as by the dignitee of hir misterye; but for sothe, 
seint Paul seith, that 'Sathanas transformeth him in an 
aungel of light.’ Soothly, the preest that haunteth deedly 
sinne, he may be lykned to the aungel of derknesse trans- 



formed in the aungcl of light; he semeth aungel of light, 

but for sothc he is aungel of dcrknesse. Swiche prcestes 

been the soncs of Helic, as sheweth in the book of Kingcs, 

that they worn the sones of Belial, that is, the dcvcl. the 

Belial is to scyn ‘witli-outen juge'; and so faren they; Persones 

hem thinkcth tlicy been free, and han no jugc, na-morc 

than hath a free bole that taketh which cow that him 

lyketh in the toun. So faren they by wommen. For right as 

a free bole is y-nough for al a toun, right so is a wikked 5gg 

preest corrupcioun y-nough for al a parisshe, or for al a 

contree. I’hisc prcestes, as scith the book, nc conne nat the 

misterie of preesthode to the pcple, nc god ne knowc they 

nat; they nc helde hem nat apayd, as seith the book, of 

soden flesh that was to hem offred, but they toke by force 

the flesh that is rawe. Certes, so thise shrewes ne hoklen 

hem nat apayed of lostcd flesh and sodc flesh, with which 

the prplc redden hem in greet reverence, but they wolc 

have raw fle.,{ ''f folkes wy\ es and hir doghtres. And certes, 

thise wommen that consenten to hir harlotrie doon greet 

wrong to Crist and to holy chirchc and alle halwcs, and to 

alle soules; for they bireven alle thise him that sholde wor- 

shipc Crist and holy chirchc, and preye for Cristcnc soules. 

And thcrforc han swichc precstes, and hir Icmmancs cck 
that consenten to hir Icchcric, the malisoun of al the court 
Cristen, til they come to amendement. The thridde spece 
of avoutrie is som-tyme bitwixe a man and his wyf; and that 
is whan they take no reward in hir asscmblinge, but only to 
hire fleshly delyt, as seith seint Jerome; and nc rekken of 
no-thing but that they been assembled; by-cause that they 
been maried, al is good y-nogh, as thinketh to hem. But in 
swich folk hath the devel power, as seyde the aungci 
Raphael to Thobic; for in hir asscmblinge they putten jesu 
Crist out of hir herte, and yeven him-self to alle ordure. 

ITie fourthe spece is, the assemblee of hem that been of 
hire kinrede, or of hem that been of oon affinitee, or dies 
with hem with whichc hir fadres or hir kinrede han deled 
in the sinne of Iccherie; this sinne maketh hem lyk to 
houndes, that taken no kepe to kinrede. And certes, 
parenfcele is in two maneres, outher goostly or fleshly; 
goostly, as for to delen with hise godsibbes. For right so as 



he that engcndreth a child is his fleshly fader, right so is his 
godfadcr his fader espirituel. For which a womman may in 
no lassc sinne assemblen with hir godsib than with hir 
THE owcnc fleshly brother. The fifthe spece is thilkc abhomi- 
i^anter- nablc sinne, of which that no man unnethe oghtc spcke ne 
BURY wiy^tc, nathelees it is openly rehcrced in holy writ. This 

TALES ciirscdnesse doon men and wommen in diverse entente and 

in diverse manere; but tliough that holy writ spcke of hor- 
600 rible sinne, certes, holy writ may iiat been defoulcd, na- 
niorc than the sonne that shyncth on the mixen. Another 
sinne aperteneth to Icchcrie, that comth in slcpingc; and 
this sinne cometh oftc to hem that been maydenes, and 
eek to hem that been corrupt; and this sinne men elepen 
pollucioun, that comth in foure maneres. Somtyme, of 
languissingc of body; for the humours been to ranke and 
habundaunt in the body of man. Somtyme of infermctcc; 
for the feblessc of the vertu retentif, as phisik maketh 
mencioun. Somtyme, for siirfcct of mete and drinkc. And 
somtyme of vilcyns thoughtes, that been enclosed in 
mannes minde whan he goth to slepc; which may nat been 
with-outen sinne. For which men moste kepen hem wyscly. 
or dies may men sinnen ful grevously. 

Remedium contra peccatum Luxurie 

^[77. Now comth the rcmcdic agayns Lccherie, and that 
is, generally, Chastitee and Continence, that rc- 
'streyneth alle the dcsordeynee iiiocvinges tliat comcn of 
fleshly talents. And cvcrc the gretter merite shal he han, 
that most restreyneth the wikkede cschaiifinges of Ihc 
ordure of this sinne. And this is in two maneres, that is to 
seyn, chastitcc in manage, and chastitee in widwchodc. 
Now shaltow understonde, that matrimoinc is Iceflul as- 
semblinge of man and of womman, that rcccyvcn by vcitii 
of the sacrement the bond, thiirgh which they may nat be 
departed in al hir lyf, that is so seyn, whyl that they liven 
bothe. This, as seith the book, is a ful greet sacrement. 
God maked it, as I have seyd, in paradys, and woldc him- 
self be born in mariage. And for to halwcn mariage, he was 
at a weddinge, wher-as he turned water in-to wyn; which 



was the firste miracle that he wroghte in erthe biforn liisc 
disciples. Tiewe effect of mariage clenseth fornicaciouii and 
replenisseth holy chirche of good linage; for that is the 
ende of mariage; and it chaungeth decdly sinne in-to venial the 
sinne bitwixe hem that been y-wedded, and maketh the Persones 
Iiertes al oon of hem that been y-wedded, as well as the tale 
bodies. This is verray mariage, that was cstablisscd. by god 
cr tliat sinne bigan, whan naturcl lawc was in his right 
point in paradys; and it was ordeyned that no man sholde 6oi 
liavc but 0 womman, and o womman but o man, as scith 
scint Augustin, by manyc resouns. 

^[78. First, for mariage is figured bitwixe Crist and holy 
chirche. And that other is, for a man is heved of a 
womman; algate, by ordinaunce it sholde be so. For if a 
womman had mo men than oon, thanne sholde she ha\e 
mo hevcdcs than oon, and that were an horrible thing 
l^iforn god; and eek a womman nc mightc nat plcsc to 
many folk „l And also ther nc sholde nevere be pees 
nc rcstc amonges hem; for cverich wolde axen his owene 
thing. And forthcr-over, no man nc sholde knowe his 
owene engendrure, ne who sholde ha\'e his heritage; and 
the womman sholde been the lassc biloved, fro the time 
that she were conjoynt to many men. 

<[79. Now comth, how that a man sholde here him with 
his wyf; and namely, in two thinges, that is to scyn 
in suffraunce and reverence, as shewed Crist whan he made 
first womman. For he nc made hir nat of the licvcd of 
Adam, for she sholde nat clayme to greet lordshipc. For 
thcr-as the womman hath the maistrie, she maketh to 
muchc desray; ther neden none ensamples of this. 'ITit 
experience of day by day oghte suffyse. Also certes, god ne 
made nat womman of the foot of Adam, for she ne sholde 
nat been holdcn to lowc; for she can nat paciently suftre: 
but god made womman of the rib of Adam, for womman 
sholde be fclawc un-to man. Man sholde bere him to his 
wyf in feith, in trouthc, and in love, as seith seint Paul: 
that ‘a man sholde loven his wyf as Crist loved holy chirche, 
that loved it so w^el that he deyde for it.' So sholde a man 
for his wyf, if it were nede. 

i[ 8 o. Now how that a womman sholde be subget to hir 



housbonde^ that telleth seint Peter. First, in obedi- 
ence. And eek, as seith the decree, a womman that is a \vyf, 
as longe as she is a wyf, she hath noon auctoritce to swere 
THE ne here witnesse with-oiite leve of hir housbonde, that is 
CANTER- hir lord; algate, he sholde be so by resoun. She sholde cck 
BURT serven him in alle honcstce, and been attempree of hir 
TALES array. I wot wel that they sholde setten hir entente to 
plesen hir housbondes, but nat by hir queyntise of array. 
6o S eint Jerome seith, that wyves that been apparailled in silk 

and in precious purpre ne mowc nat clothcn hem in jesu 
Crist. What seith seint John eck in this matere? Seint 
Gregorie eek seith, that no wight seketh precious array but 
only for veyne glorie, to been honoured the more biforn 
the peplc. It is a greet folye, a womman to have a fair array 
outward and in hir-sclf be foul inward. A wyf sholde eck 
be mcsurable in lokihge and in beringe and in laughinge, 
and discreet in alle hir wordes and hir dcdcs. And aboven 
alle worldly thing she sholde loven hir housbonde with al 
hir herte, and to him be trewe of hir bodj^; so sholde an 
housbond eek be to his wyf. For sith that al the body is the 
housbondes, so sholde hir herte been, or dies Ihcr is bitwixe 
hem two, as in that, no parfit mariage. Tlianne shal men 
understonde that for three thinges a man and his wyf 
fleshly mowen assemble. The firste is in entente of en- 
gehdrurc of children to the service of god, for certes that is 
the cause fynal of matrimoine. Another cause is, to yelden 
everich of hem to other the dette of hir bodies, for neither 
of hem hath power over his owene body. 1"he thridde is, 
for to eschewe lecherye and vileinyc. The ferthe is for sothe 
deedly sinne. As to the firste, it is mcritorie; the seconde 
also; for, as seith the decree, that she hath mcrite of chas- 
titee that yeldeth to hir housbonde the dette of hir body, 
ye, though it be agayn hir lykingc and the lust of hir herte. 
Tlic thridde manere is venial sinne, and trewely scarsly may 
ther any of thisc be with-oute venial sinne, for the cor- 
rupcion and for the delyt. The fourthe manere is for to 
understonde, if they assemble only for amorous love and 
for noon of the forseyde causes, but for to accomplice thilke 
brenninge delyt, they rekke nevere how oftc, sothly it is 



deadly sinne; and yet> with sorwe, somme folk wol pcynen 
hem more to doon than to hir appetyt suffyseth. 

<[8i. The scconde mancre of chastitee is for to been a 
clene widewe, and eschue the embracinges of man, 
and desyren the embracinge of Jesu Crist. Thisc been tho 
that han been wyves and han forgoon hir housbondes, and 
eek wommen that han doon Iceherie and been releeved by 
Penitenee. And eertes, if that a wyf eoude kepe hir al 
ehaast by lieenee of hir housbonde, so that she yeve nevcrc 
noon oeeasion that he agilte, it were to hire a greet merite. 
lliise manere wommen that x)bserven ehastitee moste be 
elenc in herte as well as in body and in thoght, and mesiir- 
able in clothinge and in eontenaunee; and been abstinent 
in etinge and drinkinge, in spekinge, and in dedc. They 
been the vessel or the boyste of the blissed Magdalene, that 
fulfillcth holy ehirche of good odour. The thridde mancre 
of chastitee is virginitee, and it bihoveth that she be holy 
in herte ?j1v 1 dene of body; thanne is she spouse to Jesu 
Crist, and she is the lyf of angeles. She is the preisinge of 
this world, and she is as thise martirs in egalitee; she hath 
in liir that tonge may nat telle ne herte thinke. Virginitee 
baar oure lord Jesu Crist, and virgine was him-sclvc. 

([82. Another remedie agayns Lechcrie is, specially to 
withdrawen swiche thinges as yeve occasion to thilke 
vileinyc; as ese, etinge and drinkinge; for eertes, whan the 
pot boylcth strongly, the beste remedie is to withdrawe the 
fyr. Slcpinge longe in greet quiete is eek a greet norice to 
Lechcrie. 

{[ 83 . Another remedie agayns Lecherie is, that a man or a 
womman eschue the companye of hem by whiche he 
douteth to be tempted; for al-be-it so that the dede is with- 
stonden, yet is ther greet temptacioun. Soothly a whyt wal, 
although it ne brenne noght fully by stikinge of a candele, 
yet is the wal blak of the leyt. Pul ofte tyme I rede, that 
no man truste in his owene perfcccioun, but he be stronger 
than Sampson, and holier than David, and wyscr than 
Salomon. 

1(84. Now after that I have declared yow, as I can, the 
sevene deedly sinnes, and somme of hir braunches 
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and hir remedies, soothly, if I coude, I wolde telle yow the 
ten comandements. But so heigh a doctrine I Icte to di- 
vines. Nathelees, I hope to god they been touched in this 
tretice, everich of hem allc. 

De Confessione 

|[85. Now for-as-muche as the second partic of Penitence 
stant in Confessioun of mouth, as I bigan in the 
firste chapitre, I scyc, seint Augustin scith: sinne is c\'cry 
word and every dede, and al that men coveiten agayn the 
lawe of Jesu Crist; and this is for to sinne in hertc, in 
mouth, and in dede, by thy fyve wittes, that been siglite, 
heringe, smellingc, tastinge or savouringe, and fclinge. Now 
is it good to understonde that that agreggeth mucliel every 
sinne. Thou shalt considcrc what thou art that doost the 
sinne, whether thou be male or femelc, yong or old, gen til 
or thral, free or sen^ant, hool or syk, wedded or scnglc, 
ordred or unordred, wys or fool, clerk or scculcr; if she be of 
thy kinrede, bodily or goostly, or noon; if any of thy kinrede 
have sinned with hir or noon, and manye mo thinges. 

|[86. Another circumstauncc is this; whether it be doon 
in fornicacioun, or in avoutrie, or noon; incest, or 
npon; mayden, or noon; in mancrc of homicyde, or noon; 
horrible grete sinnes, or smale; and how longc thou hast 
continued in sinne. TTie thridde circumstaunce is the place 
,thcr thou hast do sinne; whether in other mennes hous or 
in thyn owene; in feeld or in chirche, or in chirche-hawc; 
in chirche dedicat, or noon. For if the chirche be haiwed, 
and man or woman spille his kinde in-with that place by 
wey of sinne, or by wikked temptacion, the chirche is en- 
tredited til it be reconciled by the bishop; and the preest 
that dide swich a vileinye, to terme of al his lyf, he sholdc 
na-morc singe masse; and if he dide, he sholdc doon deedly 
sinne at every tyme that he so songc masse. The fourthe 
circumstaunce is, by whiche mediatours or by whichc mes- 
sagers, as for entycement, or for consentement to here com- 
payne with felaweshipe; for many a wrecche, for to here 
companye, wil go to the devel of helle. Wher-fore they that 



eggen or consenten to the sinne been parteners of the 
sinne, and of the dampnacioun of the sinner. ITie fifthe 
circumstaunce is, how manye tymcs that he hath sinned, if 
it be in his mindc, and how oftc that he hath falle. For he 
that ofte falleth in sinne, he despiseth the mercy of god, 
and encrecsscth his sinne, and is unkinde to Crist; and he 
wexeth the more feblc to withstonde sinne, and sinneth the 
more lightly, and the latter aryseth, and is the more eschew 
for to shryven him, namely, to him that is his confessour. 
For which that folk, whan they falle agayn in hir olde folies, 
outher tlicy forleten hit olde contessours al outrely, or ellcs 
they departen hir shrift in diverse places; but soothly, swich 
departed shrift deserveth no mercy of god of hise sinnes. 
The sixte circumstaunce is, why that a man sinneth, as by 
whiche temptacioun; and if him-sclf procure thilke tempta- 
cioun, or by the exeytinge of other folk; or if he sinne with 
a womman by force, or by hir owene assent; or if the 
womman, ma^aree hir heed, hath been afforced, or noon; 
this shal she telle; tor coveitise, or for poverte, and if it was 
hir procuringc, or noon; and swiche manere barneys. The 
seventhe circumstaunce is, in what manere he hath doon 
his sinne, or how tliat she hath suflFred that folk han doon 
to hir. And tlic same shal the man telle pleynly, with alle 
circumstaunces; and whether he hath sinned with comune 
bordel-wommen, or noon; or doon his sinne in holy tymes, 
or noon; in fasting-tymes, or noon; or biforn his shrifte, or 
after his latter shrifte; and hath, per-aventurc, broken thcr- 
fore his penance enjoyned; by whos help and whos conseil; 
by sorcerie or craft; al moste be told. Alle thise thinges, 
after that they been grete or smale, engreggen the con- 
science of man. And eck the preest that is thy juge, may 
the bettre been avysed of his jugement in yevinge of thy 
penaunce, and that is after thy contricioun. For understond 
wel, that after tyme that a man hath dcfoulcd his baptesme 
by sinne, if he woIe come to salvacioun, ther is noon other 
wey but by penitence and shrifte and satisfaccioun; and 
namely by the two, if ther be a confessour to which he may 
shryven him; and the thridde, if he have lyf to parfournen 
it. 
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([87. Thanne shal man looke and considere, that if he 
wole maken a trcwe and a profitable confessioun, 
ther moste be foure condicioiins. First, it moot been in 
THE sorweful bitternesse of hcrte, as scyde the king Ezekias to 
CANTER- god: ‘I wol remembre me allc the ycrcs of my lyf in bitter- 
BURY nesse of myn herte/ lliis condicioun of bitternesse hath 
TALES fyve signes. The firste is, that confessioun moste be shame- 
fast, nat for to covere ne hyden his sinne, for he hath agilt 
606 his god and dcfoulcd his soule. And her-of seith scint 
Augustin: 'the herte travailleth for shame of his sinne'; and 
for he hath greet shamefastnesse, he is digne to have greet 
mercy of god. Swich was the confession of the publican, 
that wolde nat heven up hise cycn to hevene, for he hadde 
offended god of hevene; for which shamefastnesse he hadde 
anon the mercy of god. And thcr-of seith scint Augustin, 
that swich shamefast folk been next forycvcncssc and re- 
missioun. Another signe is humilitce in confessioun; of 
which seith seint Peter, 'Humbleth yow under the might 
of god.' The bond of god is mighty in confession, for 
ther-by god foryeveth thee thy sinnes; for he allone hath 
the power. And this humilitce shal been in hcrte, and in 
signe outward; for right as he hath humilitee to god in his 
herte, right so sholde he humble his body outward to the 
preest that sit in goddes place. For which in no manere, sith 
that Crist is sovereyn and the preest mene and mediatour 
bitwixe Crist and the sinnere, and the sinnere is the lastc by 
^wey of resoun, thanne sholde nat the sinnere sittc as heighe 
as his confessour, but knclc biforn him or at his feet, but-if 
maladie destourbe it. For he shal nat taken kepe who sit 
there, but in whos place that he sitteth. A man that hath 
trespased to a lord, and comth for to axe mercy and maken 
his accord, and set him doun anon by the lord, men wolde 
holden him outrageous, and nat worthy so sone for to have 
remissioun ne mercy. IT.e thriddc signe is, how that tliy 
shrift sholde be fill of teres, if man may; and if man may 
nat wepe with hise bodily eycn, lat him wepe in herte. 
Swich was the confession of scint Peter; for after that he 
hadde forsake Jesu Crist, he wentc out and weep ful bit- 
terly. Hie fourthe signe is, that he ne lettc nat for shame to 
shewen his confessioun. Swich was the confessioun of the 



Magdelene, that ne spared, for no shame of hem that weren 
atte feste, for to go to oure lord Jesu Crist and biknowe to 
him hir sinnes. The fifthe sigpc is, that a man or a womman 
be obeisant to receyvcn the penaunce that him is enjoyned 
for hise sinnes; for ccrtcs Jesu Crist, for the giltes of a man, 
was obedient to the deeth. 

|[88. The secondc condicion of verray confession is, that 
it be hastily doon; for ccrtcs, if a man hadde a decdly 
wounde, evere the lenger that he taried to warisshe him- 
self, tlic more wolde it corrupte and haste him to his deeth; 
and eck the wounde wolde be the wors for to hclc. And 
right so farcth sinne, that longe tyme is in a man unshewed. 
Certes, a man oghte hastily shewen hise sinnes for manye 
causes; as for dredc of deeth, that cometh often sodcnly, 
and is in no ccrtcyn what tyinc it shal be, ne in what place; 
and eck the drccchingc of o synne draweth in another; and 
eek the lenger that he tarieth, the ferther he is fro Crist. 
And if he ''bvde to his lastc day, scarsly may he shryven 
him or remembre him of hise sinnes, or repenten him, for 
the grevous maladie of his deeth. And for-as-muche as he 
ne hath nat in his lyf herkned Jesu Crist, whanne he hath 
spoken, he shal crye to Jesu Crist at his laste day, 
and scarsly wol he herkne him. And understond that this 
condicioun moste han foure thinges. Thy shrift mostc be 
purveyed bifore and avysed; for wikked haste doth no profit; 
and that a man conne shryve him of hise sinnes, be it of 
pryde, or of envye, and so forth of the speces and circum- 
stances; and that he have comprehended in his minde the 
nombre and the greetnesse of hise sinnes, and how longe 
that he hath Icyn in sinne; and eck that he be contrit of 
hise sinnes, and in stedefast purpos, by the grace of god, 
nevere eft to fallc in sinne; and eek that he drede and 
countrewaite him-self, that he flee the oceasiouns of sinne 
to wiche he is enclyned. Also thou shalt shryve thee of alle 
thy sinnes to o man, and nat a parcel to o man and a parcel 
to another; that is to understonde, in entente to departe 
thy confessioun as for shame or dredc; for it nis but 
stranglinge of thy soule. For certes, Jesu Crist is entierly al 
good; in him nis noon inperfeccioun; and therfore outlier 
he forj^cveth al parfitly or never a dccl. I scyc iiiit that if 
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thou be assigned to the penitauncer for certein sinne, that 
thou art bounde to shewen him al the remenaunt of thy 
sinnes, of whiche thou hast be shriven to thy curat, but-if 
THE it lyke to thee of thyn humilitec; this is no departinge of 
CANTER- shrifte. Ne 1 seye nat, ther-as I speke of divisioun of confes- 
BURY sioiin, that if thou have lyccnce for to shryve thee to a 
TALES discreet and an honeste preest, where thee lyketh, and by 
lyccnce of thy curat, that thou ne mayst wel shryve thee to 
608 him of allc thy sinnes. But lat no blotte be bihinde; lat no 
sinne been untold, as fer as thou hast remembraunce. And 
whan thou shalt be shriven to thy curat, telle him eek alle 
the sinnes that thou hast doon sin thou were last y-shrivenj 
this is no wikked entente of divisioun of shrifte. 

([89. Also the verray shrifte axeth certcine condiciouiis. 

First, that thou shryve thee by thy free wil, noght 
constreyned, ne for shame of folk, ne for maladie, ne swiche 
thinges; for it is resoun that he that trespasseth by his free 
wil, that by his free wil he confesse his trespas; and that 
noon other man telle his sinne but he him-self, ne he shal 
nat nayte ne denye his sinne, ne wratthe him agayn the 
preest for his amonestinge to leve sinne. The seconde con- 
dicioun is, that thy shrift be laweful; that is to scyn, that 
thou that shryvest thee, and eek the preest that hcreth thy 
confessioun, been verraily in the feith of holy chirche; and 
that a man ne be nat despeired of the mercy of Jesu Crist, 
as Caym or Judas. And eelc a man moot accusen him-self of 
his owene trespas, and nat another; but he shal blame and 
'wyten him-self and his owene malice of his sinne, and noon 
othei; but nathclees, if that another man be occasioun or 
entycer of his sinne, or the estaat of a persone be swich 
thurgh which his sinne is agregged, or elles that he may nat 



ne be nat to bakbyte the persone, but only to declaren his 
confessioun. 

|[90. Thou ne shalt nat eek make no lesinges in thy con- 
fessioun; for humilitee, per-aventure, to seyn that 
thou hast doon sinnes of whiche that thou were nevere gilty. 
For seint Augustin seith: if thou, by cause of thyn humili- 
tee, makest lesinges on thy-self, though thou ne were nat in 



sinne biforn, yet artow thanne in sinne thurgh thy lesinges. 
Thou most eek shewe thy sinne by thyn owcne propre 
mouth, but thou be wexe doumb, and nat by no Icttrc; for 
thou that hast doon the sinne, thou shalt have the shame 
therfore. Thou shalt nat eek pcynte thy confessioun by faire 
subtile wordcs, to covere the more thy sinne; for thanne 
bigylestow thy-sclf and nat the preest; thou most tellen it 
pleynly, be it nevere so foul nc so horrible. Thou shalt eek 
shryve thee to a preest that is discreet to conseille thee, and 
eek thou shalt nat shryve thee for veyne glorie, ne for 
ypocrisye, ne for no cause, but only for the doiite of Jesu 
Crist and the hele of thy soule. Thou shalt nat eek renne 
to the preest sodeynly, to tellen him lightly thy sinne, as 
who-so telleth a jape or a tale, but avyscly and with greet 
devocioun. And generally, shryve thee ofte. If thou ofte 
falle, ofte thou aryse by confessioun. And though thou 
shryve thee ofter than ones of sinne, of which thou hast be 
shriven, it i: ^he more merite. And, as seith seint Augustin, 
thou shalt have the more lightly relesing and grace of god, 
bothe of sinne and of peyne. And certes, ones a yere attc 
leeste wey it is laweful for to been houslcd; for certes ones 
a yere alle thinges renovellen. 
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Explicit secunda pars Penitencie; et sequitur terda pars eiusr 
dem, de Satisfaccione 


<[91- Now have I told you of verray Confessioun that is 
the seconde partie of Penitence. 

The thriddc partie of Penitence is Satisfaccioun; and that 
stant most generally in almesse and in bodily peyne. Now 
been ther three manere of almcsscs; contiicion of herte, 
wher a man offrctli himself to god; another is, to han pitee 
of defaute of hise neighcborcs; and the thridde is, in yev- 
inge of good conseil goostly and bodily, where men han 
nede, and namely in sustenaunce of mannes fode. And tak 
keep, that a man hath need of thisc thinges generally; he 
hath nede of fode, he hath nede of clothing, and herberwe, 
he hath nede of charitable conscil, and visitingc in prisone 
and in maladie, and sepulture of his dede body. And if thou 
mayst nat visite the nedeful with thy persone, visite him 



by thy message and by thy yiftes. Thise been generally 
almesses or werkes of charitee of hem than han tcmporel 
richesses or discrecioun in conseilinge. Of thise werkes 
THE shaltow heren at the day of dome. 

CANTER- |[92. Thise almesses shaltow doon of thyne owene propre 
bury thinges, and hastily, and prively if thou mayst; but 

TALES nathelees, if thou mayst nat doon it prively, thou shalt nat 
forbere to doon almesse though men seen it; so that it be 
610 nat doon for thank of the world, but only for thank of Jesu 
Crist. For as witnesseth seint Mathew, capitulo quinto, 'A 
citee may nat been hid that is set on a montayne; ne men 
lighte nat a lanteme and put it under a busshcl; but men 
sette it on a candle-stikke, to yeve light to the men in the 
hous. Right so shal youre light lighten bifore men, that 
they may seen youre gode werkes, and glorifie youre fader 
that is in hevene.' 

|[93. Now as to speken of bodily peyne, it stant in 
preyeres, in wakinges, in fastinges, in vertuoiise 
teehinges of orisouns. And ye shul understonde, that ori- 
souns or preyeres is for to seyn a pitous wil of herte, that 
redresseth it in god and expresseth it by word outward, to 
remoeven harmes and to han thinges espirituel and durable, 
and somtyme temporel thinges; of whiche orisouns, eertes, 
in the orisoun of the Pater-noster, hath Jesu Crist enclosed 
most thinges. Certes, it is privileged of three thinges in his 
dignitce, for which it is more digne than any othere prcycrc; 
for that Jesu Crist him-self maked it; and it is short, for it 
'sholdc be coud the more lightly, and for to with -h olden it 
the more csily in herte, and helpen him-self the ofter with 
the orisoun; and for a man sholde be the lasse wery to scycn 
it, and for a man may nat excusen him to lerne it, it is so 
short and so esy; and for it comprehendeth in it-sclf alle 
gode preyeres. T^e exposicioun of this holy preycre, that is 
so excellent and digne, I bitake to thise maistres of the- 
ologie; save thus muchel wol I seyn: that, whan thou 
prayest that god sholde foryeve thee thy giltes as thou 
foryevest him that agilten to thee, be ful wcl war that thou 
be nat out of charitee. This holy orisoun amenuseth eek 
venial sinne; and therfore it aperteneth specially to peni- 
tence. 



|[94* This preyere moste be trewely scyd and in verray 
feith, and that men preye to god ordinatly and dis- 
creetly and devoutly; and alwey a man shal putten his wil 
to be subget to the wille of god. This orisoun moste eek the 
been seyd with greet humblesse and ful pure; honestly, Persona 
and nat to the anoyaunce of any man or womman. It moste tale 
eek been continued with the werkes of charitee. It avayleth 
eek agayn the vyces of the soule; for, as seith seint Jerome, 

‘By fastinge been saved the vyces of the flesh, and by 6ll 
preyere the vyees of the soule.* 

|[95. After this, thou shalt understonde, that bodily peyne 
stant in wakingc; for Jesu Crist seith, ‘waketh, and 
preyeth that ye ne entre in wikked temptacioun.* Ye shul 
understanden also, that fastinge stant in three thinges; in 
forberinge of bodily mete and drinkc, and in forberinge of 
worldly jolitee, and in forberinge of decdly sinne; this is to 
seyn, that a man shal kepen him fro decdly sinne with al 
his might. 

<[96. Ard ll.cu shalt understanden eek, that god or- 
deyned fastinge; and to fastinge appertenen foure 
thinges. Largencsse to povre folk, gladnesse of herte es- 
pirituel, nat to been angry ne anoyed, ne grucche for he 
fasteth; and also resonablc hourc for to ete by mesnre; that 
is for to seyn, a man shal nat ete in untyme ne sittc the 
longer at his table to etc for he fasteth. 

<[97. Thanne shaltow understonde, that bodily peyne 
stant in disciplyne or tccliingc, by word or by wryt- 
ingc, nr in cnsample. Also in weringe of heyres or of stamin, 
or of haubergeons on hir naked flesh, for Cristes sake, and 
swiche inanere penances. But war thee wel that swichc 
mancrc penances on thy flesh ne make nat thyn herte bitter 
or angry or anoyed of thy-sclf; for bettre is to caste awey 
thyn heyre, than for to caste away the sikernesse of Jesu 
Crist. And therfore seith seint Paul: ‘Clothe yow, as the^ 
that been chosen of god, in herte of misericorde, debo 
nairetec, suffraunce, and swich mancre of clothinge*; ol 
whiche Jesu Crist is more apayed than of heyres, 01 
haubergeons, or hauberkes. 

^[98. Thanne is disciplyne eek in knokkinge of thy brest, 
in scourginge with yerdes, in knelinges, in tribula 



THE 

CANTER- 

BURY 

TALES 

612 


cions; in suffringe paciently wronges that been doon to 
thee, and eck in pacicnt suSraunce of maladies, or lesinge 
of worldly catel, or of wyf, or of child, or othere frccndes. 

|[99. Thanne shaltow understonde, whiche tliinges des- 
tourben penaunce; and this is in four maneres, that 
is, drede, shame, hope, and wanhope, that is, desperacion. 
And for to speke first of drede; for which he weneth that 
he may suffre no penaunce; ther-agayns is remedic for to 
thinke, that bodily penaunce is but short and litel at regard 
of the peyne of hclle, that is so cruel and so long, that it 
lasteth with-outen ende. 

J[ioo. Now again the shame that a man hath to shryven 
him, and namely, thise ypocrites that wolden been 
holdcn so parfite that they han no node to shryven hem; 
agayns that shame, sholde a man thinke that, by wey of 
resoun, that he that hath nat been ashamed to doon foule 
thinges, certes him oughte nat been ashamed to do faire 
thinges, and that is confessiouns. A man sholde cek thinke, 
that god seeth and woot alle hise thoughtes and alle hise 
werkes; to him may no thing been hid ne covered. Men 
sholden eek remembren hem of the shame that is to come 
at the day of dome, to hem that been nat penitent and 
shriven in this present lyf. For alle the creatures in erthe 
and in helle shullen seen apertly al that they hyden in 
this world. 

<[ioi. Now for to speken of the hope of hem that been 
necligent and slowe to shryven licm, that stant in 
.two maneres. That oon is, that he hopeth for to live longe 
and for to purchacen muchc richesse for his dclyt, and 
thanne he wol shryven him; and, as he seith, him semeth 
thanne tymely y-nough to come to shrifte. Another is, sur- 
quidric that he hath in Cristes mercy. Agayns the firstc vyce, 
he shal thinke, that oure lyf is in no sikerncssc; and eek that 
alle the rich esses in this world ben in aventure, and passen 
as a shadwc on the wal. And, as seith seint Gregorie, that it 
aperteneth to the grete rightwisnesse of god, that nevere 
shal the peyne stinte of hem that nevere wolde withdrawen 
hem fro sinne, hir thankes, but ay continue in sinne; for 
thilke perpetual wil to do sinne shul they han perpetuel 
peyne. 



|[i02. Wanhope is in two maneres: the firstc wanhope is 
in the mercy of Crist; that other is that they 
thinken, that they iie mighte nat longe persevere in good- 
nesse. Tlie firste wanhope comth of that he demeth that' 
he hath sinned so grcctly and so ofte, and so longe Icyn in 
sinne, that he shal nat be saved. Certes, agayns that cursed 
wanhope sholde he thinkc, that the passion of Jesu Crist is 
more strong for to unbinde than sinne is strong for to 
binde. Agayns the seconde wanhope, he shal thinke, that 
as ofte as he falleth he may aryse agayn by penitence. And 
thogh he never so longe have leyn in sinne, the mcrcy of 
Crist is alwey redy to rcceivcn him to mercy. Agayns the 
wanhope, that he demeth that he sholde nat longe per- 
severe in goodnesse, he shal thinkc, that the fcblesse of the 
devel may no-thing doon but-if men wol suffren him; and 
eek he shal han strengthc of the help of god, and of al holy 
chirchc, and of the protcccioun of aungcls, if him list. 
|[i03. Thanne shal men understonde what is the fruit of 
penaunce; and, after the word of Jesu Crist, it is 
the endelces blissc of hevenc, thcr joye hath no con- 
trarioustcc of wo nc grevaunce, thcr alle harmes been passed 
of this present lyf; ther-as is the sikerncssc fro the peyne 
of hclle; thcr-as is the blisful companye, that rejoysen hem 
everemo, evcrich of othercs joye; thcr-as the body of man, 
that whylom was foul and derk, is more clccr than the 
sonne; thcr-as the body, that whylom was syk, freele, and 
fcble, and mortal, is inmortal, and so strong and so hool 
that ther nay no-thing apeyren it; thcr-as ne is neither 
hunger, thurst, nc cold, but every sonic rcplenissed with 
the sighte of the parfit knowinge of god. This blisful regne 
may men purchace by poverte espiritucl, and the glorie by 
lowcncssc; the plentce of joye by hunger and thurst, and 
the restc by travaille; and the lyf by deeth and mortificacion 
of sinne. 

Here taketh the maker e of this hook his leve 

|[i04. Now preyc I to hem alle that herkne this litcl treti:> 
or rede, that if ther be any thing in it that lyketh 
hem, that ther-of they thanken oure lord Jesu Crist, of 
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whom procedeth al wit and al goodnesse. And if ther be 
any thing that displese hem, I preye hem also that they 
arrette it to the defaute of myn unconninge, and nat to my 
wil, that wolde ful fayn have seyd bcttre if I hadde had 
conninge. For ourc bokc seith, ‘al tliat is writen is writcn 
for oure doctrine*; and that is myn entente. Wherfore I 
bescke yow mekcly for the mercy of god, that ye preye for 
me, that Crist have mercy on me and foryeve me my giltes: 
— and namely, of my translacions and endytinges of worldly 
vanitees, the whiche I revoke in my retracciouns: as is the 
book of Troilus; The book also of Fame; The book of the 
nynctene Ladies; The book of the Duchesse; The book of 
scint Valentyncs day of the Parlcment of Briddes; Tlic talcs 
of Caimterbury, thilke that soiincn in-to sinne; Tlie book 
of the Leoun; and many another book, if they were in my 
remembrance; and many a song and many a lecherous lay; 
that Crist for his grete mercy foryeve me tlje sinne. But of 
the translacion of Bocce de Consolacionc, and othere bokes 
of Legendes of seintes, and omclics, and moralitec, and 
devocioun, that thanke I ourc lord jesu Crist and his blisful 
modcr, and alle the seintes of hcvcnc; bisekinge hem that 
tliey from hennes-forth, un-to my lyves ende, sende me 
grace to biwayle my giltes, and to studie to the salvacioun 
of my soulc: — and graiinte me grace of verray penitence, 
confessioun and satisfaccioun to doon in this present lyf; 
thurgh the benigne grace of him that is king of kinges and 
preest over alle preestes, that boghtc us with the precious 
blood of his herte; so that I may been oon of hem at the 
day of dome that shulle be saved: Qui cum patre, &c. 

Here is ended 

the hook of the Tales of Caunterhury 
comfiled by Geffrey Chaucer 
of whos soule 
Jesu Crist have mercy 
AMEN 



Note on the Language and Metre 


A READER who talces up Chaucer for the first time in an edition 
like this, which aims at reproducing the text as he wrote it, will 
probably wender why the three centuries that have passed since 
Shakespeare died have changed the language so little, and why 
two centuues more should make Chaucer's English seem difficult 
and remote. Difference of dialect will not account for it, for 
Chaucer was a Londoner, and except where the North-country 
clerks appear in the Reeve* s Talc, he writes in the dialect of Lon- 
don, which is Shakespeare's too. Nor are changes in the quality of 
sounds (important as they are) a main cause of difficulty; for few 
readers of Shakespeare stop to consider what his pronunciation 
was, and probably not many of those who read Chaucer for 
pleasure would gain much by knowing that he pronounced ou in 
hous, thou, &c., like our oo in ‘loose'; or the long i sound in 
wyde ‘wide,' whyt ‘white,' &c. (spelt y in this edition to distin- 
guish it from short i in wjt) as in our ‘machine.' 

Part of the explanation lies in the number of Chaucer's words 
that have become obsolete (e.g. on p. 7 feme ‘distant,' halwe^ 
‘saints,' coiithe ‘famous'), and in the much greater number that 
have changed their meanings (e.g. on the same page vertu ‘quick- 
ening power,' croppes ‘shoots,' fovvJcs ‘birds,' corages ‘hearti>’). 
Such loss and change go on incessantly; but the attractions of 
Elizabethan poetry, the conserving power of the language of the 
Bible, and the place of Shakespeare in modern studies, all tend to 
keep alive the vocabulary that was in use about 1600: even words 
and meanings that are no longer used are recognized in print. Be- 
sides, from Shakespeare's time to the present there is an unbroken 
line of authors and works that arc commonly read, so that change 
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is concealed by slow gradations. With Chaucer it is otherwise. In 
the gap of nearly two centuries between the Canterbuiy Tales 
(about 1386) and the great Elizabethans there is no work that 
is much read in its original form, and the considerable changes 
that took place in this interval seem greater than they are because 
we come upon them abruptly. 

Yet the changes in vocabulary are not the most important. It so 
happens that all the obsolete words on p. 7 occur in one line; and 
if feme does not survive, its base far does; if we have not halwes 
or coutbc there are memorials of them in 'All Hallows' and 'un- 
couth.' The changes in grammar and spelling are revolutionary by 
comparison. 

From the earliest times English has been shedding its inflex- 
ions. By Chaucer's day they were not more numerous in Northern 
English than they are in modem English. But in the London area, 
and so in Chaucer's speech, many inflexions that disappeared in 
the fifteenth century were still pronounced as separate syllables 
and had a grammatical value. For our present purposes the regular 
inflexions are more important than isolated survivals, and the first 
two pages of the text will usually supply examples. 

NOUNS. The genitive sing, ends in -es, which makes a syllable, 
e.g. lord-es werre. The plural of nouns usually ends in -es, e.g. 
shour es sote 'sweet showers'; tendre cropp-es 'tender shoots.' But 
words of two or more syllables borrowed from French often make 
the plural in -s, e.g. palmers, pilgrims. 

ADJECTIVES in the plural usually end in -e, which is a separate 
syllabic, e.g. smal-e fowles. The singular also usually ends in -e if 
it is preceded by a demonstrative word like the, this, his, e.g. the 
yong-e sonne, his half-e cours. 

PRONOUN. The personal pronoun in the 3rd singular is prac- 
tically modern, but (h) it has the possessive his, never its, so that 
the three examples of his on p. 7 are probably not due to per- 
sonification. For the plural 'they,' 'their,' 'them,' Chaucer uses 
they, hir, hem, and it is easy to confuse the possessive plural hir 
'their' with the singular hir 'her,' e.g. at p. 377 (foot) where 
hir livinge means 'their living.' In the 2nd person thou, thee are 
in regular use, though the polite plural ye is used in addressing a 
superior. You, is always objective and is never confused with ye 
nominative. The relative is commonly that; but which, and the 
composite forms the which, the which that, are fairly frequent. 
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Whos and whom arc also used as relatives, but the nominative 
who is only an interrogative or indefinite pronoun. 

VERB. The Infinitive ends in syllabic -en or -e: sek-en or sek-e 
‘seek.’ Shorter forms are go(on), do(oii), be(en), ban ‘have.’ 

The Pres. Indic. is normally y lov e, thou lov-esL he lov-eth, 
we (ye, they) lov-en or hv-e, compared with modem ‘I love,’ ‘he 
loves,’ ‘we love,’ &c. But stems ending in d, t, s, have a short 3rd 
sing., e.g. bit = biddeth, sit = sitteth, rist = riseth. Note that the 
3rd person sing, is the form of a number of impersonal verbs, 
which take the objective case of the pronoun, e.g. me thinketh, 
you liketh, hir list 

The Imperative Plural sometimes ends in -eth, sometimes in 
-e, sometimes has no ending: note at p. 28 (foot) herkneth . . . 
tak, and the series at p. 378, which includes a curious Chaucerian 
usage: as beth ‘be.’ 

The Past Tense of weak verbs singular ends in e, e.g. hadd-e. 
All verbs have in the past plural the ending -en or -e, e.g., wer-en 
beside wer-c. 

The Past Participi.e often has the prefix y-, e.g. y-ronne, y- 
falle. The ending in strong verbs is -en or -e, e.g. holp-en, com-e. 
In weak verbs the ending -ed is a syllable, e.g. bath-ed, inspir-ed. 

This by no means exhausts the list of old endings, but it shows 
that many forms were a syllabic longer in Chaucer’s day than they 
are now, even though the spelling remains unchanged, as in 
bathed, inspired, shires. 

SPELLING. The spelling of Chaucerian manuscripts is more 
phonetic than ours. He pronounced consonant groups like kn-, 
wr-, -gh-, and coude, vitaille, soverayn, goost are truer forms than 
‘could,’ ‘victuals,’ ‘sovereign,’ ‘ghost.’ But modem spelling has 
sometimes the advantage, e.g. in ‘sun,’ ‘sundry,’ where Chaucer 
has sonne, sondry although the sound was u, not o. Identification 
of the words will be easier if the following differences from 
present usage are noted:— 011 and ow were alternatives, e.g. 
shoures, yow; so were eiiey on the one hand and ai:ay on the 
other, and the modern spellings of feith, wey, vcjme, leyde. mayde 
bear witness to a thorough jumbling since, aun- followed by a 
consonant often represents modern an-, e.g. in straunge, Gaunter- 
bury; and er- followed by a consonant is often modern ar-, e.g. 
ferther, werre. 7‘he occurrence of double and single letters is difi 
ferent: compare for the consonants fiil, al, sonne, werre; and foi 
the vowels maad ‘made,’ rote ‘root,’ snioot ‘smote,’ swete ‘sweet/ 
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leet 'let.* Observe that modem ea, oa are represented by e, ee 
and 0, 00, e.g. in seson, breth, cloke, ooth. 

It might seem that modernized spelling, which is usual in edi- 
tions of Shakespeare, would be a short cut through these diffi- 
culties. Yet the circumstances are not parallel. For as a rule, the 
number of syllables in a word in Shakespeare's time was the same 
as it is now; but to modernize Chaucer's spelling is to dock many 
words of a syllable (wer-re, for instance, would become war), and 
to make his smooth-paced verse into the rude jog-trot that Spenser 
and Dryden and Pope supposed it to be. 

METRE. It was Tyrwhitt who recovered the secret of his rhythm 
about 1775, and the following rough rules apply to all the meas- 
ures: (1) -ed, -es are distinct syllables; (2) final -e is a distinct 
syllabic, except before a word beginning with a vowel or h-, when 
it is usually elided; (3) in the endings -ioun, -ient, &c., -i- is a syl- 
lable, e.g. con-dic-i-oun, nac-i-ioiin, pac-i-ent, con-sci-enc-c; (4) 
many French words keep their French accentuation, e.g. licdiir, 
melodye, nature, coriges, aventure. We may now scan two simple 
lines: — 

And b 4 th|ed dver|y vdync | in swich | lic6ur. 

And sm 41 |e fdwljes makjen m 61 |ody|e. 

Note that -e at the line end (e.g. in melody-e) makes a syllable; 
as is shown by rimes like Rome : to me p. 24 (top); ba me : 
blame p. 102 (mid); youthe : allow the p. 456 (foot); tyme : by 
me p. 518. swythe : by the p. 520 (mid). 

.Two more lines (p. 9) will illustrate the elision of -e within 
the verse: — 

Wei coude | he sitte | on h6rs | and fairje rj^dje. 

. He c6ud|e s6ng|es make | and wdl | endytje. 

The rhythm would be monotonous if it were always regular, 
and in fact Chaucer allows himself many of the liberties which are 
familiar in later English verse. He may begin the line with a single 
strong syllable, e.g., p. 14: — 

Twdn|ty b6k|es cl 4 d | in blik | or rded, 
or trippingly, with three syllables, e.g., p. 264 (mid): — 

Fdkke hem up | right as | they grdwe | and 6 te | hem in. 

And the regular fall of the natural stress is often varied by in< 
version: we should not, for instance, read right is in the line last 
quoted. 
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Cjlossary 


The glossary includes hard words and phrases, obsolete mean- 
ings and some proper names which might not be recognized. As 
a rule it is enough to give the usual form of classical names, which 
can be follow#*d up in a dictionary like Lempriere's. To the names 
of saints the annivcisary is added, as a key to collections such as 
Alban Butler's Lives of the Saints. Any one who bears in mind the 
remarks on spelling at p. 615 above, will be saved a good deal of 
searching. 


a, indef. art, a, one; al a, the whole 
of a. 

a. prep, on; a-nighte, by night; a 
three, in three. 
ahayst, amazed, abashed. 
abegge, abeye, pay for. 
a-I>egged, a-begging. 
abit = abideth. 

abo(u)ghte, paid for; see abye. 
abood, pi. abodes, delay. 
abood, pa. t. sg. of abyde. 
aboute, about; in turn. 
abrayde, started {up). 
abregginge, diminishing. 
abroche, to broach. 
abusioun, deceit. 
abyden, await, abide; refrain. 
abye, pay for, suffer for, atone for; 

pp. and pa. t. abo(u)ght(e). 
a-caterawed, a-caterwauling. 
accident, outward appearance; 

change of appearance. 
accidie, sloth. 
achat, purchase. 
achatours, buyers. 


acordaunt (to), in accord {with). 
acordc, to agree; i.iit. 
acustomaunce; had of a., was ac- 
customed. 

adawed, pp. awake. 

Adoun, Adonis. 
adrad, afraid. 

Adriane = Ariadne. 
aferd, afraid. 
affcccioun, desire. 
afTiance, trust. 
afforced, forced. 
afTraycd, afraid, frightened. 
affyle, to make smooth. 
after, according to {as); in expci^i- 
lion of {for); -v^aylc after, to .seek: 
afttr me, according io my com- 
mand. 

agains, against; in answer to; iti^ 
stead of; before, in the presence of; 
to meet; near to. 
agaynward, hack again. 
agilte, o^ff ended. 
ago(ii). ago, gone; dead. 
agregge, to aggravate. 
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agrief; take a, take (it) amiss. 
agrysen, to he horrified (a(). 
aketoun. sleeveless tunic. 
al, adj. all, every; adv. quite; ronj. 
whether, although; al on highte, 
quite doud; al and som(e), the 
whole, one and all; al so, so. 
alambykes, alembics. 
alaunts, hoar-hounds. 
alayes, aUoys. 
albificacioun, whitening. 
alderfirst, first of all; cp. alter, gen. 
pl.0/aU. 

Aldiran, star in the forepaws of Leo. 
alestake, a pole projecting from an 
ale-house to support a sign or bush. 
a]gate(s), always; anyway. 

Algezir, Algegiras, taken from the 
Moors in 1344. 

Alisaundre, Alexandria, captured 
r3fi5‘ 

alkamistre, alchemist. 

Alkarou, the Koran. 

Alla, English king {d. 5S8). 
aller, gen. pi. of all; our allcr, of us 
all; hir aller. of them aU. Cp. alder-, 
allow, to applaud. 
allyed, provided with aid. 
Almageste, Ptokmy^s ^greatest* 
work on Astronomy. 
almesse, alms. 

Alocen, Alhasen, Arabic optician 
(deventh century). 

aloon, done; her aloon, by herself. 
als( 6 ), alswa, dso, so, as. 
Amadrides, Hamadryads. 
amalgaming, making an amdgam 
(of mercury and another mdd). 
aml^s as, double aces (dice). 
amenusc, to diminish. 
amerciments, fines. 
amoved, amoevcd, moved, 
changed; perturbed. 
amonesteth, admonishes; recom- 
mends. 

amy, friend. 

an, on; an heigh, on high, 

anes, once. 

anhange, to hang. 

anientissed, brought to naught. 

anlas, a dagger. 

annudeer, chaplain who sings anni- 
versary masses. 
annunciat, foretold. 
anon(-rightes), immediately. 
anoy, trouble, sadness. 


anoy-ful,-ous, tedious, troublesome, 
disagreeable. 

Antheus, A ntaeus. 

Antony, fyr of seint, erysipelas. 
aomemcnt, adornment. 
apayse; see apese. 
ap(p)allcd, made pale; weakened. 
ap(p)arail(len), prepare. 
ape, ape, dupe. 
apciren, injure, impair. 
aperceivc, perceive. 
apcrt, open, frank. 
apcrtcncth, belongs (to). 
ape%. aiieise, appease. 
ap(p)oscd, questioned. 
approved, approved. 
approwours, informers. 
apykcd, trimmed, adorned. 
arace, to tear away. 
araise, see areysen. 
arches: see ark. 
archewyves, masterful wives. 
arest, rest (for a spear). 
areste, arrest, detention; restraint. 
aret(t)cn, account, impute. 
areysen, to levy. 
a-rewe, in a row. 
arpilc, crude tartar. 
arist ^ ari.seth. 
ark, sun*s daily course. 
arm-greet, thick as one's arm. 
armiix)tente, powerful in arms. 
armoniak, ammoniac. 

Armorik, Brittany. 

Arnold of the Newe Toun, Ar- 
noldus de Villa Nova, taught in 
France (d. 1312). 

Arpics, Harpies. 
arrerage, arrears. 
ars-metryke, arithmetic. 

Art, Ovid's Ars Amatoria. 
artow, art thou. 
anves, arrows. 
aryve, arrival, landing. 
as, so, like; as after, according to; 
as now (noiithe), at present; as 
that, as soon as; with imperative, 
e.g. as lat, pray let; as lene, pray 
lend. 

as, an ace (at dice). 
ascaunce(s), as if, perhaps. 
aslake, diminish, assuage. 
asp, aspen tree. 

aspect, an (astrological) aspect; i.e. 
the position of heavenly bodies rd&- 
live to one another or to an observer, 
assege, to besiege. 



assoilen» absolve. 

Assuere, Ahasuerus. 

assyse, assize, session. 

asterte, to escape. 

astonyed, amazed. 

astor^, stored. 

astromye (for astfonomye). 

aswowne, in a swoon. 

at, at; as to; by; at his large, free; 

at on, at one; at ye, at a glance. 
at-after, after. 
atakc, overtake. 
atazir, evil influence. 
atcmprauncc, moderation. 
atcmpre, adj. modest; v. red. con- 
trol oneself. 

athamaunt, adamant. 
at-ones, at once. 

atoon, at one; bringen atoon, to 
reconcile. 

at-rede, surpass in counsel. 
at-renne, to outrun. 
attained, broached. 
atte, at the; 'Ate beste, in the beA 
way; atte hasard, ai dice. 
Atthalante, -liof 
Attheon, Actaeon. 
attry, venomous. 
a-twinne, apart. 
auctor, author; original. 
auctoritee, authority. 
augrim-stones, counters for calcu- 
lating. 

auntre, to risk. 
auntrous, adventurous. 

Austin, St. Augustine of Hippo, d. 

4JO (Aug. 28). 
avale, to take off. 
avaunce, to profit, advance. 
avaunt, boast. 
avcntayle, front of helmet. 
avcntiu-e, adventure, chance. 
Averrois, Moorish physician of Cor- 
dova (1J26-9S). 

Avicen, A vicenna {97S-1036), Arab 
physician, wrote the C^anon, a 
famous medical text-book. 
avoutier, adulterer. 
avowtrie, adultery. 
avys, advice, deliberation. 
avyse, v. consider; adj. wary. 
avysely, advisedly. 
avysement, deliberaiion. 
await, watch; have in awayt, to 
watch. 

awaite, to watch. 
awen, own. 


aweyward, backwards. 
awroken, avenged. 
axe, ask; axing, question. 
ayeins, against. 
ayeli grandfather. 

ba, to kiss. 

Babilan Tisbee, Thishee of Baby- 
lon. 

bachclrye, young men. 

Bacus, Bacchus {wine). 
bak, rough cloak. 
halaunce; mb., in jeopardy. 
balke, balk; beam. 
balled, bald. 
banes, bones. 
barbre, barbarous. 
barm-clooth, apron. 
barme, bosom, laP. 

Bamabo Viscounte, Bernabo Vis- 
conti of Milan (d. tj8s). 
basilicok, basilisk. 
batailled, battlemented. 
bathe, both. 
bauderye, coarse mirth. 
baudy. dirty. 
bawdrik, baldric. 

Bayard, proverbial name for a 
horse. 

bechen, made of beech. 
bede, to proffer; tell. 
bedes, peire of b., rosary. 
bedrede, bedridden. 
been, pi. bees. 
beere, bier, 
beet, kindle; see bete. 
beggestere, {female) beggar. 
behette; see bihete. 
bekke, to nod. 
bel amy, good friend. 
bele chere, good cheer. 

Belmarye, a N. African state. 
bely, pair of beUvws. 
bely-naked, stark-naked. 
beme, trumpet. 
bendinge, slant-banding. 
benigne, gentle, modest. 
bent, grassy slope. 
beraite, bereft. 

herd, beard; in the herd, face to 
face; make (his) herd, deceive 
{him). 

here, bear; beren on honde, ac- 
cuse; make to believe; here thurgh, 
pierce. 

berm, yeast. 
bem, bam. 
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Bernard, Gordonius, teacher of 
medicine at Montpellier; wrote 
Lilium Medicinae in 130$. 
bet, better. 

bete, improve, help; kindle. 

Bevis; see the Romance of Sir Bern 
of Hampton, ed. K'dlbing, 
E.E.T.S. 
beye, to buy. 
bibbed, imbibed. 
bi-bledde, covered with blood. 
bicched bones, i.e., dice. 
bi-clappe, to catch, trap. 
bidaffed, befooled. 
bidde, to ask; command; pray. 
biheste, n. promise. 
bihete, behote, to promise. 
bihovely, needful. 
biknowe, confess; pa. t. biknew. 
bileve, to remain behind. 
bille, letter; petition. 
biscomed, scorned. 
biseken, beseech. 
bisemare, n. scorn. 
bisette, used, employed. 
biseye, beseen; wcl (yvel) b., fair 
iUl) looking; richely b., splendid. 
bismotered, spotted. 
bispet, spit upon. 
bistad. hard b., in great peril. 
bit » biddeth. 
bitake, commend, commit. 
bitecbe, to entrust (to). 
bitore, bittern.^ 
bitraise, bitraisshe, betray. 
bitydinge, happening. 
biwreye, reve^, betray. 
blankmanger, a 'white' dish made 
of chicken, &c. 

Blee, Blean Forest in Kent. 
blent, deceived. 

blesse, make the sign of the cross 
(over). 

bleynte, blenched. 

blinne, to cease. 

blosme, blossom. 

blyvc, quickly. 

bobance, presumption, boast. 

boce, boss, hump. 

boclcr, buckler. 

bode, pp. bidden. 

Boece, Boethius, d. $24. 
boes, behoves. 
boist, box. 

boistous, roughly; -]y, loudly. 
bokeler, buckler. 
boket, bucket. 


bole armoniak, Armenian clay, * 
styptic. 
bolle, bowl. 

Boloigne (i) Boulogne (Prologue); 

(2) Bologna in Italy. 
bombleth, booms. 
bonde, bondman. 
bone, a boon. 

Book of the nynetene Ladies, 
Chaucer's Legend of Good 
Women. 

boost, boast, talk, noise. 
boot, pa. t. sg. bit. 
boras, borax. 
bord, table; meal; board. 
bordels, brothels. 
borel, coarse, common. 
borwe, n. pledge; v. borrow. 
bos, boss. 

bote, benefit; healing. 
boterflye, butterfly. 
bouk, trunk (of the body). 
boun, prepared. 
bountee, goodness. 
bourde, n. jest; v. to jest. 
boydekir, dagger. 
bracer, bracer, a guard for the arm 
in archery. 

Bradwardyn, Abp. Thomas (d. 

134)) wrote de Causa Dei. 
bragot, honeyed ale. 
brasil, a reddish dye. 
breme, furiously. 
bren, bran. 

brenne, to burn; seehnnwe. 
brenningly, fervently. 
brere, briar. 

breste, brast, brosten, burst. 
bretfiil, bral-, brimfid. 
bretherhed, brotherhood. 
breyde, to awike; snatch. 
brige, contention. 
brike, snare, dilemma. 
brinne, to burn. 

Brixscyde, Briseis. 
brocage, mediation. 

Brok, Badger (name for a horse). 
brokkingc, warbling. 

Bromeholm, in Norfolk, where a 
fragment of the True Ctoss was 
kept. 

brond, firebrand. 
brood, brode, broad. 
brotel, brittle; insecure. 
brouded, embroidered. 
brouke, enjoy, use. 
browding, embroidery. 



broyded, braided. 

Brutus Cassius, a confusion of the 
two persons Brutus and Cassius, 
Brybe, steal, filch. 
bryberycs, ways of robbing. 
bukkes horn, blowc the, have one's 
pains for nothing. 
buHe, build; pp. bulte. 
bulte, to bouh, sift. 
burdoun, bass. 
burel, unlettered; see borcl. 
burifl‘4. tombs. 
burned, burnished. 

Burnel the Asse, the Speculum 
Stultorum of N igel Vi ireker, 
printed by 1 . Wright, Anfilo-l^atin 
Satirists of the Twelfth Century, 
vol. 1 . 

busk, hush. 
but if, unless. 

obedient. 

by and by, in order, 

caas, circumstance, cases. 
cjilceniny r, ’ ’" '''nw. 

Calistoix'fc, nymph Callisto. 
callc, head-dress. 
camaille, camel. 

Canibinskan, (lengis Khan, Mil- 
tons Cambuskan. 
canuisc, flat, snub, 
can, (0 know. 

Ci\ iitebrigRc, Cambridge. 
caiitd, portion, 

CaT)aneus, one of the seven kings 
who besieged Thebes. 
cap^’l, capul, horse. 
cn ppe, cap; set the wrightes capiDe, 
hiade a fool of him. 
carduuit*, heart disease. 
careful, sorrowful. 
careyiie, carcase. 
cariage, tolls, dues. 
carl, man, rustic. 
carpe, to talk. 
carrik, barge. 

cas, ULcident, occasion; to dycn in 
the Ciis, though death be the result; 
see caas. 

Car.sidori, Cassiodorus, d. $ 75 . 
cast, n. plan; occasion. 
caste, to reckon (on); contrive. 
casuelly, by accident. 
catapucc, garden spurge. 
catel, goods, chattels. 


Catoun, Dionysius Cato, supposed 
author of a collection of Moral Dis- 
lichs. 

cavillacioun, cavilling. 

Cedasus, Scedasus (in Plutarch), 
cer^, waxed, sealed. 
cerial ook, holm oak. 
certein, sure(ly), c. gold, a stated 
sum; a c., fl fixed quantity. 
ceruce, white lead. 
cetewale, valerian. 
ceynt, jjiVdfe. 

Ceys. Ceyx (in Ovid, Metamor- 
phoses xi). 

chalTare, wares; trade; matters. 
chalons, blankets. 
chamljcrerc, maidservant. 
chamiiartyo. equality. 
chanon, canon. 
chapman, trader. 
chapman heilc, trad*^. 
charboclc, carbuncle (stone). 
charge, care; burden; of that no c., 
it matters not. 
chargeant, burdensome 
charted, pp tuimht. 
chasleyn, chestnut, 
chauntcric, endowment for singing 
masses. 

cheep, bargain 
chc(e)se, to choose. 
cheestc, wrangling. 
chepe, to bargi.in. 

Chepe, Cheapside (Tondon). 
chere, countenance; manner. 
cheve, thrive, succeed. 
chcvisaunce, dealing; borrowing. 
chiertee, affection. 
chilindrc, small sun-dial. 
chichivacbe, cow-like momster, v>ko 
grew thin on a diet of puil, rt 
wives. 

chimbe, rim of a barrel. 
rhiiichc(rye), niggard [ry). 
chirchc-hawe, church-yard. 
ch jrchc-reves , church-wardens . 
chirketh, chirps. 
chisels, scissors. 
chit = chideih. 
cbitcren, to chatter. 
chivachce, -ye, feat of horseman- 
manship; expedition. 
chydester, a scold. 
ciclatouii, a rick cloth. 
cink, five (at dice). 

Cipioun, Cicero's Somnium Scip*- 
oiii^, annotated by M acrolius. • 
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Cithero, Cicero, 
citole, a harp, 

dtrinacioun, turning lemon colour 
(in alchemy). 

clappe, n. and v. chatter. 
clarree. spiced wine. 
clawe, to rub. 
depen, to call, summon, 
clergeon, chorister, 
dergial, learned. 
dergye, learning. 
diket, latch-key. 
dippp, to embrace. 

Clitemistra, Clytemnestra, 
dobbed, clubbed. 
dom! be sitentt 
doos. dosed. 
dos, dosure, enclosure. 
dote-lcef, burdock leaf. 
dothered, dotted. 
dowe-gilofre, dove. 
cod, bag; stomach. 
cokenay, cockney, milksop. 

Cokkes = Goddes, God's. 
cokkow, cuckoo. 
colde, to grow cold. 
col-fox, Jox with black markings. 
colladoun, conference. 
collects, tables of motions of planets. 
Coloigne, Cologne, where pilgrims 
visited the skrifie of the 2'hree 
Kings. 

colours, ornaments of style. 
colpons, shreds, bundles. 
columbyn, dove-like. 
come, n. coming. 
comestow, contest thou. 

''ommune, adj. general; n. the com- 
mons. 

tompaignable, companionable. 
complexioun, temperament. 
composicioun, agreement. 
comune, a right of using another's 
land. 

comyn, cummin. 
confiture, mixture. 
confus, confounded. 
conne, can, know how to. 
conning, experience, learning. 
conseil, council; counsel{lor). 
consistorie, court of justice. 
constablesse, governor's wife. 
Constantyn (the African), became a 
monk of Monte Cassino, and trans- 
lated tnedical works from Arabic 
(jith cent.). 


constellacioun, influenee of the 
stars. 

contek, strife. 

contenance, gesture, demeanour. 
continued, accompanied. 
contubernial, familiar. 
convertible, equivalent. 
cop, top, hill-top. 
coppe, cup. 
corage, heart, desire. 
cordewane, Cordovan leather. 
corniculere, assistant. 
corrumpable, corruptible. 
cors, body. 
corse, V. curse. 
cosinage, kinship. 
costlewe, costly. 
cote, cot; dungeon. 
couched, embroidered. 
coude, could, knew (how). 
countenance, show, pretext. 
countour, a uditor; office. 
Lountretaille, counter-tally; at the 
c. = back again. 

countrewaite, keep watch (over o; 
against). 

courtepy, short rough coat. 
couthe, knew; pp. knomi. 
coveityse, covetousness, lust. 
covenable, suitable. 
covent, convent of monks. 
coverchief, kerchief. 
covyne, deceitf ultu ss. 
cow, chough; cp. Manciple’s 1 . 
cracching, scratching. 
craketh, croaks; roars 
erased, cracked. 

creant, seith c., ackncwlcdKcs de- 
feat. 

creaunce, n. belief; v. borrow. 
crekes, wUes. 
cryke, creek. 

Crisippus, Chrysippus, Greek writer 
(pioted by Jerome. 

Cristofre, image of St. C. 
croce, cross, staffi. 
crop, top; shoot; summit. 
cropen, pp. crept. 
croper, croupe(r), crupper. 
croslct, crucible. 
crouche, mark with the cross. 
croude, to thrust. 
crouke, pitcher. 
crul(le), curly. 
crydestow, didst thou cry out, 
cucurbites, flasks. 
culpe, guUt. 



cure, care. 

curiositee, fosUdiousness. 
curious, skilful, cartful. 
custume, custom; dues. 
cut, lot. 

Cutberd, Si. CtUkhert {Mar. 20). 

daf, fool. 
dagged, tagged. 
dagon, small piece. 

Dalida, Delilah. 

Damascien, Johannes Damascenus, 
reputed author of medkai Aphor- 
isms translated from Arabic. 
dampne, to condemn. 

Dan, Daun, master, sir. 

Dane, Daphne. 

Dant, Dante {d. 1321). 
dare, to doze, he dazed. 
darreyne, to contest. 
daswen, to be dim. 
daungcr, control; liability. 
daungerous, forbidding; sparing; 

hard to please. 
dawes, day^ 
daweth, dawns. 
debate, do battle. 
deduyt, pleasure. 
de(e)dly, mortal. 
deer, wild animals. 
defence, denial. 
defendaunt, defence. 
dcfcnde, forbid; defend. 
degyse, adj. elaborale. 

Dciscoridcs, Dioscorides, Greek phy- 
sician {2nd cent.). 
ddicacye, amusement. 
dclit(al)le), delightiful). 
deliver, active, clever. 
dclyces, delights. 
denieyne, dominion. 
depardicux, “in God*s name.'' 
departe, to divide. 

Deptford, Deptford. 
deppcr, comp, more deeply. 
dere, to harm. 
dere (ynough a), not worth a. 
derne, secret. 
derre, comp, more dearly. 
dtscensories, vessels for extracting 
oU. 

desclaundred, slandered. 
deshonestee, unseemliness. 
deslavee, foul; unbridled. 
desordeynee, inordinate. 
despence, expenditure. 
despitous, angry, scornful. 


desray, confusion. 
dcstreyne, dis-, constrain, vex. 
devoir, duty. 
devys, direction; wish. 
dcvyse, narrate, explain. 
dextrcr, war-horse. 
deye, dairywoman. 
deynous, arrogant. 
deyntee, n. worth; pleasure. 
deys, platform, dais. 
dighte, prepare, array. 
digne, worthy. 
dilatacioun, diffuseness. 
djschevcle, dishevelled. 
discryven, to describe. 
dis^, distress, unrest. 
disjoynt, difficulty. 
disparage, n and v. dishonour. 
distempcraunce. inclemency. 
distempre, to vex. 
divinistre, diviner. 
divisioun, distinction. 
divynailes, divinations. 
domesman, judge. 
doom, judgement, sentence. 
do(on), do; cause; with inhn., e.g. 
don strepen, cause to be stripped; 
do wey, cease. 
dortour, dormitory. 
dradde, feared. 
draf, n. refuse, chaff. 
draf-sek, sack of chaff. 
drasty, filthy, worthless. 
dreeched, vexed, troubled. 
drecchinge, n. prolonging. 
dredful, cautious, afraid. 
drenchen, to drown; pa. t. dreynte. 
dresse, to prepare. 
drogges, drugs. 
dronkelewe, drunken. 
drough, drew 
drovy, dirty, turbid. 
drugge, to drudge. 
dun is in the myre, game in whkh 
dun, a log representing a horse, 
musl be pulled out of the mire. 
dure, endure; live. 
dwale, sleeping draught. 
dy, je vous dy, I teU you. 

echoon, each one, evtry one. 
eck, also. 
eft, again. 

e{tsone(s), soon after; again. 
egalitee, equality. 
eggement, incitemmU. 
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ligipcien Marie, St. Mary of Egypt 

even(e/, average; adv. closely. 


{April 2 ). 

evene-cristene, fellow Christian. 


egre, bitter, keen. 

everich, each, every. 


egremoine, agrimony {plant). 
elenge, miserable. 

everichoon, every one. 

THE 

ew, yew-tree. 

Elcyne, Helen of Troy. 

exametron, hexameter. 

CANTER- 

Elie, Elijah. 

expans, separate{h). 

BURY 

Elisee, Elisha. 

esg- 

elleboT, hellebore. 

eyle, to ail. 

TALES 

Glossary 

elvish, abstracted, *daft.* 
cmbrouclcd, embroidered. 

Ezekias, Hezekiah. 

embusshements, ambuscades. 

facounde, eloquence. 
fader, gen. father's. 


Emelward, to E., towards Emilia 

626 

{N. Italy). 

fadme, fathoms. 

emforth, to the extent of. 

fair(nessc), goodiness). 


empeireden, made worse. 

falding, coarse cloth. 


emplastre, to whitewash. 

falle, to happen. 


emprenting, impression. 

falwe, yellow; brown. 


empte, to empty. 

falwes, fallow ground. 


enbibing, absorption. 

fan, quintan, mark to tilt at 


encense, to offer incense. 

fantomc, delusion. 


enchesoun, occasion. 

fare, conduct; fuss. 


encrccs, increase. 

faren, to go; behave; pa. t. ferde. 


encrcssen, to increase, enrich. 

f arsed, stufed. 


endelong, all along. 

fawc, fain. 


endyte, to write; compose. 

fay, fey, faith. 


Ence, A eneas. 

fcendly, fiendish. 


engreggen, to burden. 

feet, feat; acts. 


engyn, ml; cunning. 

feffed (in), endowed (with). 


engyned, tortured. 

fele, many. 


cnhauncen, to raise. 

Femenye, women, the Amazons. 


enhortc, to exhort. 

fen, Arabic name for the subsections 


cnluting, daubing with clay. 

of Avicenna's C anon. 


enoynt, anointed. 

fer, ferre, ferreste, far, 6rc. 


en^ende, to attend (to). 

ferd(e), went; behaved. 


CJitrcdi ted , interdicted. 

fere, companion. 


entremette, to interfere. 

fered, afraid. 


entreteden, discussed. 

ferforth(ly), thorouglUy. 


envoluixid, enveloped. 

ferly, strange. 


^nvyned, supplied with wine. 
erbe yve, buck*s horn (herb). 

fermacies, remedies. 


ferme, rent. 


ere, to plough. 

fprmerere, infirmary keeper. 


erme, to grieve. 

Ermyn, an A rmenian. 

fern(e), distant; long ago. 


fem-asshen, fern-ashes. 


erraunt, wandering. 

ferthe, fourth. 


Erro, Hero 

ferthirg, morsel. 


erst, at first; c. iha.n, before. . 

fest, ^st. 


eschaufen, to heat; be angry. 

festeyi^e, feasting. 


eschew, adj. averse. 

festlich, festive. 


Esculapius, Greek god of medicine. 

fet, fetched. 


ese, to entertain. 

fether, wing. 


esement, benefit. 

fetis(ly>, elegantly). 


especes, varieties. 

feyntest, enfeeblest. 


espiaille, set of spies. 

finch, pulle a f., pluck a duPe. 


essoyne, excuse. 

finding, provision. 


esUtlich, staidy. 

fint ^ findeth. 


estres, recesses, interior. 

fit, turn; canto; stave. 



athele, fiddle, 
lixe, solidified. 
fjiiriOmbe, flame. 
llccn, pi. fleas. 
fl.;ete. flete, to float. 
llemen, to banish. 
flcmcr, banisher. 
flex, flax. 
flcy, flew. 
flo, arrow. 
flokmele, in crowds. 
flotcry, dishevelled. 
flough, flew. 

flovl ingc, playing on the flute. 
fiicseth, {he) snorts. 
folily, foolishly, 
fi)iide, try to persuade. 
foiige, to take, receive. 
foiinc, fool. 
fontstoon, font. 
f(\)l large, overlavish. 
foot-hot, instantly. 
for, for; because of, to prevent. 
for -, intcn'Jvc prefix (a) with adj's. 
‘i'cry,’ as‘ for-blak, very black; 
for-dry, fru ^b) with verbs, 
as: for-brused, oaOly 0 /uised; -cut- 
ten, to cut to pieces; -do, to de- 
stroy; -dronken, -fered, very drunk, 
a ft aid; -gon, lost; -kcrvelh, hews in 
pieces; -laft, abandoned; -leseth, 
h.ses utterly; -Icten, to abandon; 
-pyned, wasted away; -sleuthen, to 
wa.ste in sloth; -sluggeth, spoils; 
-straught, distracted; -troden, trod- 
den under fool; -waked, worn out 
with watching; -wrapped, wrapped 
up. 

fore, Path, track. 
forfeted, did wrong. 
forme-fader, first parent, Adam. 
forn cast, premeditated, 
foroeys, furnace. 
fors; no fors, no matter. 
forster, forester. 
forthern, help. 
forthright, directly. 
forthy, therefore; nat f., neverthe- 
less. 

fortunen, to favour; presage. 
forward, covenant. 
forwiting, foreknowledge. 
for wool, foreknew. 
foryeldc, to requite. 
foryctelnesse, forgetfulness. 
foryeten, to forget. 
foryeve, to forgive. 


fother, cart-load. 
foundred, stumbled. 
foyne, to thrust. 
foyson, plenty. 
fraknes, freckles. 
franchyse, liherality. 
frayne, freync, to ask. 
freele, frail. 
fremde, foreign. 
frenesye, madness. 
frenges, fringes. 
freten, to consume. 
frote, to rub. 
fruytestercs, fruit-vendors. 
fumetcre, fumitory {herb). 
fumositec, headiness. 
furial, raging. 

gabbe, to talk idly. 
gadding, vagabond. 
gaillard, joyous. 
gale, to sing, exclaim. 

Galgopheye. Gargaphie {Ovid, 
Metamorphoses Hi, 156). 
galiancs, medicines. 

Galien, CaUientis {d. 268), Roman 
emperor {p. 24s). 

Galien, Gden, Greek physician {2nd 
cent. A.D.) and the great authority 
in the Middle A gcs. 
galle, sore place. 
galoun, gallon {of). 
galping, gaping. 
galwes, gallows 
gamed, it pleased. 
gan, with infin. forms past tense, 
e.g. gan callc, called. 
ganeth, yawns. 
gargat, throat. 
garnisoun, garrison. 
gas, goes {\orthcrn dialect). 
Gatesden (John). Oxford physir^'",: 

{d. i36i);wroit liosa Anglica. 
gat-toothe(l, with teeth wide apa • 
wanton {'). 

gaude, trick, pranks. 
gauded (with green), with large 
green beads separating the dec<..des 
{of a rosary). 

gaude-grecn, yellowish green. 
Gaufred, Geoffrey de Vinsauf 
{about 1200), lamented Richard I 
in his Poetria Novella. 

Gaunt, Ghent. 
gaure, to stare. 
gayler, jailer. 
gayncth, avails. 
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gaytres, dogwood. 
geen, gone {Northern form). 
Geniloun, Ganelon, who betrayed 
Charlemagne's army at Ronces- 
voiles. 

ge'it, adj. noble; slim. 
geomancie, divination by figures 
made on the earth, 
gere, capricious mood; gear. 
gerful, geiy, changeable. 

Gernade, Granada. 
gemer, garner. 

Gerounde, river Gironde. 
geste, {alliterative) romance. 
gestour, a story-teUer. 
get, contrivance. 

Sif. if- 

gi^inge, strapping. 

Gilbcrtyii, CUbertus Anglicus, Eng- 
lish physician {nth-ijth cent.). 
gin, snare; cdntrivance. 
ginne, to begin. 
gipoun, short vest. 
gipser, purse. 
girden, to strike. 
girles, youths. 
giterne, guitar. 
glader, one who cheers. 
glede, gleed, glowing coal. 
gleyre, white of egg. 
glimsing, glimmering. 
glood, pa. t. glided. 
glose, to flatter; explain. 
gnof, churl. 
gnow, gnawed. 
gobet, morsel. 
godsib, sponsor. 
goldes, marigolds. 
gplet, gullet, throat. 
goliardeys, buffoon. 
gonge, pHvy. 
gonne(n), began; did. 
goot, goat. 

Gootland, Gottland. 
gore, gusset, garment; under my g., 
beside me. 

gost(ly), spirit{uaUy). 
governaille, mastery. 
grame, anger. 

gras-tyme, springtime of Nfe. 
graunges, granaries. 
gra(u)ntmercyl many thanks! 
grayn, a scarlet dye. 
gree, pleasure; superiority. 
greithe, to prepare. 
grenehede, 

Crete See, E. Mediterranean. 


Greve, grove. 

greyn, cardamon, a spice. 

grinte, gnashed. 

gronte, groaned. 

grope, to examine. 

grot, particle, hit. 

grote, a Dutch coin, groat. 

groyn, snout. 

groyning, murmuring. 

grucche, to grumble. 

gnif, adj. grovelling. 

grys, grey {fur). 

guerdons, for alle g., at aU costs. 

Gy (Sir); see the Romance of Guy 
of Warwick {ed. Zupitza, 
E.E.T.S.). 
gye, to guide. 
gylour, beguiler. 
gyse, way, custom; discretion. 
gysen, river in the East called by 
Herodotus ^Gyndes.' 
gyte, skirt; mantle. 

Habradates, Abradates {in Xeno- 
phon, Cyropaedia). 
haf, heaved. 
hainsclins, short jackets. 
hakeney, horse. 
haliday, holy day, festival. 
halke, nook, corner. 
hals, neck; throat. 
halse, to beseech. 
halt = holdeth, keeps. 
halwen, to haUow. 
halwes, saints; shrines. 

Haly, Arab commentator on Galen 
{loth-iith cent.). Another, Holy 
Abbas id. Q04), wrote a medical 
encyclopaedia called Maliki or De 
Dispositione Regali. 

ham, home {Northern). 

han, to have. 

handebrede, hand's breadth. 
hardily, assuredly. 
harie, to drag. 
harlot, rased. 
barneys, armour. 
harre, hinge. 
harrow I inter j. help! 
harwed, harried. 
hasard(rye), dice-play. 

Hasdrubal, King of Carthage, 146 

B.C. 

hastow, hast thou. 
haubergeoun, coat of maU. 
haunt, practice, skiU. 
haunten, to practise. 



hauteyn. Umd; haughty, 
hawc, hedge, yard, 
bawe, haw; hawe bake, baked haws; 
coarse Jare. 

Hayles, abbey in Gloucestershire 
where was a rdic oj the Holy Blood. 
hayt! interj. come up! 
heer, pi. heres, hair. 
heeste, commandment, 
hect, pp. was called. 
belde, to hold. 
hele, health. 
hele, to conceal. 

Helowys, Hdodse, married Abelard 
id. 1164). 
hende, courteous. 
heng, pa. t. hung. 
benne, hence. 
hente, to catch, get, 
hepe, hip {berry). 
heraude, to proclaim. 
herbergagc, lodging. 
herbergcours, harbingers. 
herberwe, inn. 
herie, to praise, worship. 

Hermes, Hermes *the thrice great,* 
to whom pfi! "'phical and al- 
chemical writings were attributed. 
herne, corner. 
heronsewes, young herons. 
hert, hart. 

herte-spoon, breast-bone. 

herying, praising. 

hete, to promise. 

hethen, hence. 

hething, contempt. 

heved, head. 

hevinesse, sadness. 

hewe (j), hue, mien. 

hewc (2), servant. 

heyne, wretch. 

beyre, hair; hair-shirt. 

bight, promised, was called. 

highte; on h. aloud. 

hindreste, hindmost. 

hir, gen. pi. of them; poss. their. 

hit hideth. 

hochepot, mixture. 

Hogge = Roger. 
hoker, scorn. 
hold, possession; casAe. 
holour, adulterer. 
holt, wood. 

bond, hand; beren him on L ac- 
cuse, 

honest, honourable, seemly. 
honest^ goodness, virtue. 


honge, to hang. 
hool, whole, sound. 
hoot, hot. 

hoppesteres, dancers. 
hostesman, servant to guests at a 
convent {?), p. 355- 
hote, to command; hotcn, be rolled 
houndfish, dogfish. 
housled, having received the Eu- 
charist. 

howve, cap; sette his h., befool, 
hunte, hunter. 
bust, hushed. 
hyne, servant. 

Hugelyne of Pyse, Hugdino of Pisa 
{d. 1280); see Inferno; Canto 
xxxiii. 

Hugh (of Lincoln), supposed to 
have been murdered by Jews 27th 
Aug., 1255. 

I-, prefix of past participle; see Y-. 
idus, ides. 
lepte, Jeptha. 
ie vous dy, I tell you. 
ignotum per ignotius (to explain) 
*an unknown thing by one more un- 
known.* 

ik, I (Northern), 
il-hayl, had tuck (to you). 
like, same. 

impertinent, irrelevant. 
impes, grafts, scions. 
importable, insufferable. 
infect, made of no effect, 
t in-fere, together, in company. 
ingot, a mould for metd. 
inned, housed, lodged. 
inordinate, unusual. 
in principio, ‘in the beginning (was 
the Word).* 

intendestow, dost thou intend* 
in-with, within. 
loce, St. Judoc (13th Dec.). 
ipocras, a cordial drink. 
irons, angry. 

irregular, a sinner against the rule 
of his order. 

is, am, art (Northern). 

Isidre, Isidore of Seville, d. 636. 
Isiphilee, Hypsipyle. 

Isope, Aesop. 

ivy-leef, pipen in an i., *go whistle.* 

/'Jakke of Dover, kind of pi€{?). 
,,^akke Straw, led the London mob 
against the Flemings in 1381 . 
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miserable hack. 
jambeux, leggings. 
jane, small coin of Genoa. 
janglere, jester^ raconteur. 
jangleresse, female gossip. 
jape, jest, trick. 
jeet, jet. 

jet, fashion, mode. 

Jesus Syrak, i.e., Ecclesiasticus. 
jewerye, a Jews' quarter. 
jogelour, juggler. 
jolyer, comp, handsomer. 
jordancs, chamber-pots. 
joynant, adjoining. 

Jiibaltar, Gibraltar. 
jubbe, large jug. 

Judicum, Book of Judges. 
juge {for jug), a yoke. 
juste, to joust, tilt. 
juyse, judgement, sentence. 

Kaynard, dotard. 
kediil, small cake. 
keep, take keep, take heed. 
kembe, to comb. 
kempe, shaggy, rough. 
kers, cress; trifle. 
kerycr, sculptot. 
kid, pp. known. 
kjmelin, a large tub. 
kinde, lineage; nature. 
kindely, by nature. 
kinges note, name of a tune. 
kitte, pa. t. cut. 
knakkes, knacks, tricks. 
knane, thick-set fdlow. 
knarry, gnarled. 
knave, boy, servant. 

Imowes, pi. knees. 

Imowlecheth, acknowledges. 

kyken, peep. 

kythe, show, make known. 

La(a)s, lace; net. 
labbe, tell-tale, blabber. 
Lacedomie, Lacedaemonia. 
lacerte, muscle. 
lachesse, idleness. 
iadde, took, carried. 

Ladomea, LaodamUs. 
lady, gen. lady's. 
lafte, ceased. 
lake, fine white linen. 
lampe, a thin plate. 

Lamuel, Lemuel, Frov, xxxi. 
lappe, fold, edge. 
large, liberal. 


last, *millien* (a vague number). 
lathe, bam. 

latoun, latten. kind of brass. 
latrede, tardy. 

Latumius, for Pacuvius. 
launcegay, kind of lance. 
launde, grassy gl^e. 
laureat, laurel-crowned. 
laurer, laurel. 
lauriol, spurge-laurel. 
lavours, basins. 
lawe, religion. 
lay {law), creed, faith. 
layneres, straps, thongs. 
lazar, leper. 

Vche, physician. 

ledene, language. 

leed, lead {metal); cauldron. 

leef. dear; lief. 

leefFul, lawful. 

leefsel, hush; bower. 

lees, leash. 

leeste, atte 1. wey, at any rate. 

leet, let; caused; left. 
legge, to lay. 
lemes (j), flames. 
lemes ( 2 ), limbs. 
lendes, loins. 

lene, to lend. 
leng(cr), longer. 

Lepe, place near Cadiz. 
lere, flesh, skin. 
lere, to teach; learn. 
lese, to lose. 
lesing, falsehood. 
lest, pleasure; see list, 
lest, it pleases. 
let » leadeth. 
lette, to hinder; forgo. 

Lettow, Lithuania. 

lettrure, learning. 

letuarie, remedy. 

leve, to believe. 

leve, dear. 

leveful, allowable. 

levene, lightning. 

lever, him was 1., he preferred. 

levesel, bower. 

lewed, ignorant. 

ley, pa. t. lied; see lye ( 2 ). 

leyser, leisure. 

leyt, flame. 

li^, written accusation. 

Libeux, see the Romance of Libeaus 
Desconus {Hhe Fair Unknown'), 
ed., Kaluza, Leipzig jS^jo. 
licentiat, licensed confessor. 



liche-wake, watch over a corpse. 

lige, liege. 

liggen, to lie {down). 

Ligurge, Lycurgus. 
likerous, wanton; greedy. 
limaillc, metd filings. 
limitour, friar licensed to beg. 
lind, lime tree. 

Liniaii, Giovanni di Lignano^ Ital- 
ian jurist {d. 
lipsed, lisped. 
lisse, n. and v. comfort. 
list, ear. 

list, n. pleasure; v. it pleases. 
li targe, white lead. 
lith, limb. 
lith = lietk. 
litherly, ill, badly. 
lixt, liest; see lye {2). 
lodemenage, pilotage. 
lode-sterre, polar star. 
logge, resting-place. 
loller, lollnrd. 
longes, lungs. 
loos, praise, renown. 
looth(ly) kide ^ ' • hateful. 
lord, worthless Jellow. 
lorn, lost. 

josengcour, flatterer. 
losengeric, flattery. 
lotinge, lurking. 
lough, laughed. 
louke, accomplice. 
loutc, how down. 

lovedayes, days for settling dis pules . ^ 
lovc-drury, love, passion. 
luce, fish {pike). 

Lumbardes, Lombard financiers. 
luna, the moon; .silver. 
lunarie, moon-wort. 

Lussheburghes, bad coins from 
Luxemburg. 

lustihede, high spirits. 
luxurie, wantonness. 
lyard, grey. 
lye (7), to lie (down). 
lye (2), to tell lies. 
lye 0 )i lo blaze. 

Lyeys, Ay as in Armenia. 
lyflode, livelihood. 
lyknesse, parable. 

'Lyma., for Livia who poisoned her 
husband Drusius, a.d. 23. 
lymrod, lime-twig. 
lyte, adj. and adv. little. 
lyves, living. 


madde, to go mad. 

Madrian, St. Mathurin {ist Nov.). 
maheym, maiming. 

Mahoun, Mahomet. 
maister-tour, chief lower. 
maistresse, governess. 
maistrye, for the m., exceedingly. 
make, mate; wife; husband. 

Makomete, Mahomet. 
male, bag, wallet. 
malefice, evil contrivance. - 
malgrc, in spite of. 
malison, curse. 

Malvesye, {Napoli di) malvasia, 6^1 
whence Malmsey wine. ^ 

manace, threat{en). 
manasinge, threatening. 
mandement, summons. 
manh^e, manliness. 
mannish, hard-hearted. 
mantelet, short mantle. 
manyc, mania. 

Martian, Martianus CapeUa {5th 
cent.). 

Mardochec, Mordecai. 
mareys, marsh. 
mark (of Adam), race of men. 
market-betcr, swaggerer. 

Marrok, Morocco. 
mary(bones), marrow{bones). 
mased, bewildered. 
maselyn, maple-wood howl. 
mat, dejected; defeated. 
maugre(e), in s^ ite of. 
maumet (rye) , idol {atry) . 
maunciple, caterer. 
may, maiden. 
maystow, mayst thou. 
inechel, much. 

mede, mc(c)th, mead {drink). 
medlce, of mixed colours. 
mellc, mill. 

men, impers. pron. on^. 
mendinants, mendicanifriars. 

^lercenrike, Mercia. 
meritoric, meritorious. 
merk, image; see mark. 
merveillc, marvel. 
meschitf, at m., bcuten 
mesel (-erie), leper (lept sy). 
mcssagc(r), messenger. 
messe, mass. 

Messenc, Messenia. 
meste, most; greatest. 
mester, service. 
mesurablc, moderate. 
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met, measure {of capaciiy). 
iiiet(te), dreamt. 
meve, to move. 
mewe, a coop, cage. 
meynee, household. 

Middelburgh, in Holland, cerdre of 
wool trade 1384^8. 
misbQeve, suspicion. 
misboden, insulted. 
misbom, misbehaved. 
misdcme, to misjudge. 
misdcpartc, divide unfairly. 
misdoo, to iU-treat. 
misericorde, pity. 
misese, trouble. 
misblle, pa t. went ill with. 
misgovcroaunce, misconduct. 
misgyed, misconducted. 
misseye, to slander. 
mister, trade; what m. men, what 
sort of men. 
misterye, profession. 
mistyde, come to grief. 
mixen, dunghill. 
mo, more; others. 
moche(l), muche(l), much. 
moeve, to stir up. 
moevyng, first m., the primum 
mobile — the outermost of the 
spheres. 

mo^, anger; thought. 
moot, mote, must. may. 
moraiitee, moral {tale). 
mordre, murder. 

more, more, greater; withouten m., 
without more ado. 
mormal, a sore. 
mortifye, transmute. 
mortreux, thick soup; stew. 
ftiorwe(ninge), morning. 
mosel, muasle. 
mottelee, moUey array. 
motyf, suspicion. 
moi^, grow mouldy. 
mountance, amount; value. 
mowen, may, can. 
mowled, pp. decayed, 
mullock, rubbish, refuse. 
multiplye, make gold 6 * silver. 
murye, merry. 
musde, mussel. 

Myda, Midas. 
mynour, miner, sapper. 

n’ « ne, negative prefix. 
na, no; namo, no more. 
Nabugodonosor, N ebuchodneaar. 


naddre, adder. 
nadstow, hadst thou not? 
nake, naked; destitute. 
nakers, kettle-drums. 
nale, atte n., at the ale-house. 
nam « ne a n, am not. 
nam, pa. t. took. 
namely, especially. 
narwe, narrow, close. 
nas B ne was, was not. 
nat. not; nat but, only. 
nath B ne hath, hath not. 
natheless, nevertheless. 
nay, it is no n., undoubtedly. 
nayte, withhold, deny. 
ne, not, nor. 
nedes-cost, of necessity. 
neen, no {Northern). 
neet, cattle. 
nempnen, name. 
ner, nearer. 
nercotikes, narcotics. 
nere = ne were, were not; were id 
notfor. 

net-herdes, gen. neat-herd^s. 
nevene, to name. 
neveradel, not a bit. 
nighter-tale, night. 
night-spcl, spell against evil by 
night. 

nigromanciens, magicians. 
nil B ne wil, wiU not. 
niste B newiste, knew not. 
noble, a gold coin. 
nobley, nobility; state. 
nolde B ne woldc, would not. 
nones, for the n. » for the occasion, 
noot B ne woot, know not. 
norice, n. and v. nurse; to nourish. 
norteliye, education. 
nose-tlubles, nostrils. 
note, employment, task. 
notemuge, nutmeg. 
not-hecd, cropped head. 
nouthe, at present. 
nowches, jewelled clasps. 

Nowelis B Noe*s, Noah's. 
nyce, foolish; scrupulous. 
nyfles, trifles; fictions. 

0 , 00, one; see oon. 
obeisaunce, obedience. 
observe, to countenance. 
offensioun, injury. 
of-newe, anew, IMy. 
of-showve, repd. 
olifaunt » dephant. 



oliveres, olive groves. 

Olofernus, Holofernes. 

oned(en), united, complete. 

ones, oones, once. 

on-lofte, aloft. 

oon, one, alone; in oon, alike. 

open-ers, med ar fruit. 

open-heeded, voith head bared. 

opie, opium. 

ordinaat, orderly. 

ore, grace. 

orisonte, the horizon. 

orloge, clock. 

otes, oats. 

other, outher, either, or. 
other, second. 
ouche, jeweled dasp, 
oule (i), owl. 
oule (2), flesh-hook. 
ounces, litUe bits. 
ounding, waving. 
outcn, to utter; to exhibit. 
out-hees, outcry. 
outherwhyle, sometimes. 
outraye, lo.^e. temper. 
outrely, 

out-rydere, monk who rode out to in- 
spect estates. 
out-sterte, started out. 
out-taken, excepted. 
ovcr-al, everywhere. 
overbyde, to survive. 
overest, uppermost. 
overlad, put upon. 
ovcrsloppc, upper garment. , 

overthwarl, across. 
owen, owe; possess; ought. 
o-wher, anywhere. 
oynement, ointment. 

Padowe, Padua. 

Palatye, in A natolia (?). 

Palimeric, Palmyra, 
palinge, upright striping. 
Pamphillcs, Pamphilius Maurili- 
anus, who wrote a Liber de Amore 
(T2th century). 
pan, skull. 
panadc, knife. 

Panik (not identified). 
papeer, pepper. 
papejay, Popinjay, parrot. 
paper, documents. 
parage, birth; rank. 
paraments, robes; tapestry. 
paramour(s), lover is); for love. 
pardoner, seller of pardons. 


parentele, kinship. 
parfay, by my faith. 
parht, perfect. 
parfoume, Perform. 
paritorie, penitory (herb). 
parting-felawes, sharers. 
partye, partisan. 

Parvys, church porch {of Saint 
Paul's), where lawyers consulted. 
pas, step, foot-pace; grade. 
passant- (-ing), surpassing. 

Pavye, Pavia, N. Italy. 
paye, please, satisfy. 
payen, pagan. 
payndemayn, white bread. 
payne, did his p., took pains. 
pecok-arwes, arrows feathered with 
peacock feathers. 
pecunial, pecuniary. 

Pegasee, Pegasus. 

Pemond, Piedmont. 
penaunt, penitent. 
penible, painstaking. 
penitauncer, confessor. 

Penmark, Penmarch. 
penner, pen-case. 

Percival (Sir), see the Romance Sir 
Percyvdle of Gaiks, ed. Campion Sr 
Holthausen, Heidelberg jqij. 
pere-jonette, an early pear. 
I^ernaso, Parnassus. 
perree, gems. 
pers, a sky-blue stuff. 
persly, parsley. 
persone, parson. 

Petro (of Cipre), Pierre de Lusig- 
nan {d, 1 

Petro (of Spayne), Peter the Cruel, 
1331-60. 

peytrel, breast-plate. 

Pi^ipha, Pasiphde. 
philosophre, alchemist. 

Phisiologus, a book of ^wonder.* 
the animat world' originally cot»i- 
posed in Greek: source of Jiestiaries. 
Phitonyssa, the witch of Endor. 
Phitoun, the Python, slain by 
Apollo. 

physiccs, A ristotle s Physics. 
Pierides, daughters of Pierus, who 
for emulating the Muses were 
turned into magpies. 

Piers Alfonce, Petrus Alfonsi {izth 
cent,), who wrote Disciplina Cleii- 
calis. 

pigges-nye {pig's eye), darling. 
pighte (him), {he) feU. 
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pikerel, young yike. 

pile, U) plunder, rob. 

piled, bald, bare. 

pilwe (-beer), pillow (-case). 

piment, sj^ed wine. 

pin, hang on joly pin, be gay. 

pinche, lo cavil; pleat. 

pissemyre, ant. 

pistel, e^Ue, message. 

pit, put (Northern). 

pitous, compassionate; sad. 

Placebo, an anthem in the Office of 
the Dead. 

plages, coasts, regions. 
plat, flat; cerlain(ly). 
plegges, pledges. 

Pleyn, fidl(y); frank (ly). 
Pleyn-Damour, name of a Knight 
of Malory, Morte d’Arthur, Book 
ix. 

plight(e), plucked, pulled. 
plye, to bend. 

Poileys, Apulian. 

point, in good p., in good case; at p. 

devysc, carefully. 
poke, bag. 
pokkes, pox. 
poHax, Pole-axe. 
polyve, pulley. 
pomcl, top, crown. 
nomdy, dappled, 
popplotc, pet, darling. 

Poperinge, Poperinghe, near Calais. 

popet, doll, puppet. 

poppier, smdl dagger. 

poraillc, the poor. 

porphurie, porphyry slab. 

porthors, breviary. 

liortingalc, Portugal. 

pose, cold in the head. 

pose, lo assume. 

posscssioners, endowed clergy. 

poteiite, crutch. 

potestat, potentate. 

poudre-marchaunt, a tart (i.e. 

sharp tasting) spice. 
pounsuned, pierced. 
pouped, blew (a horn). 
povre, poor(ly). 

Powles window, open work, like the 
rose window at old St. PauPs. 
poynaunt, piquant. 
poyntel, stylus, pencil. 
predicacioun, sermon. 
preef, preve, proof, test 
prees, press, throng. 
prefer, be better than. 


preparat, prepared (salt). 
preys, praise. 
pricasour, hard rider. 
prighte, pricked; see next. 
priken, prick, incite, spur. 
prikke, a stroke, point. 
procutour, proctor. 
proheme, prologue. 
prolle, to proud. 
propre, own; comely. 
propretee, peculiarity. 
prospectyves, lenses. 
prow, profit. 
proyneth, trims, preens. 

Pruce, Prussia. 

pryme, prime (q a.m.); half-way p.. 
a.m. 

prymerole, primrose. 
prys, price, prise, esteem. 
pulle, pluck; p. a hnch, befool. 
purchace, acquire, provide. 
purchas, (illicit) gain. 
purchasour, one who feathers his 
oum nest. 
pure, very. 
purHled, trimtned. 
purpre. Purple raiment. 
purtreye, portray, draw. 
purveyance, providence. 
put, pit. 

puterie, prostitution. 
putours, pimps, procurers. 
pye, magpie. 
pyke, to make tidy. 

, pyne, torment; torture. 
pyrie, pear-tree. 

qua(a)d, evil, bad. 
quakke, hoarseness, asthma. 
qualm, pestilence. 
quarter-night, about 0 p.m. 
quelle, to kill. 

questio quid iuris, Hhe question is, 
what is the law?' 
queynt(e), pp. quenched. 
querele, quarrel. 
quern, hand-mill. 
questemongeres, jurymen. 
queyntise, finery; art. 
quicken, give life to; revive. 
qui la? who's there? 
quinible, shrill treble. 
quirboilly, boiled leather. 
quitly, wholly. 
quod, said. 
quook, quaked. 
quyte, requite, ransom. 



raa, roc {Northern). 

Raby, Rahhi. 

rad, pp. read. 

page, to disport. 

ragerye, wantonness. 

rakel(ncsse), rash{ness). 

rake-stele, rake-handle. 

rape (and renne), roh and plunder, 

rathe(r), soon{er). 

raughte, reached. 

ravines, thefts. 

ravisedest. didst draw down. 

Raxis, Rhazes , Arab physician {oth- 
TOth cent.): his chief medical trea- 
tises are Coiitinens and Almansor. 
rebekke, old woman. 
recchc (/) pp. roghte, reck. 
recche (2), to interpret. 
recchelees, careless. 
reconciled, re consecrated. 
rede, to read: to counsel. 
rede, reed, red. 
redoii tinge, reverence. 
reed, counsel, plan, help. 
refreyed, cooled. 
refreyne, 
retut, refufte. 
regne, realm, dominion. 
rek(e)ne, reckon, recount. 
rclees, out of r., continually. 
rclente, to melt. 
relesc, to forgive. 
remr, redm. 
remcvved, remdved. 
rtn, a run; renne, to run. 
renahly, fluently. 
rencyc, deny, abjure. 
renges, ranks. 
renoiuec, renown. 
rciiovellc, to renew. 
rente, income. 

.'e[)air, company of visitors. 
reportour, reporter. 
reprevable, reprehensible. 
repreve, reproof, shame. 
requeren, to entreat, ask. 

,t;salgar, disulphide of arsenic. 

rc'icous, rescue. 

rese, to shake. 

resons, opinions. 

rethor, orator. 

reve, steward. 

reve, to rob, bereave. 

revelous, fond of revelry. 

reward, regard. 

rewe, row, line, order. 

rewel-boon, ivory. 


rewthe, pity. 

reye, rye. 

reynes, loins. 

reysed, pp. raided, invaded. 

ribaudye, jesting. 

ribible, kind of fiddle. 

ribybe, an old hag 

right (way), direct. 

rightwisnesse, righteousness. 

riotc, gambling. 

rist = riseth. 

rit = rideth. 

riveer, river {-bank); for r., by the 
river-side. 
roche, rock. 

rode, complexion, redness. 
rode-beem, rood-beam. 
rody, ruddy. 

Romayn Gestes, the collection of 
Tales called Gesta Romanorum. 
rombled, groped; murmured. 
rouges, rungs {of ladder). 

Roiiyan, St. Roman {7th Feb.). 
r(X)f, pa t. pierced. 

Rosarie, Rosarium Philosophorum, 
an alchemical treatise by Arnoldus 
de Villa Nova, q.v. 
roser, rose-tree. 
rote (/), root. 

rote (2), point taken as a basis of 
calculation in astrology. 
rote Cj’), 0 small harp. 

rotie, to make rotten. 
roughte, rerkea; cared. 
roukelh, cowers. 
roulc, to gad {about). 
roum, roomy; roumcr, larger. 
Rouncival, a hospital near Charing 
Cross, London. 
rouncy, nag. 
rounde, briskly. 
rounc, io whi^f'cr. 
route, lo snore. 
route, lo assemble; move about. 
routhe, pity. 
rowe, roughly. 
rubible, fidlk; see ribible. 
rubriche, rubric. 

Rucc, Ru5.sia. 

Rufus, Greek physician of Ephesus 
{i5t-2nd cent. A.D.). 
ruggy, rough. 
ryding, jousting. 
ryme, rymeye, tell in verse. 
ryot, riotous living. 
ryot (our), roystering, {-tr). 
rys, spray, twig. 
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sad, unmoved; serious. 

St. Beneit, St. Benedict (4th Dec.). 
St. Deyns, near Paris. 

St. Jame, famous shrine at Com- 
posteUa, in Galicia. 

St. Julian {gth Jan.)^ the pattern of 
hospUality. 

St. Loy, St. Eligius (ist Dec.). 

St. Note, St. Neot (28th Oct.). 

St. Thomas a Waterings, brook 
two miles from London on the way 
to Canterbury. 

St. Yve, St. Ivo {2Sth Apr.). 
sakked, put in a sack. 
sal, shall {Northern). 
sal(pcter), saltipetre). 
salewe, ^ue, salute. 

Saluce(s), Saluzzo^ N. Italy, 
salwes, willows. 
sangwin, blood-red. 
sans faille, without fail. 
sarge, serge. 

Sarray. Tzarev^ near Sarepta on the 
Volga. 

Satalye, Adalia {Asia Minor). 
sauf (7) safe; {2) except. 
saugh, pa. t. saw. 
saule, soul {Northern). 
sauttye, psaltery, harp. 
save, sage {plant). 
saveren, to relish, care for. 
savourly, enjoyably. 
sawcefleem, pimpled. 
say, pa. t. saw. 

Sayne, the Seine. 
scallcd, scabbed. 

Scariot, Judas Iscariot. 
scars, parsimonious. 
scathe, harm, pity. 
sclaundre, ill-fame, scandal. 
sclendre, thin, poor. 
scole-matere, philosophy. 
scoleyc, to study. 
scrippe, bag. 
scrit, deed, document. 
seche, to seek. 
secree, secret{ly); trusty. 
secular, layman. 
see, seat, throne. 

see, God him s., God watch over him. 

seek, seke, sick. 

seel, bliss. 
seet, pa. t. sat. 

seeth, pa. t. boiled; see sethe. 
seigh, pa. t. saw. 
sein, to say. 
seinte, holy. 


seintuarie, sanctuary. 
seistow » sayest thou. 
selde, seldom. 
selle, foundation-beam. 
sely, happy, good, simple. 
semblaunt, appearance. 
semes, seams. 
semicope, short cloak. 
semisoun, low noise. 
sencer, censer. 
sendal, thin silk. 
sene (to), (to) look on. 
sengc, singe; seynd, broiled. 
Senior, an old book on chemistry is 
attributed to Senior Zadith. 
sentence, meaning, purpose. 

Septe, Ceuta {N. Africa). 
septemtrioun, north. 

Serapion {John), physician {9th 
cent.). 

serchcn, to search, go about. 
serie, argument. 
sermone, to preach, talk. 
scrmoun-s, writings. 
scrvage, thraldom. 
servant, lover. 
servisablc, ready to serve. 
sethe, to boil. 
seur(ly), sure{ly). 
sewe, to follow, ensue. 
sewes, seasoned dishes. 
seyn, pp. seen. 
seynd, pp. broiled; see senge. 
shaar, ploughshare. 

^ shadwed, shaded. 
shamfa 5 t(nesse), shy{ne 5 s). 
shapen, to plan, prepare. 
shaply, fit. 
shawe, a wood. 
sheld, French crown. 
shende, (shent) , to harm, ruin, spoU, 
scold, blame. 
shendshipe, shame. 
shene, bright, fair. 
shere. Pair of shears. 
sheten, to shoot. 
shctte, to shut; pp. shet. 
sheweth, pretends. 
shifte, assign, provide. 
shilde, defend; forbid. 
shine, shin. 

Shipman, skipper; sailor. 
shirreve, sheriff. 
shiten, dirty. 
shivere, thin slice. 
shode, parting of the haw. 
shonde, shame, harm. 



shoop {him)t determined, 
shot winclowe, casement. 

^epne, shipne, cow-house. 
shrewe, to curse; pp. shrewed. 
shrewe, shrew; rascal. 
shrifte-fadres, confessors. 
shrighte, shryked, shrieked. 
shrimpes, weaklings. 
sliuldre-boon, shoulder-blade. 
sib, related^ akin. 
sicer, strong -dr ink. 

Sidingbome, SiUingboume. 
sights, sighed. 

Significavit, writ following excom- 
munication. 
siker(ly), sure{ly). 
simphonye, a kind of labour. 
sin, since. 
sinwes, sinews. 
sis-rink, six-fire {at dice). 
sit - silteth; befits. 
sith(cn), since; afterwards. 
sive, sieve. 
skik‘, reason, cause. 
skilfully, 1 i "onahly. 
skinketh, pour^ out. 
slce(n), slay; pa. t. slow; pp. 

sla\^e(n). 
sleep, slept. 
slecrc, slayer. 
sleigh, sty, clever. 
slcighte, trick, skill, plan. 
sleM the, sloth. 
slider, slippery. 
slit = slideth. 
sloppcs, loose garments. 
slough, slow, slew. 
slyk, (j) sleek; {2) suck. 
slyly, wisely, cleverly. 
smal, slender. 
smatre, to smirch. 
smerte, pain; adv. sharply. 
smit = smiteth. 
smoterlich, disreputable. 
snewed, snowed. 
snibben, to chide. 
soden, boiled; see sethe. 
soken, toll, due. 
sokingly, gradually. 
solas, amusement, comfort. 
solcmpne, festive, gra^. 

Soler Halle, King's Hall, merged in 
Trinity CoU., Camb. 
somdel, somewhat. 
somnour, one who summoned delin- 
quents before an ecclesiastical court. 
somonce, summons. 


sompne, to summon. 
sond, sand. 

sonde, message, messenger. 

SOOT, a wound; adj. sore. 
soper, supper. 
soph 3 mne, sophism; problem. 
sort, lot, chance. 
sorwestow, do you grieve? 
soster, sister. 
sote, sweet. 
sothfastnessc, truth. 
sotil, subtle, thin. 
souded, devoted. 
soukc, suck; extract numey. 
soul, sole, single. 
soun, soMid. 

soun(e), to sound, tend towards. 

sourdeth, arises. 

sours, source; upward spring. 

soutcr, cobbler. 

soutiltee, device. 

sowdan, sultan. 

sow led, endowed with souls. 

space, opportunity; course. 

sparhauk, sparrow-hawk. 

sparih, battle-axe. 

sparwe, sparrow. 

spaynel, spaniel. 

siDede, to succeed, prosper. 

speedful, advantageous. 

spccre, sphere. 

spcllc, story. 

spence, buttery. 

spillc, to destroy; die. 

spitously, maliciously. 

spore, spur. 

spomc, to stumble. 

spousaille, wedding. 

springen, sprinkle; pp.spreynd. 

spyced, {too) delicate. 

spyces, species. 

squames, scales. 

squaymous, squeamish. 

squiereth, attends. 

squire, carpenter's square, 

squyer, squire. 

stablissed, established. 

Stace of Thebes, the Thebaid of 
Statius. 

staf-slingc, a powerful sling at- 
tached to a stick. 
stalkes, uprights of a ladder. 
stamin, coarse cloth. 
stampe, bray in a mortar. 
stank, lake, pool. 
stant starideth. 

8tape(n), advanced. 
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starf, pa. t. died; see storven. 
stele, handle. 
stemed, shone, glowed. 
stenten, to leave ojff; stay. 
stepe, glittering. 
stere, rudder; pilot. 
sterlinge, silver penny. 
sterre, star. 

stert, at a s., in a moment. 
sterte, to leap {up or down). 
sterve, die {of famine). 
stevenc, voice; sette s., made ap- 
pointment. 
stewc, fish-pond. 
stiborn, stubborn. 

Stilbon, for Chiton. 

stillatoric, distilling vessel. 

stinte, to cease. 

stirte, started. 

stith, anvil. 

stok, race; pi. logs. 

stoke, to stab. 

stonde, stand; he, consist. 

stongen, .^tung, pierced. 

stoon, stone; gem. 

stoor, stock; store. 

stopcn, advanced. 

store, audacious. 

storial, historical. 

storven, pp. died; see sterve. 

stot (/) horse; {2) woman (abusive). 

stoundc, while, time. 

Stour, conflict, battle. 
stra(u)ngc, make it s., make diffi- 
culties. 

strangenesse, estrangement. 
straught(e), stretched. 
strawen, pp. strewn. 
stree, a straw. 
streen, strain, race. 
streite, pp. drawn {sword). 
streng, string. 
strepen, to strip. 
streyne, constrain; dasp. 
strike, hank {of flax). 
stronde, shore. 
strong, difficult; severe. 
stroof, pa. t. strove. 

Strother, Castle Strother, near 
Wooller, Northumb. 
strouted, spread out. 
stubbeUgoos, fatted goose. 
sturdinesse, sternness. 
st3rves, brothds; stews. 
styward, steward. 
sub^t, servant. 
subjeccion, suggestion. 


subl3rmatories, vessels for sublima- 
tion. 

suffisaunpe, sufficiency, content. 
suffrable, patient. 
suggestioun, accusation. 
surcote, outer garment. 
surement, pledge. 
surquidrie, arrogance. 

Surrie, Syria. 

sursanure, wound healed outwardly. 
surveyaunce, surveillance. 
sustren, sisters. 

suyte, of the same s. of, matching. 

swa, so {Northern). 

swal, pa. t. swelled. 

swap(pe), to strike. 

swatte, pa. t. sweated. 

sweigh, motion. 

swelte, fainted, died. 

swelwe, to swallow. 

swete, to sweat; pa. t. swatte. 

swevene, a dream. 

Sweton (ius) , Suetonius. 
swich, such. 

swink(e), n. and v. toil, labour. 

swo(u)gh, a groan; swoon; blast. 

swonken, pp. toiled. 

swoot. sweat. 

swote, sweet. 

swowne, a swoon. 

swythe, quickly. 

swyve, to lie with. 

sy(e), pa. t. saw. 

syk(e), n. and v. sigh. 

rfiymonials, simoniucs. 

sys, six {at dice). 

sythe, time. 

T’ for to, before verb beginning with 
a vowd, as t’abydc, t’amende, 6 *c. 
taa, to take {Northern). 
tabard, short coat; inn-sign. 
table; t. dormant, table fixed for 
constant use. 
tables, backgammon. 
taillagcs, taxes. 
taille, tally, score; credit. 
take, to take; give. 
takel, gear, arrows. 
talde, told {Northern). 
talen, to tdl stories. 
talent, wish; appetite. 
taling, story-teUing. 
tapicer, tapestry-maker. 
tappestere, woman inn-keeper. 
tas, heap. 
taste, to test, fed. 



temple, inn of court. 
temps, time. 
tcne, vexation. 
ten illy, attentively. 

tcrcelet, male (falcon). 
tercian, fever recurring every third 
day. 

terme(s), in t., precisely. 
terrestre, earthly. 

Tertulan, TertulUan. 2nd-srd cent. 
terve, to flay, strip. 
testers, head- pieces. 
testp, testify vessels. 
testif, headsttong. 
textual, learned in texts. 
teync, thin metal plate. 
iW for the, in thabsence, fire, 
thakketh, v. strokes, pats. 
th’alighte, alighted (in) thee. 
thank, can th , give thanks; (his) 
th., of (his) free mil. 
thar, need; it behoves. 

Ihedom, evil th., misfortune. 
thee, to tnrive; thecch. theek * 
thee ich, .so may I thrive. 
th’eir = t.., mt air. 

Thelophus, TeJephus of Mysia. 
thenche, to I magine. 
thenne, thin. 
thenne(s), thence. 

Theodomas, 'I'hiodamas (Statius 
ThebaifJ viii. j 7 (j)- 
Theophrastus, de Nuptiis, quoted 
by J erome. 
ther as, where. 
thcr-bifore, beforehand. 
ther-oute, out in the open. 
thewes, habits; virtues. 
thikke-herd, thick-haired. 
thilke = the ilke, the same. 
thing, fact; document; prayer. 
think eth, it seems. 
thirled, pp. pierced. 
this = this is. 
tho, (/) those; (2) then. 
tholed, pp. sujjercd. 
thonder-dint, thunder-clap, 
thonder-lcyt, lightning. 
threpe, to call. 
threshfold, threshold. 
threste, to thrust. 
thretty, thirty. 
thriftily, profitably, well. 
thringe, pa. t. throng, thrust. 
throp. Village. 
throte-bolle, 'Adam's apple.' 
throwe, a (little) while. 


thrustle-cok, thrush (male). 
thryes, thrice. 
thurgh-girt, pierced through. 
thurrok, hold (of a ship), sink. 
thwitel, knife. 
tidifs, small birds. 
tikel, unstable, frail. 
til, to (Northern). 
tipet, a strip of cloth, pendant from 
hood or sleeve. 

Tisbee, Thisbe. 
to(o), toe; pi. toon, 
to-, intensive prefix; e.g. to = bete, 
beat severely, fire, 
to-bre.ste, break in pieces. 
todc, toad. 
to-fom, before. 
toght, taut. 

to-hewen, hewn in pieces. 
Tolctanes, of Toledo. 
tollcn, take toll. 

tombcstcrcs, dancing girls, tum- 
blers. 

tonne (-greet), (large as) a tun. 
to-racc, to tear in pieces. 
tord, piece of dung. 
torct, swivel-ring. 
torn, a turn. 
to-bhrede, cut into shreds. 
to-stouix*, to bend forward. 
to-swiiike, to labour greatly. 
to-tar, pa. t. tore in pieces. 
to-trecle, to trample. 
toty, dizzy. 
toute, backside. 
to-yerc, this year. 

Trace, Thrace. 
trad, pa. i. trod. 

Tramibsene, in Algeria. 
trappurcs, harness. 
trave, frame for unruly horses uhen 
being shod. 

travers, a curtain, screen. 
trays, traces. 
trcdc-foul, treader of hens. 
tregetour, a juggler. 
trench, aUey. 

trentals. thirty masses for the dead. 

tret = treadeth. 

tretable, tractable. 

tretis, treaty. 

tretys, well-made, shapely. 

trewe-love, aromatic herb. 

treye, three (at dice). 

triacle, remedy. 

trille, to twirl, turn. 

trip, small piece. 
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trompes, trumpeters. 
tronchoun, spear shaft. 
trone, throne. 
trophee {unexplained). 

Trotula, supposed woman writer of 
medical books. 
trufles, trifles. 
trussed, Packed. 
tryce, puU, drag away. 
trye, excellent. 

tryne compas, three fold world-- 
earthy sky, and sea. 
tulle, to entice. 
tuwel, hole. 
tweyfold, double. 
twight, pp. pulled. 
twinne, to sever, depart. 
twiste, a twig, branch. 
tyrycs, twice. 
tyden, to befall. 
tytled, pp. dedicated. 

unbrent, unburnt. 
unconninge, ignorance. 
unconvenable, unfitting. 
uncouth, curious, strange. 
undermel, early morning. 
undern, morning. 
uadernom(e), perceived; reproved. 
underpyghte, stufed. 
underspore, to thrust {under). 
undigne, unworthy. 
unfestlich, not festive, jaded. 
unhardy, cowardly. 
unhele, ill-luck; Ulness. 
unkinde, unnatural. 
unkonning, unskilful. 
unleveful, not permissible, 
unlust, disinclination. 
unlykly, unpleasing. 
unnethe(s), scarcely. 
unordred, not belonging to a re- 
ligious order. 
unsad, inconstant. 
unsely. unhappy, unlucky. 
unset; at u. steven, unexpected. 
unshette, unlocked. 
unshewed, unconfessed, 
unslekked, unslacked. 
unthank I a curse. 
unthriftily, poorly. 
untsrme, in u., out of season. 
unwar, unexpected. 
unwelde, impotent. 
unwemmed, pure, spotless. 
unyolden, without yielding. 
up, upon. 


up-haf, pa. t. uplifted. 
uppe, up, i. e. open. 
up-plight^ pp. pulled up. 
upright, on {one's) back. 
up-rist, rises up. 
up-riste, uprising. 
up-ronne, pp. ascended. 
up-so-doun, up-side-down. 
up-yaf, pa. t. gave up. 
up-yolden, pp. yielded up. 

Urban, Pope Urban I {d. 230). 
usaunt, accustomed. 
utter, outward. 

Valerie {p. 256), V alerius Maximus. 
Valerie, the Epistola Valerii ad 
Rufinum ‘Against Marriage,* p. 
300. 

vavasour, sub-vassal. 
veluettes, velvets. 

Venerian, devoted to Venus. 
vcnerye, hunting. 
veiitusinge, cupping {in surgery). 
Vemage, a white wine. 

Vernicle, a copy of St. Veronica's 
handkerchief with the impression of 
Christ's face. 
vemisshed, varnished. 
verrayment, truly. 
vcrtu, {quickening) power. 
verye {tneaning unknown). 
vese, rush of wind. 
vessel, plate, silver. 

Vesulus, Monte Viso. 
yage, voyage, journey. 
viielay, kind of ballad. 
viritoot {meaning unkrtown). 
viritrate, a hag. 
vitaille, victuals. 
vitremyte, woman's head-dress. 
Vitulon, ViteUo, Polish writer on 
optics {13th cent.). 
volage, wanton. 
volatyl, fowls. 
volupe(e)r, night-cap. 
voyden, to get rid of. 

waast, waist. 
waat, knows {Northern). 
wacche, sentinel. 
wachet, blue doth. 

Wade, a Teutonic hero; the story is 
lost. 

waden, to wade, pass, go. 
wafereres, confectioners. 
waiten, to watch; w. after, look for. 
wake-pleyes, funeral games. 



waking, 

walked, go w., go walking. 
walwe, to wallow, tumble. 
wanges, molar teeth. 
wanhope, despair, 
wantrust, distrust{ful). 
war, aware, wary. 
wardecors, body-guard. 
warderere t look out behind/ 
wardrobe, privy. 
warente, to protect. 
wariangies, shrikes, butcher-birds. 
warien, to curse. 
warisshe, to cure; be cured. 
warncstore, to fortify; garrison. 
waryce, to heal, cure. 
wastel-brecd, finest bread. 
wawc, a wave. 
wayke, weak. 
waymentfn, to lament. 
webbe, a weaver. 
wedde, to w., ar a pledge. 
weeldingc, power, control. 
weep, pa. t. wept. 
weex, pa. t. grew. 
weldcn, caiu..,'*, pa. t. welte. 
weleful, happy, prosperous. 
welked, withered. 
wem, spot; hurt. 
wemmelees, stainless. 
wenden, to go. 

wenen , to suppose; pa. t. wende 
were, to defend. 
werkes, v. ache {Northern pi.), 
werre, war. 
werreye, to make war. 
wers, worse. 
werte, wart. 
weseic, weasel. 
wexen, to grow; see woxen. 
weycn, to weigh. 
weymentinge, lamenting, 
weyven, turn aside; forsake. 
what, why. 
whelkes, pimples. 
whenne (s), whence. 
wher (/) where; (2) whether. 
wher-.so, whether soever. 
wher-as, whereas; where. 
whiche, of what kind. 
whilk; which {Northern). 
whippeltree, cornel-tree. 
whyle, time; quyte her w., take ven- 
geance on her. 
whyl-er, formerly. 
wight, a lyte w., a little while. 
wight, active, swift. 


wike, a week, 
wilde fyr, erysipelas. 
wilnen, to desire. 
wiltow, thou. 
wimple, wimple, head-dress. 
wjndas, windlass. 
winsinge, skittish. 
wis(ly), certainly, surely. 
wisse, to guide, direct, 
wit, judgement, discretion. 
witen, to know. 
withholden, to retain, shut up. 
withoute-forth, outwardly. 
withseye, renounce, gainsay. 
witing, knowledge. 
wlatsom, disgusting. 
wo, adj. unhappy. 
wode-bindc, honeysuckle. 
wode-dowvc, wood-pigeon. 
wol(n), to will, desire; woldestow, 
would'st thou; pp. wold, desired. 
wone, to dwell, live. 
wone, custom. 
wones, houses. 
wonger, pillow. 
woning, habitation, house. 
wood(ly), mad{ly). 
woodnesse, madness. 
woodeth, pr. s. rages, 
wool, know; knew. 
word, for ord, beginning. 
wort, unfermented beer. 
wortes, herbs, vegetables. 
worthen, to be, get {on). 
wost, knowest. 
wounde, plague, p. 541. 
woxen, pp. grown, become. 
wrang, wrong, amiss {Northern). 
wraw(e), angry, fretful. 
wrecche, wrech; wretched. 
wreche, vengeance. 
wrenches, frauds, stratagems. 
wreyc, reveal, bewray. 
wroteth, roots {as a pig). 
wrye, to cover. 
wrye(n), to turn; twist. 
wyde-where, far and wide. 

W3m ape, the joyful stage of drunk- 
enness. 

wys, wise; make it w., to deliberate, 
hesitate. 

wyte, n. and v. blame, reproach. 

Y., a prefix to the pp. and some in- 
finitives, e.g. y-finde, y-here, bre. 
yaf, pa. t. gave. 
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y*tta»t(en), beaten, stamped, y-blent, 
Minded, y-bleynt, blenched, y- 
brent, burnt, y-chapcd, bound. 
y-clenched, clamped, y-cleped, 

-clcpt, called, y-corve(n), cut. 
y-couplcd, wedded, y-crowe, 

crowed. 

ydel, in. y., in vain. 
y-dight, decked. 
ydolahtrc, idolater. 
y-do(on), done. 
y- dropped, sprinkled. 
ye, eye; pi. yen. 
yeddinges, son^s. 
yede, went. 

yelden, to yield, requite. 
yeldhalle, guild-hall. 
yelding, n. produce. 
yelpe, to boast. 
yeman, yeoman. 
yerde, stick, rod. 
yerne eagcr{ly), brisk{ly). 
yeve, give; yeveres, givers. 
yexeth, v. hiccoughs. 
y-fere, together. 

y-fet, fetched, y-geten, gotten, pro- 
cured. y-g\o^t\, flattered y-greved, 
harmed, y-hent, seized, y-herd, 
covered with hair, y-holde, 
esteemed. 
yifte, a gift. 

y-kempt, combed, y-korven, cut. 

y-lad, led; carted. 
y-liche, alike. 
y-logged, lodged. 
y-lymed, caught, ensnared. 
y-mcl, among {Northern). 


y>meynd, mingled. 
y-nempned, named. 
y-nogh, enough. 
yolde(n),* yielded. 
yollc, to yell. 
youling, loud lamentation. 
Ypermistra, Ilypermnestra. 
y-piked, picked over. 

Ypocras, Hippocrates, great Gre^tk 
physician {5th cent. h.c.). 
ypocras, a cordial drink. 

Ypotis, a religious legend, ed. 
Horstmann, Altenglische Legen- 
den {1881). 

y-prevefi, proved {to be), y-pulled, 
trimmed, y-queynt, quenched, y- 
quiked, kindled, y-raft, bereft. 
y-reke, raked together. 
yren, iron. 

y-ronne, pp. run; clustered, y- 
satled, settled, y-.sthtlte, shut. 
y-shent, shamed, blamed, y- 
spreynd, sprinkled. y-stiked, 
slabbed, y-stint, stopped, y-stonge, 
stung, y-storve, dead, y-take, 
caught. 

yve: see erbe-yve. 
yvelc, evil; ill. 

y-voyded, removed. y- wimpled, 
wearing a wimple. 
y-wis, certainly. 
y-woxen, grown. 
y-wryen, covered; hidden. 

^anzis, Zeuxis, Creek painter. 
Zephirus, west wind. 
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G25. THE COMPLETE PLAYS OF GILBERT AND SULUVAN. 
G26. MARX, KARL. Capital. 

Ozy. DARWIN, CHARLES- Origin of Species fit TTie Descent of Man. 
G28. THE COMPLETE WORKS OF LEWIS CARROLL. 

Gag. PRESCOTT, WILLIAM H. The Conquest of Mexico and 
The Conquest of Peru. 

'G30. MYERS, GUSTAVUS. History of the Great American 
Fortunes. 

G31. WERFEL, FRANZ. The Forty Days of Musa Dagh. 

G32. SMITH. ADAM. The Wealth of Nations. 

G33. COLLINS, WILKIE. The Moonstone and The Woman in White. 
G34. NIETZSCHE, FRIEDRICH. The Philosophy of Nietzsche. 

G35. BURY, J. B. A History of Greece. 

G36. DOSTOYEVSKY, FYODOR. The Brothers Karamazov. 

G37. THE COMPLETE NOVELS AND ^ ^XECTED TALES OF 
NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. 

G38. ROLL AND, ROM AIN. Jean-Christophe. 




G 39 . the basic writings OF SIGMUND FREUD. 

G40. THE COMPLETE TALES AND POEMS OF EDGAR 
ALLAN POE. 

G4Z. FARRELL, JAMES T. Studs Lonigan. 

G42. THE POEMS AND PLAYS OF TENNYSON. 

G43. DEWEY, JOHN. Intelligence in the Modern World: John 
Dewey’s Philosophy. 

G44. DOS PASSOS. JOHN. U. S. A. 

G45. LEWISOHN, LUDWIG. The Story of American Literature. 
G46. A NEW ANTHOLOGY OF MODERN POETRY. 

G47. the ENGLISH PHILOSOPHERS FROM BACON TO 
MILL. 

G48. THE METROPOLITAN OPERA GUIDE. 

G49. TWAIN, MARK. Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn. 

G50. WHITMAN, WALT. Leaves of Grass. 

G51. THE BEST-KNOWN NOVELS OF GEORGE ELIOT. 

G52. JOYCE. JAMES. Ulysses. 

G53. SUE. EUGENE. The Wandering Jew. 

G54. AN ANTHOLOGY OF FAMOUS BREHSH STORIES. 

G55. O’NEILL. EUGENE. Nine Plays bv 
G56. THE WISDOM OF CATHOLICISM. 

G57. MELVILLE. Selected Writings of Herman Melville. 

G58. THE COMPLETE NOVELS Ol* JANE AUSTEN. 

G59. HEMINGWAY. ERNEST. The Short Stories of 
G60. DOSTOYEVSKY, FYODOR. The Idiot. 

G61. SPAETH. SIGMUND. A Guide to Great Orchestral Music. 
G62. THE POEMS, PROSE AND PLAYS OF PUSHKIN. 

G63. SIXTEEN FAMOUS BRITISH PLAYS. 

G64. MELVILLE, HERMAN. Moby Dick. 

G65. THE COMPLETE WORKS OF RABELAIS. 

G66. THREE FAMOUS MURDER NOVELS 
'Before the Fact, Francis lies. 

Trent's iMst Case, E. C. Bentley. 

The House of the Arrow, A. E. W. Mason. 

G67. ANTHOLOGY OF FAMOUS ENGLISH AND AMERI- 
' CAN POETRY. 

G68. THE SELECTED WORK OF TOM PAINE. 

G69. ONE HUNDRED AND ONE YEARS’ ENTERTAIN- 
MENT. 

G70. THE COMPLETE POETRY OF JOHN DONNE AND 
WILLIAM BLAKE. 

G71. SIXTEEN FAMOUS EUROPEAN PLAYS. 

G72. GREAT 'PALES OF TERROR AND THE SUPERNATURAL. 
G73. A SUB-TREASURY OF AMERICAN HUMOR. 

G74. ST. AUCJUSTINE. The City of God. 

Gys. SELECI’ED WRITINGS OF R 015 ERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 

Gyr,. GRIMM AND ANDERSEN, TALES OF 

G77. AN ANTHOLOGY OF FAMOUS AMERICAN STORIES. 

G78. HOLMES. OTJVER WENDELL. The Mind and Faith of 
Justice Holmes. 



